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THE LIFE 


or 


HENRY KIRKE WHITE. 


HENRY RIUKK WHITE was bora at Nottin^- 
liaiu, March 21st, 1785. His father was a butcher; 
ills mother, whose own jxatue was Neville, was of 
a resjHiCtable Stanbrdshire family. Henry, who j 
from a very early discovered a great desire for I 
re ading, received his first education at tlio school 
of a Mrs. (THirirgton, who soon iierwived his suik;- 
rior capacity, and of whom lie 8|>eaks wit-h niTection 
m his poem upon Childhood. At the age of six, 
he 1 

learned writing, arithmetic, and French. It was 
his father’s Intention that he should follow his own 
luisiness; hut his mother, aware that he was wor- 
thy of better things, made every possible effort to 
procure him such an education as his talents de- 
served and his heart desired. Chielly with this 
view, she opened a Ltidlcs' Boarding and Day 
.School in Nottingham, which materially increased 
the domestic comforts of the family, although it did 
lot render Henry independent of his own exertions, 
t was necessary Utathe .should be made acqinunted 
-vith some trade, luul tlie woollen manufacture was 
• etermined upon. At the age of fourteen, tliere- 
t'orc, he was jilaced at a stocking-loom, with the 
wcw, at some future period, of his getting a situa- 
tion in a hosier's warehouse. This employment 
WH.v so iH'rfectly uncongenial to his histe and in- 
clination, that while he remained at it ho might 
be said to be truly unb.appy. IJis temper and tone 
of mind at this period are w’ell displayed In the 
Address to Contemplation, written in his four, 
teenth year. In his mother he found an affection- 
ate counsellor; she made every possilile eflort to 
gratify his desire for a literary llfo; and at length, 
after he had remained a year at the loom, she got 
him removed to an attorney's oflire, as the most 
-•obahle rneans of .attaining the object of his pur- 
, t. He entered the oflice In 1800, when he was 
een ; hut as no premium could be given with 
,ni, he was not articled till tlie commencement of 
die year 1802. 

He now (IcToted himself to intellectual improve- 
ment Tlie law was his primary pursuit, to which 
he applied himself with great industry; but during 
his leisure hours ho acquired a knowledge of Greek 


iiid Latin, and latterly of Italiiin, Spanish, and 
I’ortiigucsc. Several of the sciences were also 
inioiig his studies, of some of which he acquired 
a re.spectable knowledge. About tliis time he 
was .admitted a Member of a Literary Society In 
Nottingham, where hi honourably distinguished 
himself; and lie began also to furnish pieces, both 
in prose and verse, to severid jieriotljcais. In tlie 
Moutlily Preceptor, a niaga/.ine which proposed 
prizu-tliemcs, he gained a silver medal for u trans- 
lation from Horace, and a pair of twclvc-inch globes 
for an Imaginary Tour from London to Edinburgh. 
Hut his contributions to th# Monllily Mirror were 
still more fortunate, for they were the means of in- 
troducing him to the acquaintance of Mr. Capel 
Loll't, and of Mr. Hill, the proprietor of tlie work. 
By their encouragement he was induced, about the 
close of the year 1802, to prepare a little volume of 
poems for the press, in the hope tliat this publica- 
tion might, either by the success of its sale, or the 
notice which It might excite, cn.able him to pro- 
secute his studies at college, and qualify himself 
for holy orders; for a deafness, to which he was 
subject, tlireatcncd to preclude all possibility of 
advancement in the legal jirofesbion. To obtain a 
patroness for his book whose rank might give it 
consequence in the eyes of Uic puhlic, he applied 
first to the Countess of Derby, and on her delicately 
declining, to the Duchess of Devoiisliire, who gave 
permission that the volume should be dedicated 
to her ; hut although a copy was, according to cus- 
tom, transmitted to her, her Grace was too much 
occupied with heartless and giddy follies, to appre- 
claUi or encourage the amiable author. A copy 
was also forwarded to each of the Reviews, with 
a note, stating the disadvantages with which the 
author had struggled, and requesting an Indulgent 
criticism. He waited witli anxiety for their remarks. 
The Monthly Review, then a leading journal, 
affected to sympathize with tlie author, “imder 
the discouragements of penury and misfortune,’* 
but spoke so slightingly of his productions, as to 
infiict .a wound on his sensitive mind which was 
never wholly cured. This critique, however, was 
the means of exciting the notice of Mr. Southey 
the poet, who, having read the volume, w.-is indig- 
a 2 
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riant at the injustice done to the author, and wrote I Neville, he was enabled to enter the university or 
him an encouraging letter, advising him to print a ! Cambridge. He quitted his former employers in 
largerf olume, and kindly offering to interest him- [ October, 1804, and before proceeding to the uni 
self in its favour. This was the commencement of versity, applied himself for a twelvemonth with 
their corrosuondenco and friendship; and Mr. (now unwearied assiduity to study ; during which period 
Dr.) SouUtey. has subseauentlv established the re- the progress he made was astonishing, 
putation of poor Wliite upon a secure basis, by the 

jmblication of his collected Poems, Prose Essays, Wlille keeping his tlrst term at the university, a 
and Corresi>ondence, in three volumes octavo, ac- scholarship beoamo vacant, for which he was ad- 
companied by an elegant memoir. vised to offer himself a candidate ; but after jiassing 

the whole term in preparing for it, his health sunk 
Atone time, his opinions were inclining todelsm, .so alarmingly, that, after liaviug offered liirnsel. 
and for a considerable period they remained unset- for the competition, he was compelled to withdraw, 
tied ; but whenever he saw his error and embra -ed This was not the only misfortune; the general 
Christianity, he resolved to devote his life to the college-examination approached ; and he was ill- 
promulgation of it; and, with that view, formed prepared to meet It. Once more he excrtol htm- 
the determination to abandon the law, and, if pos- self tieycnd what his shattered health could bear ; 
bible, place himself at one of the universities. His and, liating supported liimself by sUong medicines 
friends endeavoured without effect to dls.suade him during tlie days of examination, he was ultimatelj^ 
from his purpose. Great and numerous astlie ob- pronounced the first man of his year. Hut life was 
Stacies were, he was determined to iurmount them the price with which he was to pay for his aca- 
all. Ho had now fulfilled more than half of the domical honours, 
term for which he was articled; but his benevolent 

employers listened with a fiiendly ear to his pro- Next year, he was again pronounced first at the 
posed plans, and agreed tj> give up their claim on great college-examination, and also one of the three 
tfie remainder of his time, although his services ; liest theme-writers. Every unlrersity-honour was 
had now become very valuable to them, as soon as I thought to be within his reach ; he was set down 
his prospects seeme<i favourable of getting through i as a medallist, and expected to take a senior wrang- 
the university. His friends accordingly exerted j ler's degree; Imt these exi>cctaUons'goade<l him to 
themselves vigorously on his iKihalf, and in the | frcsli exertions after his strength was gone. To 
hope of success, his employers gave liini a month's his mother and brother he wrote that he had re- 
leave of absence for study and change of air. That laxed in his studies, and that he was la^tter ; hut to 
month he spent at the village of Wiiford, on the j Mr. Maddock, the most intimate of his friends, he 
banks of the Trent, and at the foot of Clifton • complainedof dreadful palpitations, nights of slccp- 
Woods, which had lioen his early and favourite i lessness, and spirits depressed to the very depth of 
place of resort. Soon after the expiration' of the wretchedness. The college offered him, at their 
month, however, Intelligcmre arrived that tlie pro- ( own expense, a tutor in mathematics, during the 
posed plans had entirely fkiled. All his hopes long vac.itlon— an indulgence peculiarly unfortu- 
scemed now blasted ; and the time which he had nate, as his only chance of life was firom relaxation, 
thus lost in his professional pursuit, made it necei- j »nd home was the only place where he would have 
^ry that he should apply himself more severely ' relaxed to any purpose. Before this he ai>peared 
than ever to his legal studies. He allowed himself for a time to lie gaining strength, but it faileil as 
no lime lo.' relaxation, little for his meals, and the year advanc«l. He went to London to recruit 
scarcely any for sleep. His health in consequence j liimself— the worst place to which he could have 
soon sunk ; he became pale and thin ; and a severe j gone ; and when he returned to college, he was so 
indisposllJon was brought on, from the shock of completely worn out that no power of medicine 
which his constitution never thoroughly recovered, could save him. His very mind was exhausted ; 

I and it was the opinion of his medical attendants. 
The hopes of qualifying himself for holy orders, that, even if his life had been preservetl, his intellect 
however, were again revived; and at length, by ' would have boon affected. He died on the 19th or 
the benevolent and strenuous exertions of several October, 1806, aged 21 years, 
friends, particularly of his mother and brother | 



PREFACE 


!■ I R S T EDITION. 


THK following aflcmpts in verse are laid l)efore 
the public with extreme diffidence. The Author 
is very conwious that the juvenile efforts of a youth, 
who fias not receivetl the polish of academical di.s. 
tvpline, and v.ho has been but sparingly blessed 
with opi)ortuniUes for the prosecution of scholastic 
inusuits, must necessarily l>e defective in the accu> 
racy and liiifshed elegance which mark the works 
of the man who has passt^i his life in the retirement 
of his study, furnishing his mind with images, and 
at the same time atuiining the power of disposing 
those imaues to the best advantage. 

The unpremeditated effusions of a Boy, from his 
thirteentlr year, employee!, not in the acquisition 
of literary Information, but in the more active busi- 
ness of life, must not l)e exi>ected to cxliibit any 
considerable portion of the correctness of a Virgil, 
or the vigorous compression of a Horace. Men arc 
not, I believe, frequently known to l)estow much 
labour on their amusements ; and these Poems were, 
most of tlieni, written merely to t)cguilc a leisure 
hour, or to fill up the languid intervab of studies 
of a severer nature. 

Jlxf TO oixuof e^yev ayx^xai, « Every one 
loves hi.s own work,” says the Stagyrite; but it was 
no overweening alf'ection of this kind which in- 
duced this publication. Had the author relied on 
his own judgiirent only, these Poems would not. In 
all probability, ever have seen the light. 

Terhaps it may be asked of him, what are his 
motives for this publication ? He answers — simply 
these : The facilitation, through its means, of those 


studies which, from b.is earliest infancy, have been 
the i>rincipal objects of his ambition ; and the in- 
crease of tlie cajiaci^ to pursue those inclinations 
which may one day place him in an honoiurable 
station in the scale of society. 

The principal Poem in this little collection (Clif- 
ton Grove) is, he fears, deficient in numbers and 
harmonious coherency of parts. It is, however, 
merely to be regarded as a descrii)tion of a noctur- 
/lal ramble in that charming retreat, accompanied 
with such reflections as the scene naturally suggest- 
ed. It was written twelve montlu ago, when the 
author was in his sixteenth year,— The Miscellanies 
are some of tliem the productions of a very early 
age. — Of the Odes that “ To an early Ifrimrose 
was written at tlurteen— the others are of a later 
date — The Sonnets are chiefly irregular; they have, 
perhaps, no other claim to that tpceific denomina- 
tion, than that they consist only of fourteen lines. 

Such arc the Poems towards which I intreat the 
lenity of the Public. The Critic will doubtless find 
in them much to condemn ; he may likewise possi- 
bly discover something to commend. I«t him scan 
my faults witli an indulgent eye, and in the work 
of that correction which I invite, let him remember 
he is holding tlie iron Mace of Criticism over the 
flimsy superstructure of a youth of seventeen, and, 
remembering that, may he forbear from crushing, 
by too much rigour, the painted butterfly whose 
transient colours may otherwise be capable of afTortl- 
ing a moment’s innocent amusement. 

H. K. WHITE. 


Ifoitingham, 
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By william SMYTH, Esq. 

FROFKSSOR OF MODERN IIISTORV, CAMURIDOE: 

ON A MONUMENTAL TABLET, 

WITH A MEDALLION CHANTIIF.Y, 
ERECTED IN ALL-SAINTS’ CHURCH, CAMBRIDGE, 
AT THE EXPENSE OF FRANCIS JIOOTT, ESQ. 

OF BOSTON, UNITED STATES. 


HENRY KIRKE WHITE, • 

Horn March 2l6f, 1785 ; Died October lO//i, 1800. 

WA RM with fond hope, and learning's sacred flame, 

To Granta's bowers the youthful Poet came; 
LTneonquer'd powers, th’ immorhil mind display’d. 

Hut worn with anxious thought tlie frame decay’d* 

Pale o'er his lamp and in his cell retired. 

The Martyr Student faded and expiretl. 

O Genius, Taste, and Piety sincere. 

Too early lost, inuKt duties too screrc! 

Foremost to mourn was generous Soulhetj seen, 

He told the tale and show’d what White had been, 

Nor told in vain— far o’er th’ Atlantic wave, 

A Wanderer came and sought the Poet’s grave • 

On yon low stone he saw his lonely name. 

And raised this fond memorial to his fame. 

w. s. 


LINES 

BY LORD BYRON. 

NO marble marks tl»y couch of lowly sleep. 

But living Statues there arc seen to weep . 
Affliction's semblance bends not o’er thy tontb. 
Affliction's self deplores thy youthful doom. 



TO M.y LYRE. 

AN ODE. 


THOU simiJlc Lyro !~Thy music wild 
Has served lo charm the weary hour, 

.And iri.ui) .1 UjIi« I.< iiiklit h.ii Vuil. il, 

L-veii p.uii liiM.vv II d iiid 

]la l.isciiiuiir'ri I r. 

II. 

Yet, oil my Lyre! the busy crowd 
Will little heed thy simide tones: 

Them mightier minstrels harping loud 

Engross, and thou and I mu.st shroud 

Where dark oblivion ’thrones. 

III. 

No hand, thy diapason o’er. 

Well skill'd, 1 throw with sweep subhn 
For me, no academic lore 
Has t.aught Uie solemn strain to pour. 

Or inuld Uie polisli’d rhyme. 

IV. 

Yet thou to Silvan themes ranst soar; 

Thou know’st to charm the nuMxiLitut train ; 
The rustic swains believe thy jiower 
Can hush the wild winds when they roar. 
And .still the billowy main. 


\'. 

These honours. Lyre, we yet may keep, 

J, still unknown, may hve with thee. 

And gentle zephyr’s wing will sweep 
Thy solemn string, where low I sici p, 

Beneath the abler tree. 

VI. 

This little dirge will please me more 
Than the full requiem’s swelling peal ; 

I’d rather than that crowds should sigh 
For me, that from some kiniLrcd eye 
The trickling tear should steal. 

VII. 

Vet dear to mo the wreath of bay. 

Perhaps fiom me debarr’d : 

And dear to me the classic zone, 

Which, snatch’d from learning’s labour’d tluronr, 
Adorns the accepted bard. 

VIIJ. 

And C) 1 If vet ’twerr* mine to dwell 
Where Cam or Isis winds along. 

Perchance, Inspired with ardour chaste. 

I yet might call the ear of t-xste 
To lisle II lo niy ■.•■ng 


Oh ! tlien, my little friend, thy style 
I’d change to happier lays, 

O then, the cloister’d glooms should smile. 
And through the long tlie firettcxl aisle, 
^Should swell the note of praise. 



CLIFTON GROVE. 


A SKETCH IN VERSE. 


IjO ! in the west, fivst fades the lingering light. 

And day’s last vestige takes its silent tlight. 

No more is heard the woodnaan’s measured stroke 
Which with tlio dawn, from yonder dingle broke ; 
N.. merr h'-.arse cHmoiirini; •■’■■r the ni-liftcd hi a.-i, 
n i„ . r ■» . 1-- nil-inu.. •h . k tin ir k J |.id , 

M.n'.l .. lie- Mil n..- tin. II Hie II II., I euluL 

liTve I eased to eelio o'er the dewy grounds, 

A 1.1 teiii r ,1 -il, e li- ign-N civ,- wl,en Gl..« . 

III. iiiiiMi'iiniii: I iMii I . „ .,r. < ly liiMf.l !•. il'.iv , 
And save when, swung bv 'nighted rustic bate, 

(M>. nn its hinge, reb‘>nn(is the jarring gate ; 

I ir Kill I, III. •!,. ■ |i IwlI, III III, 'll t.iiit v.de, 

Uri .iiliLi il.s Wild iiiUsn. on llied..an.> gale. 

Now when the rustic wears the social smile, 
llelea.sed from day and its attendant toil. 

And draws his lumseliold round their evening fire. 
And tells the oft-tol<l f.ales tliat never tire ; 

Or where the town’s blue turrets dimly rise, 

And manufacture taints the ambient skies. 

The pale mechanic leaves the labouring Io«ra, 

The air-|)ent hoUl, the pestilential room, 

\ nd riishi. < ..ni. impatient to begin 
fbe .laiid iiiiity<‘ ..i'. uyi. in.irj «m; 

Now, now my solU.ary w.ay I bend 

Where solemn groves in awful state im{^nd. 

And clilfs, that boldly rise above the plain. 
Bespeak, bless’d Clifton ! thy sublime domain. 

Here lonely wandering o'er thy sylvan bower, 

1 conae to pans the meditative hour^ 

To bid awhile the strife of passion cease. 

And woo the calm* of solitude and peace. 

Ari.l . h ' llii-.u ya< r< 1 I’-iWi r, who Ti'.-.r'^t on high 
'1 III 1 . iiv ihr. ii.- «h,.rc tt mr.g p..pl ir- ' 
t il lull . VI ijiiiii.iTid vhjili . ' wli...e fluid . oiiirol 
Steals with resistless witchery to the soul, 

111.' with Ihv u-.iiti-d .ar.b.ur, and inspire 
IMv 1.1. ..line 1.^11.111 Will, ll.v liill-.Aisl i-re. 

^ |..| ihi u I.-., I aiici . tr.'ir. I by -t irry sp»i, r. . 
Where to tliy hymning orbs thou lend'st tliine 
ear. 

Do thou descend, and bless iny ravish’d sight. 
Wil'd in s ft vi,i..ni of larone d. light. 

.At iby I i.iiimaiiil the gale that |.a.v>e» by 
|i. irs III ,is wlmpvrs iiiyiiii li.armuny. 

1 boil wav'st thy wand, and lo 1 what forms appear ! 
( hi the dark cloud what gi.ant shapes career ! 

The ghosts of Ossi.an skim the ini.sty vale. 

And hosts of Sylphids on tlie niuon>I>eams sail. 

This gloomy alcove darkling to the sight. 

Where meeting trees create eternal night ; 

Save when, from yonder stream, the sunny ray, 
Keflected, gives a dubious gleam of d.ay ; 

Recalls, endearing to my alter’d mind. 

Times, when beneath the boxen hedge reclincfl, 

I watch’d the lapwing to her clamorous brood ; 

Or lured the robin to its scatter’d food ; 

Or woke with .song the woodland ei ho wild, 

And at each gay resnmise delightetl smiled. 

How oft, when childhood tlirew its golden ray 
Of gay romance o’er every happy day. 

Here would 1 run, a visionary boy, 

When the hoarse tempest shook the vaulted sky, 


And, fanry-leil, beheld the Almighty’s form 
Sternly careering on the eddying storm ; 

,\ii<l heard, while awe congeal’d my inmost soul. 

His voice terrific in the thunders roll. 

Witli sf.i'ri't ji.v. 1 view’d with vivid glare 
1 II" i. Ill .'-I ligliiniiigi i II .lie ilif sulli.n lir 
And. .1. ill.- w.irni.g wmiU uruunil reiiird, 

U nil .iwiul pli I'Ufi- big,— I hiard .md milled. 

It. I..V...I r. iiieii.I.r ill. e '-•Mem..r> which endears 
'I’his silent hjMit to my advancing years. 

Here dwells eternal jieace, eternal rest, 

In shades like these to live is to be ble-ss’d. 

While hjii»piness evades the busy crowd. 

In rural coverts loves Uie maid to shroud. 

And thou Ux>, Inspiration, wliose wild flame 
Sluxits with electric swiftness through the frame, 
Tkou here dost love to sit with up-tum’d eye, 

Aid listen to the stream that murmur* by, 

Thu woods that wave, the gray owl’s silken flight, 
The mellow niu.sic of the listening night. 

Congenial calms more welcome to mj^breast 
'I'han maddening joy in daz/.ling lustre dress’d, 

I'o Heaven my prayers, my daily prayers, 1 rane. 
That ve may bless my unambitious days, 
Witliilrawn remote, from all the haunts of strife, 

M II trjvi uiiti nil Ibelowlv valeoflife, 

.\iid ivhi-ii her l.jnru r iH .iifi shall o’er me ware, 

.11 It ki i P M'lir pe.uefiil wgtis on iny grave. 

Ni.w ,1- I roie, u III re wide the pr.)<ipeci grows, 

.\ lini.ir light iii...ii n.v iiMuu (luwH, 

N.. ll.■•r^. III... i, ■ tir I ii.l-i a. lug blanches meet, 

N-, m..ie il.e riii-r gurgle-, at m> feet, 

Bill s. ell di-i p, d.rwn tile I lifis impending side, 

I hioiigh hanging woods, now gleams ite silver tide. 
Dim is my upland path, — across the green 
F infPlic shadows tling, yet oft Imtween 
The clii.pierd glooms, the moon her chaste ray 
shells, [heads, 

Where knots of blue-bells droop their graceful 
And beds of violets blooming mid the trees, 

Load with waste fragrance me nocturnal breeze. 

.S.ay, why does Man, while to his opening sight 
Eai h shrub presents a source of chaste delight. 
And Nature bids for him her treasures flow, 

And gives to hini alone his bliss to know. 

Why does he pant for Vice’s deadly charms ? 

Whv clasp the syren Pleasure to his arms ? 

Ana suck deep draughts of her voluptuous breath. 
Though fraugnt with ruin, infamy, and death ? 
(lould he who thus to vile enjoyment clings. 

Know w'hat calm joy from puier sources springs; 
Fould he hut feel how sweet, how free from str3^ 
The harmless pleasures of a harmless life. 

No more his soul would pant for joys impure. 

The deadly chalice would no more allure. 

But the sweet portion he was wont to sip, 

W’ould turn to poison on his conscious lip. 

Fair N.ature! thee, in all thy varied charms. 

Fain would I clasp for over in my arms 1 
Thine arc the sweets which never, never sate. 
Thine still remain through all the storms of fate. 
Though not for me, ’twas Heaven's divine com* 
mand 

To roll in acres of paternal land. 
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Yet Jttill ray lot is Wess’d, while I enjoy 
Thifie opening beauties witli a lover’s eye. 

Mappy is he, who, though the cup of bliss 
Has ever shunn’d him when he Ihoufjhl to kiss, 
^Vho, ^dll ill aiijeet poverty or pain, 

('an count with pleasure w’hnt small joys remain : 
Though were his sight convey'd from /one to yon' 
He would not lind one spot of (tround his own, 

Yi t, as he I.ioks around, lie i ries uiili Cb-< , 

Tlirs.' boiiiidirig pr isi < . is all were iii.iilc I’.ir nn 
For njcyon waving fields their burden bc.ar, 

Fv r me yon I ihourer guiiies the shining share. 
While happy I in idle ease recline, 

/\nii mark the cioriniis visirms ns they shin*'. 

This IS iho ihirm. to sigi-s ■>ri< ii l■‘la, 

* onteriiii;;: all ii ( •u li-'i Hiio > •■M 

I' jiilent can soothe, whiu Vr In i -itiine plaic.l. 

Can rear a garden in tlie desert waste. 

How lovely, from this hill’s superior height. *• 
Spreads the wide vu-w hc'ore ms «triinmg 'icht ! 
O'er many a varied mile of iFngtheninc ground, 
B’en to the bliii' rnlgi-d tiiir, rein-t<e>i l••■Dn■l. 

My ken is borne ; while o er my head serene. 

The silver moon illumes tlie misty scent? : 

Now shining clear, now darkening in the glade. 

In all the soft varieties of shade. 

Behind me, lo ! the peaceful hamlet lies. 

The drowsy god hai seal’d the cotter’s eyes. 

No more, where late the swiial faggot bl.i/et(. 

The vacant peal resounds, by little raised ; 

But lock'd in silence, o'er .Vrion's* star 
The slumbering Night rolls on her velvet car : 

'I'he church-bell tolls, deep-sounding down the 
glade, 

The solemn hour for walking spectres m.ndc ; 

The simple plough -l»oy, wakening with the sound, 
Listens aghast, and turn.s him startled round, 

Tlien stops his ears, and strives to close ins e\cs. 
Lest at the sound some grisly ghost should risi'. 
Nnw reased the long, and monitory toll, 

Keturnoig -il-iKe si.i.m ii' > m iJic s..ul : 

’^rtve w lien, di "iiirii <1 !•,« dr- iin >. wnli <» ild aiTright. 
The deep iniutiid incMiif b.iy- the troul.leu 
night : 

t)r where the village ale-house crowns the vale. 
The creeking sign post whistles to the gale. 

A little onward let me bond my way, 

IFbere the moss'd seat invites the traveller’s stay. 
That spot, oh ! yet it is the very same ; 

That hawthorn gives it shade, and gave it name ; 
There yet the primrose opes its earlie.st bloom. 
There yet the violet sheds its first jK*rfume, 

And in the branch that rears above the rest 
The robin unmolested builds its nest. 

Twas here, when hope, pritsidlng o'er my breast. 
In vivid colours every prospect dress’d : 

'Twas here, reclining, I indulged her dreams, 

And lost the hour in visionary scliemes. 

Here, as I press once more the ancient seat, 

Why, bland deceiver ! not renew* the cheat ! 

Say, can a few short years this change achieve. 
That thy illusions can no more deceive ! 

Time’s sombrous tints have every view o’lmprcad. 
And thou too, gay seducer, art thau fleil ? 

Though vain thy promise, and the suit severe. 

Vet thou couldst guile Misfortune of her te.ir. 

And oft thy smiiea across life’s gloomy way. 

Could throw a gleam of transitory day. 
flow gay, in youth, the flattering future seems ; 
How sweet is manhood in the Infant’s dreams ; 

Tho dire mistake tf)o swin is hroutrht to light. 

And all is buried In re'l.inbbsl nig'il. 

Vet some can rue superior to the'r [nin, 

And in their breasts the charnn-r H< pi- r. i.iln 
While others, dead lo freLng. can surv,-\, 

TJmnoved, llieir fairest prospects f.iiie .iwaj 
But yet a few there 'je,— i-k) s-som o'ercast ' 

Who shrink u ihapnv fr im the ndvcise Mi*i, 

And woo the first bright gleam, which brc.iks the 
gloom. 

To gild the silent slumbers of the tomb. 

So In these shades the early primrose blows, 

Too soon deceived by suns and melting snows. 

So fails untimely on the de!>ert waste ; 
lU blossoms withering in the northern blast. 


• The constellation Delphinus. For authorltr 
foe Uiia app«IUtioo, vide Ovid’s Fasti, B. xi. 1 13. 


I Now pass’d, whate’er the upland heights dtsnUy, 
I Down the steep clifKI wind my devious way; 
oft rousing, as the nisflingpath I beat, 

'J he timid Imre from its accustom’d seat. 

And oh ! how sweet this walk o’erhung with wood, 

! 7’hat winds the margin of tho solemn flood ! 

I tt'lnt riiral i.bv-.'is Mi -il upon tne sight ' 

' Wl. .1 r,.i,ig . .e« . pr il MLg the ■ .ilin ill lijlii 
I '1 bn l■r■■l•k^ I l-r iiicliiiii; irmii ilic -iln-r 'I reni. 

The u lii.iiiTiiiL' I'lti b III I ii. I V n plivr In nt, 

I 1 lie uo.alv I-I.i'id. and llie n iked iiii' el, 

■111.- I.. ..IV l.-ll l.ilt.l.iil mer-.v. ..■! r.i.l. 

Till- r.ir il u I, h. t , ami the i ii' il .'lib', 

.‘Vud, fre<iuenl interspersed, the woodman's pile. 
Almve, below, where’er I turn my eyes. 

Rocks, waters, wiwids, in grand succi!ssion rise. 

High up the cljd'tJic varied groves ascend, 

And mournful larches o'er the wave impend. 
Around, what .sounds, what magic sounds, arise. 
What glimmering scenes salute my ravish’d eyes ? 
Soft sleep the watiTs on their pebbly bed. 

The woods wave gently o'er my drooping head, 
An.l, .a. ihng sl..w, , ,.me» wafie*! on the wind, 
l.■.^ll ri..g.i.' • n-i'c from dl.tant copse liehind. 
''lih.iv.r. Il iTiu M.iiiid ..f I ilm d -light 
.'*iaiiip> bill Itic le.irtiil >lli lue .>t ihe night, ^ 
S.'.ve when is heard, between each dreary rest.V 
ni=r-.r I ifif fr.?m her --.■.lit.in nest, 

Til.- -wl. diill-screariiiiig lo ilo- wandering mi 

N-iw ii.liiig, . loii'l-u npi.'il, near herhigtii ,i n "i.i 
Or when the wilj-du. k. soiiihering, hither [i.lvv. 
And plunges sullen m tne sounding tides. 

How oft, in this sequester’d spot, when youth 
(iave to eai'h tile the holy farce of truth, 

Have I long linger'd, while the rnillc-inaid sung 
Tlie tragic legeiul, till the woodland rung ! 

I That tall*, .so s.ad! which, still to memory dear, 
j From its swe.-t source can call the sacred tear, 
i And (lull'd to rest stern Reason’s harsh control) 
j Steal its soft magic to the passive soul. [wind, 
j The-'C hallow’d shades, — tne.se trees that woo the 
Rcs-all its faintest features to my mind. 

A hundred passing years, with march sublime. 
Havi? swe])t beneath the silent wing of time, 

Shtce, in yon hamlet’s solitary shade, 

Keclusely dwelt the far-famed Clifton Maid, 

The lieauteous Margaret ; for her each swain 
Conf(*ss’d in private his peculiar pain, 

In secret sigh’d, a victim to despair, 

Nor dared to hope to win the peerless fair. 

No more the shepherd on thehlooming mevl 
Attuned to gayety his artless ree<l, 

No more entwined the pansied wreath, to deck 
His favourite wether’s unpolluted neck, 

But listless, by yon bubbling .stream recliniHl, 

He mix’ll his sohhitigs with the passing wind, 
Bemoan’d his helpless love ; or, boldly bent. 

Far from tbese smiling fields, a rover went, 

I I cr ill - 1 i-ii I in.l-., In sc in h of. i.s', to nxim, 

.V M.-lf wiif.l . xliti |■r..ull hiv naiivc home. 

Yet not to all the maid expres.s’d disdain : 

Her Bateman loved, nor loved the youth in vain. 
Full oft, low wdiispcring o’er these arching houghs 
Tl'.c c< h.iing vault re-ponded to their vows, 

As here d.-ep hidden from the glare of day. 
Enamour'd oR, they took their secret way. 

Yon bosky dingle, still tho rustics name ; 

'Twas there the blu.shing maid confess'd lier flame. 
Down yon green lane thiw oft were seen to hie. 
When evening .slumber’d on the western sky. 

'I’hat bl.asted yew, that mouldering walnut bore, 
Each hears mementos of the fated pair. 

One eve, when Autumn loaded every breine 
With the fallen honours of the mourning trees. 

The maiden waited at the accustom’d bower. 

And waited long beyond the appointed hour, 

Yet Batemen came not o’er the woodland drear. 
Howling iiurlentous, did the winds career ; 

And bleak and dismal on the leafless woods, 

The fitful rains rush’d down in sullen floods ; 

The night was dark ; as, now and then, the gale 
Paused for a moment,— Margaret listen’d, pale ; 

But tlirough the covert to her anxious ear. 

No nisiliiig footstep spoke her lover near. 

Strange fears now fill’d her breast,— she knew not 
why. 

She sigh'd, aud Bateman's name was in each sigh. 
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Pheihears a noise.— 'ti's he, —he comes at last,— 

A las ! ’twas but the )?ale which hurried past : 
liut now she hears a quickening footstep sound, 
Liehtiy it comes, and nearer does it hound ; 

•'Fis Hateinan's self,— he springs int«i her arms, 

*’i’is he that cld.s^)s, and chides her vain alarms. 

“ Vet why tins silence ?— I have waited long. 

And the t old storm has yell’d the trees among. 

And now tiiou’rt hero* my fears are tied — yet >peak, 
\Vh\ li.i. > (he v,lt t, ir in’. ; ti n on (liy chi-ek ^ 
s.iy, wliji 1- V r- iij, r* —New, tluxLgh a p.arting 
cloud, 

The pale moon peer'd from her tempestuous slirond, 

A nd Hateman’s f.ice was seen •.—’twas deadly wnite. 
And sorrow ‘cem’d to sicken in his sif^ht. 

.. , sj.iMli, in '■ lu nil till- m nd I --i.inriil, 

• \tli> . rl.v h, , oln 

Her i^.d his>..„.l, .ind ihri. e ess.iv’d t.> i. II. 

■/ hti. e from hi' lips die iniiini'h d .ireents hll ; 
\Vlien thill at t i-l r, lii> 1 ji.tlv he l-ruko 

Ml- ^.■.lll-,. II. me, ,i„| il... ii'i.atil N-.p. le 

*■ I ne'e II .1, my l o. . tml ere ti.e m■■|■il nlv mre, 

1 on these (ields'tnust cast ijnv narling g.'.ince ; 

For three long years, hy cniel rate’s command, 

I go to languish in a foreign land. 

oil, Margaret .•* omens dire have met my view. 

Say, when far distant, wilt thou bear me true ? 
Siiould honours tctnpt thee, and should riches fee, 

It iiild't Ih-.n f.ru'. I (bine ardent v.-.ws to i. . , 

.i\ lid, .in I he "lit, n < on. h ' i v> .ilth ri, Iii.kI, 

](aii'sli iliv taiil.rul biaiiUian Irv.in tliy iiiliid 

“Oh! why,” replies Ute maid, “my faith thus 
prove, 

Tanst thou ! ah. canst thou, then sus)iect my love ? 

II car me, jtist tiod ! If from my traitorous heart. 

If, VI ben he hail again his native shore, 

Vie finds his Margaret true to him no more, 

M ay bends of hell, and every power of ilrcad, 

0,1 li. lin’d, then drag me from mv perjiire<i h* d, 
till! Iiurl m<- III'. ell. ng .lou.i ih. v lui.il n < p>, 

T .■ lind diservid dcatJi in yviidcr dep' 

Thus spoke the maid, and from her finger drew 
A goldi'ii rinjf,.and broke it .[uick in two; 

One half she in her lovely bosom hides, 

The other, tremitling, to her love confides. 

“ This bind the vow,” she said, “ this mystic charm. 
No future recantation can disarm. 

The right vindictive does the fates involve. 

No tears can move it, nu regrets dissolve.” 

She ceased. The death-bird gave a dismal cry. 
The river moan’d, tlie wild gale whistled by. 

And once again tlie Lady of tite night 
JVehlnd a heavy cloud withdrew her light. 
Trembling she view’d these portents with dismay : 
Hut gently Batenicn kiss'd her fears away : 

Yet still he felt conceal’d ii secret smart, 

Still melancholy bodings fill'd his heart 

M’hen to the distant land the youth was spwl, 

A lonely life tile moody maiden fed. 
btill would she trace each dear, each well-known 
walk, 

''till I'v the moonlight to her love would talk, 

-\iid l.incy, as she |..i(eil .imong the fri-C', 

She heard his whisners in the aying bree/.e. 

Thus two years glided on In silent ; 

The third her bosom own’d the kind relief: 

A bsence hail cool’il lier love — the impoverish’d flame 
Was dwindling fast, when lo ! the tempter came; 

He offer’d wealth, and all the joys of life. 

And tile weak timid hecaiii lother’s wife! 

Six guilty months had mark’d the false one’s crime, 
When Hatcmen hail’d once more his native clime. 
Sure of her constancy, elate he carae. 

The lovely partner of his soul to claim. 

Light was his heart, as up the well-known way 
He bent his stejis — and all his thoughts were gay. 

Oh ! who can j.aint his agonizing throes. 

When on his ear the fatal news arose ! 

Cliill’d with amaxenieiit,— senseless with Uic blow. 
He stood a marble monument of wo ; 

Till call'd to all tlie horrors of despair. 

He smote hU brow, and tore his horrent hair ; 


. * part of the Trent Is commonly called 
“ Tht aiftm Deei*." 


oxtovs. 

Then rush’d impetuous from the dreadful spot, 

I And sought those scenes, (Iw memory ne’er forgot,) 
I'hose St enes, the witness of their growing fl.ame. 
And now like witnesses of Margaret's sliame. 

I ’Twas night — he sought the river’s lonely i^ore, 
And traced again their former wanderings o’er. 
Nil* on ihe li.ink in >ili ni priif he s’l oil, 

.\'i-l g.i/id Iriif ntiv on llie »iejling |l■.,jli. 

Jit-Iili III hi, n.im .lUtl m.nlui,' in In, i ye. 

He watch'd the waters as they murmur'd hy ; 

Hade the hiua' murderess triumph o'er his grave— 
I’repared to plunge into tlie whelming wave. ^ 
V«:t still he stood irresolutely bent, 

Heligion sternly stay'd his rash intent. 

: He knelt.- Cool play’d upon his check the wind, 

1 And fann’d the lever of his maddening mind. 

The paiy mooidHiam on its surface slept, 

And all was peace;— he felt the general calm 

< )’jgr his rack’d bosom shed a genial balm : 

\Vneu casting far lietiind his streaming eye, 

■ He saw the (irovp.- in f.mcy s-rw hrr He, 

I Hu .Margirtt, hill'd in flirmuiii',* .inns to rerf, 

I And all the demon rose within his breast, 
tlonvulsive now, he clench'd his tremhlinc band, 
t'ast his dark eye once more ui>“n the land, 

Thill, .It ..ni- ■‘|"riiig he ’•[■iiiii d the yitlding b.i'iV, 
And III Ihe lalin dcceiHul currenl sank. 

S;id, on the solitude of night, the sound. 

As iij the stream he plunged, was heard around : 

U hen all was still— the wave was rough no more, 
'i’lic river swept as sweetly a.s before ; 

I’lio willows waved, the moonbeams shone serene. 
And jieace returning brooded o’er the scene. 

ingpang. 

Full well she knew, rtqientant now too late. 

She soon must lx)w beneath the stroke of fate. 

Hut, fiir the balx* she bore bene.ath her breast. 

The oilendi'tl (lod prolong’d her life unblcss'd. 

Hut i‘t»t the fic. tin,,' ni-.ii.ii.i . .■i.ll'd .i» J> , 

.\ luj n. ir, iiiid neatt r Jtl * ihi- ur. .idi .I >l is , 

I li i; d t\, f.rid.N.ni’.l l.. g.vp b. r child ihe 
And hull Its r m tin sh.idts of iiiglii 

I Ilf h<..or nriisisl, uiid rn.'ii the si reichid wci 
1 li, guiltl. >' h.thy siniugli d ini.^ Me.— 

As night sir, w on', ur.'Und hir l>ttl, .i h.and 

< u'fruiKls and kmdn-d kindly toek ihi'ir stand ; 

In lioly prayer they pass’d the creeping time, 

Intent to expi.ate her awful crime. 

Their prayers were fVuitless—As the midnight came, 
A heavy .sleep oppress’d each weary frame. 

In vain they strove against the o'erwhelniing load. 
Some power unseen their drowsy lids bestrode. 
7’hey slept, till in the blushing eastern sky 
The hlootning Morning oped her dewy eye ; 

Then wakening wide they .sought the ravish’d beil, 
Hut lo ! the hapless Margaret was fled ; 

And never more the weeping train were doiim’d 
To view tlie false one, in the deeps intomb’d. 

The neighbouring rustics told that in the night 
They heai-d such screams as froze them wiih 
affright; 

And many an infant, at its mother’s breast. 

Started dism.ay’d, from Its unthinking rc-sU 
And even now, upon the heath forlorn. 

They show the path down which the fair was bornr, 
Hy the fell demons, to the yawning wave, 

Her own, and murder’d lover’s, mutual grave. 

Such is the tale, so sad, to memory dear, 

Which oft in youth has charm’d my lb-tcning ear. 
That tale, which hade me find redoubled sueet* 

In the drear silence of these dark retreats. 

And even now, with melancholy power, 

I Adds a new pleasure to the lonely hour. 

; Mid all the imarms by magic Nature given 
j To this wild spot, thi.s sublunary heaven, 

I With double ioy enthusiast Fancy leans 
I On the attendant legend of the scenes. 

1 This sheds a fairy lustre on the floods, 

And breathes a liiellower gloom upon the woods ; 
i This, as the distant cataract swells around, 

I (ilves a rotnantic cadence to the sound ; 

I’liis, and the deepening glen, the alley green. 

The silver stream, with sedgy tufts between. 


* Germain is the traditionary name of lier hus 
band. , 

A i 
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The nOMsy tock, the wood-«ncot»pass'd leas, 

The broom-dad islands, and the noddine trees. 
The len^^enloff vista, and the present giown, . 
The verdant pathway breathing waste perftime 
These are thy durms^ the joys which these impart 
Bind thee, bless'd Cllttou ! close around tny heart. 

Dear Native Grove ! where'er my devious track. 
To thee will Memory leail the wanderer back. 
Whether in Arno's polisli’d vales I stray. 

Or where “ Osweigo’s swamps" nhstruct the day ; 
Or wander lone, where, wildering and wide, 

Thf tumbling torrent laves St. Gothjurd's side ; 

Or by old Tejo’s classic margcnt muse. 

Or stand entranced with I’yrenoan views ; 

Still, still to thee, where’er my footsteps rOaui, 

My heart shall point, and lead the wanderer home. 
When Splendour offers, and when Fame Indies, 
I’ll pause, and think of nil thy dear delights. 

Reject the boon, and, wearied with the change,^ 
Renounce the wish which first ituluced to r<'inge* 
Turn to these scenes, these well-kuown scenes once 
more. 

Trace once again old Trent's romantic shore. 

And, tired with worlds, and all theii busy ways. 
Here waste the little remnant of iny days. 

But. if the Pates should this last wish deny. 

Ana doom me on some foreign shore to die ; 

Oh ! should it please t}»e world’s 8U^>emat King, 
That weltering waves my funeral dirge shall sing; 
Or that my corse should,' on some desert strand. 

Lie stretch'd beneath the Simoom’s blasting hand ; 
Stilt, though unwept 1 find a stranger tomb, 

My sprite Aall wander tlirough this favourite ghxjm. 
Ride on the wind that sweeps the leafless grove. 
Sigh on tlte wood-blast of the dark alcove, 

Sit, a lorn spectre on yon well-known grave. 

And mix iU meanings with tlte desert wave. 


GONDOLINE; 


A BALLAD. 


THE night it was still, and the moon it shone 
Serenely on the sea, 

And the waves at the foot of the rifted rock 
They murmur’d pleasantly. 

When Gondollne roam’d along the shore, 

A maiden full fair to the sight ; 

Tho’ love had made bleak the rose on her cheek. 
And turn’d it to ileadly white. 

Her thoughts they were drew, and the silent tear 
It fill’d her faint blue eye. 

As oft she heard, in Fancy’s ear. 

Her Bertrand’s dying sigh. 

Her Bertrand was the bravest youth 
Of all our good King’s men. 

And he was gone to the lloly i.and 
To fight the Saracen. 

And many a month had pass’d away. 

And many a rolling year. 

But nothing the maid ftum Palestine 
Could of her lover hear. 

Full oft she vainly tried to pierce 
The Ocean’s misty face ; 

Full oft she thought her lover’s bark 
She <« the wave could trace. 

And every night she placeil a light 
In the high rock's lonely tower, 

To guide her lover to the laud, 

Should the murky tempest lower. 

Put now despair had seized her breast. 

And sunken in her eye ; 

** Oh ! tell me but if Bertrand live. 

And 1 in peace will die.” 

She wander’d o’er the lonely shore, 

The curlew scream’d above, 

•bn heard the ecream with a eickening heart 
Much boding of her love. 


Vet still she kept her lonely way. 

And this was all her cry, 

" Oh ! tell me but if Hertrand live. 

And I ill i^eace shall die.” 

And now she came to a horrible rift. 

All in the rock’s hard side, 

A bleak and blasted oak o'crsjiread 
The cavern yawning wide. 

And pendant from its dismal toj) 

The deadly nightshade hung; 

The hemlock and the aconite 

Across tho mouth were flung. 

And all within was dark and drear. 

And all without was calm ; 

Vet (londoHne enter’d, her soul upheld 
By some deep-working charm. 

And as she enter’d the cavern wide. 

Tile moonbeam glcanunl pale, 

And she saw a snake on the craggy rock. 

It clung by iU slimy tail. 

Her foot it slipp’d, and she stood aghast. 

She trial on a bloated toad ; 

Yet, still upheld by the secret charm. 

She kept u]H>n her road. 

And now upon her frozen ear 
Mysterious sounds arose; 

So, on the mountain's piny top. 

The blustering north wind blows. 

Then furious peals of laughter loud 

Were heard wiili thundering sound. 
Till they died away in soft decay, 

Low whispering o’er the ground. 

Yet still the maiden onward went. 

The charm yet onward led, 

Though each big glaring ball of sight 
Seem’d bursting from her head. 

But now a pate blue light she saw. 

It from a distance came, 

She followed, till upon her sight. 

Burst full a flood of flame. 

She stood appall’d ; yet still the charm 
Upheld her sinking soul ; 

Yet each bent kne<' the other smote. 

And each wild eye did roll. 

And such a sight as she saw there, 

No mortal saw tietbre, 

And such a sight as she saw there, 

No mortal shall see more. 

A burning cauldron stood in the midst. 

The flame was fierce and high. 

And all the cave so wide and long, 

Was plainly seen thereby. 

And round about the cauldron stout 
Twelve withered witches stiKxl : 

Their waists were bound with living snakes, 
And their hair was stiff with blood. 

Their hands were gory too; and red 
And fiercely flamed their eyes : 

And they were muttering indistinct 
Their hellish mysteries. 

And suddenly they join’d their hands. 

And utter’d a joyous cry. 

And round about tne cauldron stout 
They danced right merrily. 

And now they stopp’d ; and each prepared 
To tell what she had done, 

Piince last the Lady of the night 
Her waning course had run. 

Behind a rock stood Gondoline, 

Thick weeds her face did veil. 

And she lean’d fearful forwarder. 

To hear the dreadful tale. 

The first arose : she wild she’d seen 

Hare sport since the blind cal inew*d. 
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She’d been to Rea in a leaky sieve, j 

And a jovial otorin had !)rcw'd. I 

She call'd around the winged winds ! 

A ltd r li-i d .1 ih k ili'h roiii . ! 

And -111 ..1 I .1.1, III.. |.. aU ui-ie h.'.ir.l i 

h Ull nlieen Icagueii aljoui. i 

She said there was a little hark 1 

I'pon the roaring wa.v. 

And there was a woman there whu’d been I 

To see her husband’s grave. ; 

And she had got a child in her arms, 

It was lur only child. 

And oft its liltl. infant j-rnnks 
Her Ik..',, b. lit l.cnnhsl. 

And them was loo in that same bark, 

A father attd his son ; 

The lad was si. kly, and the sire 
V\’a!» old and wo-begone. 

And when the temjiest waxed strong, 

Anti the Imrlc could no more it ’bide. 

She '.lid II u .L' JO' I il lull lo liL.it 
Jhiu ihe poor di. ids . m d. 

The mother clasji’d her orphan child 

I into her breast, and wept; i 

And sweetly folded in her arms 
'I’he careless baby slept. 

-Vnd she tol<l how, in the shape o’ the wind, 

As manfully it roar'd. 

She twisted her hatid in the infant's hair 
And threw it ovcrlto.ard. 

And *o have ‘.-i n the n'other’' p ii'C'', ' 

I i ..,' .1 gi.ir. . 1 

1 he I ri Vs I Uhl. I . ir I ly h..M In i .l .vs'it j 

From jumping in the sea. j 

The Img held a lock of the h;iir in her lianil. 

And it was soft and fair ; I 

Jt tnust have been .a lovely child, ' 

To have had such lovely hair. 

And she said, the father in hi.s arms 1 

He held hi, ,i. kl;. m.ii. ] 

And his dv ing iln or . iln v 1'.i«i arov, i 

Ihs jiaiiis w ere nearfy done. 

And dio fl.rvttlid the voiitii with h.r sinewy i 
.\ri.| 1,1. 1 (TTi a .|,-i(li' him ; [hand.s, 
\ii.l hi. fill.. I Ir |. I.. I... (hill ,;r i> h ilr, j 

And Xi.Ss d the liVid hue. 

And then site told, how she bored a hole j 

In the bark, .amt it fill’d aw'ay : 

And ’twas rare to hear, how ^ome did swear, 1 
And some did vow and pray. 

'J'Tie m.an and w oman they soon were dead. 

The sailors their strength did urge ; fsheet, 1 
liut the billows that beat were their winding 
And the winds sung their funeral dirge. 

tihe threw the infant's hair in the fire, ! 

The red llame flameddiigli,' ! 

And round nbout the cauldron stout 
They ilanced right merrily. 

The 8erond begun : She said she had done 
The task that ^ueen llecat’ had set her. 

And that the devil, the father of evil. 

Had never accomplish'd a better. 

She said, there was .an aged woman, 

And she had a daughter fair, 

Wliosc evU habits till’d her heart i 

V^’ith misery and care. 

The daui^hter hatl a paramour, I 

A wicked man was he. 

And oft the woman him against 
Did murmur grievously. 

•'r>d the hag had work’d the d.aughtcr up | 

^ To murder her old mother. 

That then she might seize on all her goods, I 
And wanton with her lover. 


And one night as the old woman 
AVas sick and ill in bed. 

And iioiidering '.orely on the life 
Iler wickcil daughter led. 

She heard her footstep on the floor. 

And she raised her pallid he.an. 

And she saw her ilaughtcr, with a knife, 
Approaching to her bed. 

And said. My child. I’m very ill, 

I have hot long to live. 

Now ki.' iiiv rhi i k, that s re I die 
•lliy,i..'I l.m, I..r,..ve. ^ 

And the murderess bent to kiss her cheek. 

And she lifted the sharp bright knife 
And the inKih.-r 'tw her fell ititenl, 

• An.l li.ii.l 'll..- l-egicd . “ 'ill-. 

But prayers would nothing her avail. 

Anil she scream'd aloud witli fear. 

But the house- w'as lone, and the piercing screams 
Could reach no human ear 

And though that she was sick, and old. 

She struggled hard and fought ; 

The II. nr. hr. . . i.t lhri.e fingci ' tlirongh 
Kle she 1 1 ul.l n.ii h hel ihruji. 

And the hag slio held the fingers up. 

The skin was niangliKi sore, 

.\nd they all agreed a tiohlor deed 
AV'a's never done before. 

And she threw the fingers in the fire. 

The red llame flamed high, 

.And round about the caulilron 'tout 
Tlay il.iiKid riglii iiiiinl;. 

The third arose; She .said she'd been 
To Holy I’alestine ; 

And seen more blood in one short d.ay. 

Than they had all seen in nine. 

Now (jondolino, with fearful slop*. 

Drew nearer to tlie flame, ' 

For much she ilroaded now to hear 
Her hapless lover’s name. 

The hag related then the sports 
Ot that eventful day. 

When on the well-contested field 
Full fifteen thousand lay. 

.She said that she in human gore 
Above the knees did wade. 

And that no tongue could truly fell 
The tricks she there had play 'it 

There was a gallant-featured youth, 

Who like a hero fiiught ; 

He kiss'd a bracelet on his wrist. 

And every danger souglit. 

And in a vassal’s garb disguised. 

Unto the knight she sues. 

And tells him she from Britain comes. 

And brings unwelcome news. 

That three davs ere she had embark’d. 

His love had given her hand 
Unto a wealthy Thane : — and thought 
Him deau in holy land. 

And to have seen how he did wriilie 
When this her tale she told, 

It would h.we made a w izard's blood 
Within his heart run cold. 

Then fierce he spurr'd Ids warrior steed. 

And sought the battle’s bed ; 

And soon all mangled o’er with wounds. 

He on the cold turf bled. 

.And from his smoking coise she tore 
His head, h,11f clove in two. 

She ceased, and from beneatli her garo 
The bloody trophy drew. 

The eye* were starting fkom their sock*, 

. The mouth it ghastly griun'd* 
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And there was a gash across the brow. 

The scalp was nearly slclnn’d. 

TwaC Bertrand’s Head ! With a terrible scream 
The maiden gave a spring, 

And from her fearful hiding place 
She fell into the ring. 

The lights they fled — the cauldron sunk, 

Dtiep thunders shook the dome, 
i\nd hollow peals of laughter came 
Resounmng through the gloom. 

Insensible the maiden lay 

Upon the hellish ground, 

And sUll mysterious sounds were heard 
At intervals around. 

She woke — she half arose,— and wild. 

She oast a horrid glare. 

The sounds had ceasen, the lights had flwl. 

And all was stillness there. 

And through an awning in the rock. 

The moon it sweetly shone 
And show’d a river in the cave 
Which dismally did moan. 

The stream was black, it sounded deep. 

As it ru h'd the rooks between. 

It offer'd Well, for madness fired 
The bre.ist of Uondoliue. 

6he plunged in, the torrent moan’d 
AVith its accustom’d sound. 

And hollow peals of laugfitcr loud 
Again rebellow’d round. 

The maid was seen no more —Rut otl 
iler ghost 1- known loglelt. 

.\t miilnighi’s iiU-nt, solemn hour, 

.\long tlK Kean's side. 


LINES 


written on a survey oftiie 

HEAVENS, 


In the Morning before Day-break. 


YE many twinkling stars, who yet do hold 
Your brillii'int j)lace8 in the salile vault 
Of night’s dominions '.—Planets, and <‘entral orb* 
Of other systems big as the burning sun 
Which lights this nether globe,— yet to our eye 
Small as the glow-worm’s lamp !— To you I raise 
My lowly orisons, while, all Itewilder'd, 

My vision strayso'er your ethereal hosts; 

Too vast, too boundless for our narrow mind. 
Warp’d with low prejudices, to unfold. 

And sairely comprehend. Thence higher soaring. 
Through ye I raise niy solemn thoughts to Him, 
The mighuty Pounder of this wondrous maze. 

The great Ureator ! Him ! whd now sublime. 
Wrapt in the solitary amplitude 
Of boundless space, above the rolling spheres 
Siu on his silent throne, and meditates. 

The angelic hosts, in their inferior Heaven, 
Hymn to' the golden harps his praise sublime, 
Repeating loud, “ The Lord our fiod is great,’ 

In varied harmonies. — The glorious sounds 
Roll o'er the air serene— The ASoIian sfiheres. 
Harping along their viewless boundaries. 

Catch the full note, and cry, “ The I,ord is great. 
Responding to the Neraphim —O'er all 
From orb to orb, to the remotest verge 
Of the created world, the sound is borne, 

Till the whole universe is full of Him. 

Oh ! ’tls this heavenly harmony which now 
In fhney strikes upon my listening ear. 

And tlirills my inmost soul. It bids me smile 
On the vain world, and all iU busying cares. 


And gives a shadowy glimpse of future bliss. 

Oh .' what is man, when at ambition’.s height, 
What even are kings, when balanced in the scale 
Of these stupendous worlds ! .Umigbty Hod J 
Thou, the dread author of the.se wontfrous works ! 
Say, canst thou cast on me, poor passing worm. 
One liHik of kind heiievolence i'— Thou canst ; 

For Tliou art full of univi'rsal love. 

Ami in thy boundless goodness wilt impart' 

Thy beams as well to me as to the proud. 

The pageant insects of a glittering hour. 

Oh ! when reflecting on these trutlis sublime. 
How insimiilicant do all the joy.s, 

The ctiides, ami hiuiours of the wurM ippetr ' 

How v.,iii .iiiiliiii-iii ' M iiy ha, my w ik- i j| I.iiup 
OuiWalili’d the ,Iour -]iai id lilghl r-— \\ llj oil ihe 
page, 

The schoolman’s labour'd page, have I employ'd 
'J'he hours devoted by Uie world to rest. 

And needful to rei’ruit exhausteil nature ? 

Say, can the voice of narrow Fame rejiay 
The I iss of heiltli ■* or no ihi- h.’pe of tiory 
I eii.l I new ihruti unto in« i.iiiguin heart, 
^■||■■l.llen n-'w my lei eri,ri aching brow , 

K. 111. Ill- the tires ol ttil. deep-'Onkeil i ye. 

Or punt new ,'■■l■.Jrs oil ihi, p.dlul ilnik ' 

‘s i' . f ••ilidi oni.‘— can that iinlhslii il f lU"*, 

F.>r will' Il lll••u h.irieresi In alih .ind ll.l|■|•l'l> 

S.iv. . HI It •>ii.,ine the 'liiinber, of the gi iV' ' 
fine » new Zvl ift blis,. or • li i,f the pai..; ■ 

• h evt rl.cimg puiii ‘hiiii III ■' . 

Alas ' how vain are mortal man’s ilesires; 

How fruitless hisimrsults! Klernal (io<l*! 

<Tuide Tltou iny footsteps in the way of truth. 

And oh ! assist me so to live on earth, 

That I may die in p<>a.'e, and claim a iila a* 

111 (h> liiub dwiihm^ — \li but ihi, I, i..iii\, 

*1 ne vain illuiiont ol deceiil'ul lltc. 


LINES, 


SUPPOSED TO KU SPOKEN BY A LOVf.U 
AT THE GKAVE OF HIS MISTRE.SS, 


Occasioned by a Situation in a Romance. 


MARY, the moon is sleeping cm thy grave, 

( .And .«n the inrflhN l,ver «.id is kiiieling, 

I ’1 h< Uik’ le ir i.i 111 , «■>! . M ir\. .iw.ike, 

I From tliy uarK house arise, and ble.ss his sight 
' On the pale moonbeam gliding. .Soft, and low, 
Pour on the silver ear of night thy tale. 

Thy whisper'd tale of comfort and of love, 

To soothe thy Edw.ard’s lorn, distracted soul, 

And cheer nis breaking heart — Come, as thou 
duist, 

I When o’er tlie barren moors the night wind hbwl’d, 
And the deep thunders shook the ebon tlironc 
of the startled night.- O' then, as lone reclining, 

I li,iin'<l ladly to the dismal siorin, 

Tliiiugh on ifio Umbeiii liglitmiigs wild careering 
Didst strike my moody eye ; — dead pale thou wert, 
A'et passing lovely.— Thou didst smile upon me, 
AncI oh ! thy voice It rose so musical. 

Betwixt the hollow pauses of the storm. 

That at the sound the winds forgot to rave, 

And the stern demon of the tem]Hrst, charm’d. 
Sunk on his rucking throne to still repose, 

Lock’d in the arms of silence. 

Spirit of her 1 

My only love !— O ! now again arise. 

And let once more thine aery accent* fall 
Soft on my listening ear. ‘The night is calm, 

The gloomy willows wave in sinking cadence 
With tlie stream that sweeps below. Divinely swell, 
ing 

On the still air. the distant waterfall 
I Mingles its melody and, high above. 

The pensive empress of the solemn night. 

Fitful, emerging from the rapid clouds, 

^hows her chaste face in the meridian sky. 

No wicked elves upon the Warlock-knoU 
Dare now assemble at their my.stic revels; 



7 


MT STVDT.-SOXrN'lST. 


1 1 is a night, when from their primrose beds. 

The gentle ghosts of injured innocents 
Are known to rise, and wander on the breeze. 

Or take their sUmd by the oppressor’s couch. 

And strike grim terror to his guilty soul. 

The spirit of my love might now awake. 

And hold its custom’d converse. 

•tfary, lo! 

Thy Edward kneels upon thv verdant grave. 

And calls upon thy name.— The breeze that blows 
On his wan cheek will soon sweep over him 
In solemn music, a funereal dirge, 
tVild and most .sorrowful — Hi.s che Ir is pale. 

The worm that play’d upon thy youthful bloom. 

It canker’d green on his.— Now fost he stands, 
'fhe ghost 01 what he was, and the cold dew 
Which bathes his aching temples gives sure omen 
Of spiH'dy dissolution — Alary, soon 
Thy love will lay his pallid cheek to thine. 

And sweetly will he sleep with thee in death. 


MY STUDY, 


A Letter in Htidibraitic Vcrte, 


YOU iiid me, Ned, describe tlie place 
Where 1, one of the rhyming race, 

I’urue mj studies run atnare, 

And wanton with the muse in glory'. 

Well, figtire to your senses straight, 

I'p.m (he li.illic ■ I'.pnio'l height, 

.\ I I, iuii -ix IcmI l.v i'..iir. 

With whin, u X h <1 w .iiii .iM'l pi liter tioor, 

'l l li jlile Ijrge, 'll. ». It. I I; jMe 
1 o idmit a aiiigle • li iir and i ibic 

(lest the mu~ d,,.,ild .lie »« iih . ••Id) 

\ ..Iiiokv gr lie 111^ nr. I . 1. 1.1 
So wondrous small, ’twould mucli it pose 
To melt tile ice-drop on one’s nose ; 

.\iid yet so liig, it covers o’er 

Full half the spacious room and more. 

A window vainlv stuff’d about. 

To kei'p November’s hrivzes out. 

So crazy, that the panes pr.Kdaim, 

'I'hat soon tliey mean to leave the frame. 

My fiimitiirc I sure may crack— 

A broken chair without a hack ; 

A table wanting just two legs, 

( )ne end sustain’d by woorlen pegs ; 

A desk— of that I am not fervent, 

'fh.^ work of. Sir, your hiimhie servant : 

1 \Vh. I, though I hiy'i.aiii 'io>ui h iiiinbler ;) 

A gl-|.<-' lie- aiii.-r anil a luiViM.-r, 

From whiih mv mght-par. h'.l ihr.>at 1 lave, 
J.uxurioU', wiih the liinpid w.iv.-. 

A chest of drawers, in .antique sections. 

And saw’d by me in all directions; 

So small. Sir, that whoever views 'em, 

Swears nothing bill .i tl- ll . .inM ii .e ’enr. 

To these, if yon Will id.J .1 •tore 
Of oddities upon the floor, 

A pair of globes, electric balls, 

Scales, quadrants, prisms, and cobbler’s awls. 
And crowds of books, on rotten shelves. 
Octavos, folios, (piartos, twelves; 

I tliink, dear Ned, you carious dog, 

You’ll have my earthly catalogue/ 

But stay,— I nearly had left out 
My bellows destitute of snout ; 

And on the walls,- -Good Heaven's ! why there 
I’ve such a load of precious ware. 

Of heads, and coins, and stiver medals. 

And organ works, and broken }ietlaU ; 

( For I was once a-building music. 

Though soon of that employ I grew sick ;; 

And skeletons of laws wnicli shoot 
All out of one primordial root; 

That you, at such a sight, would swear 
Confusion’s self had settled there. 

There stands, just by a broken sphere, 

A Cicero without an ear, 

A neck, on which, by logic good, 
s blow for ntro a head onct stood j 


But who it wa.s the able master 
Had moulded in the mimic plaster, 

Wliether 'twas Tope, or (3oke, or Burn, 

I never yet could justly learn : 

But knowing well, that any head 
Is iiiiule to answer for the dead, 

(.And sculptors first their faces frame, 

And after pitch upon a name. 

Nor think it auglit of a misnomer 
To christen (’haucer’s busto Homer, 

Because they both have beards, which, you knuvw 
Will mark them well from Joan, and Juno,) 

For some great man, I could not tell 
But Neck might answer just as well. 

So jierch’d it up, all in a row 
Witli Chatham and with Cicero. 

Then all around In just degree, 

A r^ge of portraits you may sec. 

Of mighty men and eke of women, 

Who are no whit inferior io men. 

With these fair dames, .and heroes round, 

I call my garret cla.ssic ground. 

For though c onfined, t’wil! well contain 
The ideal flights of Madam Brain. 

No dungeon’s walls, no cell conliiied. 

Can cramp the energies of mind ! 

'I'hus, though my heart may seem so .small, 

I’ve friends, and 'twill contain them all ; 

And sliould it e’er become .so cold 
That these it will no longer holil. 

Nor more may Heaven her blt‘s*ings give, 

I shall not tiien be fit to live. 


TO AN EARLY PRIMROSE. 


MILD offspring of a dark and sullen sire ! 

Whose motlcst form, so delicately line, 

W.as nursed In whirling storms. 

And cradled in the xvinds. 

Thee when young Spring first questioit’d Winter's 
sway, 

And dared the sturdy blu.'rtererto the fight, 

Thoe on this bank he threw 
To mark his victory. 

In this low vale, the promise of the year, 

Serene, thou openest to the jiipping gale, 
I’nnotioeil ;tnd alone. 

Thy tender elegance. 

So virtue blooms, brought forth amid the storms 

Of chill adversity, in some lone walk 
Of life she reexs her head, 

Obscure and unobserved ; 

While every bleaching breeze that on her blows. 

Chastens her spotless purity of breast. 

And hardens her to bear, 

Serene Uie ills of life. 


TO THE RIVEK TRENT. 
Written on Recovery from Skknesi. 


ONCE more, O Trent 1 along thy pebbly marge 
A pensive invalid, reducea and pale. 

From the close sick-room newly let at large, 

Wooes to his wan-worn cheek the pleasant gale. 
O ! to his car how musical the tale 

Which fills with joy the throstle’s little throat l 
And all the sounds which on the fresh breeze sail. 
How wildly novel on his senses float ! 

It was on this that many a sleepless night. 

As lone, he watch’d the taper's sickly gleam. 
And at his casement heard, with wild anright. 
The owl’s dull wing and melancholy scream, 
On this he thought, this, this his sole desire. 
Thus once again to near the warbling woodland 
Choir 
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SONNET ir. 


GIVE nii a cottage on some Cambrian wild, 
Whero, far fVom c itios, I may M>cn(l mv days. 
And, by the beauties of U)e scene neguilcd. 

May pity man’s pursuits, and shun his ways. 
While on U\e rock 1 mark the browsing goat. 
List to the mountain-torrcTit's distant noise. 
Or the hoarse bittern’s solitary note, 

k shall not want the worUl’s delusive joys ; 
But with niy little scrip, my book, my lyre. 

Shall think my lot complete, nor covet more; 
And when, with time, shall wane the vital tire. 
I’ll raise my pillow on tlie desert shore. 

And lay me down to rest where the wild wave 
Shall make sweet music o’er my lonely grave. 


SONNET III.* 

Supfoted to have been addretsed by a fematc lunatic 
to a Lady. 

LADY, thou weepest for the Maniac’s wo. 

And thou art fair, and thou, like me, art young ; 

Oh ! may thy bosom never, never know 

The pangs with which my wretched heart is 
wrung. 

1 had a mother once— a lirnther too— 

(Beneath yon yew my fafhiT rests his head : 

I had a lover once,— and kind, ,uid true, 

But mother, brother, lover, all are lied ! 

Yet, whence the tear whi. h dim, thy lov. ly , ye? 
t»h' gentle 1, ids - ton f.r itie tl.ti. wn-j.,' 

The green msI simi'm upon iii> bn .i-i w ni 1..-. 

Alid soli and '<,unif w ill be iiiv pi i b.i I, ep. 

Go thou and pluik the mms wbilt they lib,, m 
Xy hopes lie buried in the sileiit tui'iib. 


SONNET IV, 


Suppottd to be written by the unhappy Pact Dermody, 
in a Storm, white on board a Ship in hit Majctty'i 
Service. 


LO ' o’er the welkin the tempestuous clouds 
Successive fly, and the loud-nipin^ wind 
Rocks the poor sea-lK>y on the dnpiiing shrouds. 
While the pale pilot, o’er the helm reclined. 
Lists to the changeful storm : and as he plies 
His wakeful task, he oft licthinks him sad. 

Of wife and little home, and chuhbv lad, 

And the half strangled tear bedews his eyes ; 

1, on the deck musing on themes forlorn. 

View the drear tempest, and the yawning deep. 
Nought dreading in tlie green sea’s caves to sleep. 
For not for me snail wife or children mourn. 

And the wild winds will ring iny funeral knell 
bweetly, as solemn peal of {nous passing-bell. 


SONNET V. 


THE WINTER TRAVELLER. 

GOD help thee, Traveller, on thy journey far ; 
The wind is bitter keen,— the snow o’erlays 
The hidden pita, and dangerous hollow ways. 
And darkness will involve thee — No kind star 
To-night will guide thee, Traveller,— and the war 
, Of winds and elements on thy head will break. 
And in thy agoni/.ing ear the shriek 
Of spirits howling on their stormy car. 


• This Quatorzain had Its rise from an elegant 
Sonnet, “occasioned by seeing a young Female 
Lunatic,” written by Mrs. iofft, and published in 
the Monthly Mirror. 


Will often ring appalling— I portend 

A dismal uight—and on my wakeful bed 
Thoughts, Traveller, of thee will fill my head, 
And him who rides where winds and waves contend, 
And strives, rude cradleil on the seas, to guide 
His lonely bark through the temiic^tuous tide. 


SONNET \T. 

BY CAPKL LOl’l r, KSQ. 

This Sonnet was addressed to the Author of Ihit 
V'olunic, and wasoccasionctl by several little Qua- 
torzains, mlsnomeretl Sonnets, which he pub- 
lished in the Monthly Minor. He begs leave to 
I return his thanks to the much rtvspected writer, 

I for the permission so politely grauteil to insert 
I it here, and for the good opinion lie has bt:t% 
pleased to express of his jiroduetions. 


YE, whose aspirings court the muse of lays, 

“ Severest of those orders whic h belong, 

Distinct and separate, to Deljdiic song," 

Why .shun the '^ontn t’s undn'iting m ./ ' 

And why 'li iiaine, bna-t I’eir ir. In in 0 

Assume, its rules disown’d? whom from tbe throng 
The muse .selects, their car the charm olieys 
Of its full hannony thev fear to wrong 
The Sonnet, by adorning with a name 

Of that distinguish’d imi>orf, lays, though sweet, 
Yet not in magic texture (aught to meet 
Of that so varied and pec uliar frame. 

O think ! to vindicate its genuine praise [sways. 
Those it hvSLenis, whose Lyre a favouring iini)u’l.e 


SONNET VII. 

Recautatory, in reply to the foregoing elegant 
ddmoniliuti. 


LET the sublimcr muse, who, wrapp’d in night, 

I Hide’S on the raven pennons of the storm, 

: Or o’er the field, with jiurjile havoc warm, 

I Lashes her steeils, tmd sings along thi? ligln, 

F.t I her, wf,.m nefe fc r.» i-.u, stnin, ,1, U.il.t, 

Ii'hI nil til.’ j'l iiiilne 's.-UId I s IMlIe b im, 

.Mill ..I •■rii to its \» lid 1 idiii, e I*' ■ ■ ill- nn 
1 III impiiui-u-, leoitr I'flu r ImnU ilighi. 

Bill iiie, fir |.•Wl.■>l (.f the syli in iram, [shade 
Who w.'ike the woial nyih|'lis from tlie forest 
W iih wil.|, si sung IMo, Hill, h, belioiL-a ihy aid 
Of mingleil ineltuly, to grace my strain. 

And give it power to please, as soft it flows 
Through the smooth murmurs of thy frequent close. 


SONNET VIII. 


On hearing the Sotmdt if an JEolian 
Harp. 


8o ravUhincly soft upon the tide 
Of the infuriate gust, it did career. 

It might have sooth'd its rugged charioteer. 
And Mink him to a zephyr then It died. 
Melting in melody;- and I descried. 

Borne to some wizard stream, the form Bpi>ear 
Of druid sage, who on the far-off ear 
Pour’d his lone song, to which the surge replied ; 
Or thought I heard the hapless pilgrim’s knell. 
Lost in some wild enchanted forest's bounds. 
By unseen lieings sung ; or are these sounds 
Such, as ’tis said, at night are known to swell 
startled shephenl on the lonely heatli. 
Keeping his night-watch sad portending deatn 9 



somrsT«>-o3is. 


ODE»* 


WHAT art thou, Mighty One ! atid where thy seat ? 
Thou broodcst on the cal in that cheers tlie lan^, 
And thou dost hear within thine awful hands 
The r>jlllnu ihiiiider'. anil ihe iiiihinincn Ihei, 

Slerii on ihy (hirk-wri-iicht ■ <ir i-t .^l•■llll and \iinJ, 
'I'hou i^id'ii ihe iiortnein at ni^'hi ■> dre.id 
noon. 

Or on the red winp of the fierce Monsoon, 
IMsturb’st the sleejiiiift yiaiU of the Ind. 

In tile drear silence of the polar span 
Dost thou repose ? or in the solnade 
Of sultry trai ts, where the lone caravan 

Hears nightly howl the tiger’s hungry brooil ? 
Vain thouf^t ! the confines of his throne to trace, 
Who glows through all the fields of boundless space. 


A BALI^AD. 


B]R hush'd, be hush'd, ye bitter winds, 

Ye pelting rains a little rest : 

r.ie lir -nil, le bu-'. Ih-.iiglits 

'i b.K wring w nil grnl Ui> <ti lung l>ri i>t. 

Oh ! cruel was rny faithless love, 

To triumph o'er an artless maid; 

Oh ! (Ttiel was my faithless love, 

To leave the breast by him betiay’d. 

When enilcil from my native home, 

He should have wiped the hitter tear; 

,lCor left me faint and lone to roam, 

A heart-sick weai^ wanderer here. 

My child moans sadly in my arms, 

The winds they will not let it sleep: 

Ah, little knows the haph'ss babe 

What makes its wretched mother weejt ! 

Now lie thee still, my infant dear, 

I cannot bear thy sobs to see, 

riarsh is thy father, little one, 

And never will he shelter thee. 

Oh, that I were hut In my grave, 

And winds were piping o'er rne loud. 

And thciii, mv jioor, my or|'hnn Imho, 

Were nestling in tli> inulher'» abruud 


THE LULLABY 


OF A 


FEMALE CONVICT TO HER CHILD, THE 
MCHT PREVIOUS TO EXECUTION. 


SLEEP, baby mine,* enkcrchieft on mjr bosom. 
Thy cries they pierce again my bleeding l>Tcast ; 
Sleep, baby mine, not lonft thou'it have a mother 
To lull thee fondly in her arms to rest. 

Baby, why dost thou keep this sad oorajilalning. 
Long from mine eves have kindly sliiinbers tied ; 
HukIi, hii-li, iii> l.al.e, the niglii in ouu kl> w.iuin,.. 
And I Mould fam roni|iuse my aching head. 

Poor wayward wretch! and who will heed thy 
weeping, 

When soon an outcast on the world thou’it be : 
Who then will soothe thee, when lliy mother's 
sleeping 

In her low grave of shame and infamy ! 

Sleep, baby mine— To-morrow I must leave thee. 
And I would snatch an interval of rest: 

Sleep these last moments, ere the laws bereave thee. 
For never more thou'it press a mother's breast. 


ADDRESSED TO H. FUSELI, ESQ^ R. A. 
On seeing Engravings from his Designs. 


MIGHTY magician ! who on Tomeo's brow. 
When sullen tempests wrap the throne of night, 
Art wont to sit and catch tlie gleam of light, , 
Tliat shoots athwart the gloom opaque below ; 

And listen to the distant death- shriek long 
From lonely mariner foundering in the deep. 
Which rises slowly up the rocky steep. 

While the weird sisters weave tlie horrid song : 

Or when along the liouid sky 
Serenely chant tile orbs on high, 
liftst love to sit ill musing trance. 

And mark the northern meteor’s dance, 

^Vhile far liclow the fitful oar 

Flings its faint pauses on the jteepj shore,) 

And list the music of the breeze. 

That sweeps by fits the bending seas ; 

And often Wars with sudden swell 
The shipwreck’d sailor’s funeral knell, 

By the spirits sung, who keeji 
Their night-watch on the treacherous deep. 
And ^ide the wakeful helras-mau's eye 
To Hellce in northern sky ; 

.And there upon the rock reclined 
W nil mighty VI' ii,ii> Mll'vl Ihe nnnil, 

.vsnrh bonnil in magii -prll 
Him t gra-p'il ihe g.iic. of Hell, 

And bursung Pluto’s dark domain, 

Hehl to the day the terrors of his reign. 

Genius of Horror and romantic awe. 

Whose eye explores the swrets of the deep, 
Whose power can bid the rebel tluids creep. 

Can force the inmost soul to own iu law ; 

Who shall now, sublimest spirit, 

Who shall now thy wand inherit, 

From him f tliy darling child who best 
Thy shuddering images exyiress’d ? 

Sullen of soul, ami stem and proud. 

His gloomy spirit spum'd the crowd. 

And now he mys his aching head v 
In the dark mansion of the sifent dead. 

Mighty magician I long thy wand has lain 
Buried beneath the unfathomable deep ; 

And oh ! for ever must its efibrts sleep. 

May none the mystic seoptre e'er regain ? 

<)h yes, 'lis his I— Thy other son; 

He throws thy dark-wrought tunic 
Fuesslin waviw thy wand,— again they rise, reyes. 
Again ihy wildering forms salute our ravish'd 
'diiii didst thou cradle on the dir.zy steep [tlung. 
Where round his head the vollieti lightnings 
And the loud winds that round his pillow rung, ■ 
Woo’d the stern iniant to the arms of sWpi 
Or on the highest top of Teneriffe 
Seated the fearless boy, and bade him look 
Where thr below the weather-beaten skiff 
On the gulf bottom of the ocean strook. 

Thou inark'dst him drink with ruthless ear 
The death-soD, and, disdaining rest. 

Thou saw'st how danger fired hin breast. 

And in his young hand couch’d the visionary spear. 
Then, Superstitkin, at thy aall, 

She bore the boy to Odih’s Hall, 

And set before his awe-struck sight 
The savage feast and spectred fight 
And summon'd from his mountain tomb 
The ghastly warrior son of gloom. 

His fabled Runic rhymes to sing. 

While tierce Hresvelger flapp’d his wing; 

Thou show'dst the trains the shepherd sees, 

L iiil on the stormy Hebrides, 

\V liiih on the iiiiiimf i veiling i;li *" 11 , 

1 ir < routl iliv foaiiiiiig di."a.-ri ^ire.mi ; 

I.i^ilv her siurliil liaml she w.ivi-s, 

,\nJ hivshini Ui Flortiiiian laves ; 

Till re iiiildvr f il.Ies, hivilier Uienies, 

Enwrap bis soul in heavenly dreams, 


, The following 17 Poems were written during, 
* Sir Philip Sidney has a poem beginning, ''Sleep | or shortly after, tlve pubiioation of Clifton (<rove. 
Baby mine. ' - r » . j ^ Dante. f Ibid. 
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T^.'ere Pitr’s lute arrests hU ear, 

And draws the half-reluctant tear ; 

And now at noon of ni^ht he roves 
Along the embowering moonlight groves. 
And C* from many a cavcrn’tl dell 
The hollow wind is heard to swell. 

He thinks some troubled spirit sighs ; 

And asuyon the turf he iies. 

Where sleeps the silent Iteam of night, 

He sees l)elow the gliding sprite. 

And hears in Fancy's organs sound 
cfLerial music warbling round. 

Taste lastly cor s and si 
And breathes her polish o'er his soul ; 
(ilowing with wild, yet chasten'd neat. 
The wondrous work is now complete. 

The Poet dreams The sh.adow files. 
And fainting fast its image dies. 

Hut lo ! the Painter’s magic force 
Arrests the phantom’s fleeting course; 

It lives — it lives— the canvass glows. 

And tenfold vigour o'er it flows. 

The Hard beholds the work achieved. 

And as he sees the shadow rise. 

Sublime before his wortdering eyes, 

8taxU at the image his own mind conceived. 


II. 2. 


But human vows, how frail they be ! 

Fame brought Carlisle unto his view 
And all ainazMl, he thought to see 
The Augustan age anew. 

Fill’d witfj wild rapture, up he rose. 

No more he pi>nders on Ids woes, 

Whii'h erst lie felt that forward goes, 

It g.i Is h, -.1 -l..ik i.| imp.,(ei.. e, 

\n.| liiii. lJu idcul il.ij ■)) viriuuii.s I'liiinenr'r, 


III. 2. 


Ah ! silly man, yet smarting sore. 

With ills which in the worhl he bore. 

Again on futile hope to rest. 

An unsubstantial prop at best. 

And not to know one swallow makes no summer 
Ah ! soon he’ll find the l>rilljunt gleam, 
Which flash’d across the hemisphere, 
Tlliiinining the darWne-- thi re, 

U’.i, l.iii I solii-.n l.. nn, 

Wl.il - dl ir..iii,.l rem mi .i m . ii-ioiii'd Oighl. 

Mill l> ■•h-ii Igiioraoi e 

111 th> un'-. iIi Iiimm Im >glii, 


To 


.\i'd ..i.l^ ..lie I arl.-l. Is sei.i, 
illume the heavy gloom with }iure and stea^ 


ODE, 


ADDRES.SED TO THE EAKL OP 
CARLISLE, K, tl. 


I. 1. 

RETIRED, remote from human noise. 

An humble Poet dwelt serene ; 

His lot was lowly, yet his joys 
Were manifold, I ween. 

He laid him by the brawling brook 
At eventide to ruminate. 

He watch’d the swallow skimming round. 

And mused, In reveiie profound. 

On wayward man's unhappy state, [date. 

And ponder’d much, and paused on deeds of ancient 

II. 1. 

♦‘Oh, ’twas not always thus,” he cried, 

“ There was a time, when (lenius claim’d 
Respect from even towering Pride, 

Nor hung her head ashamed ; 

But now to Wealth alone we bow. 

The titled and the rich alone 
Are honour'd, while meek Merit pines. 

On Penury's wretched couch reclines,. 

Unheeded in his dying moan, (known. 

Ai overwhelm'd with want and wo, he sinks un« 

III. 1. 

“ Vet was the muse not always seen 
In Poverty’s delected mien, 

Not always aid repining rue. 

And misery her steps pursue. 

Time was, when nobles thought their titles graced. 
By the sweet honours of poetic hays, 

When Sidney sung his melting song. 

When Sheffield Join'd the harmonious throng. 
And Lyitleton attuned to love his lays. 

Those days are gone— alas, for ever gone ! 

No more our nobles love lo grace 
Their brows with anadoms, by genius won. 
But arrogantly deem the muse as base ; 

How different thougnt the sires of this degenerate 
race 

I. 2. 

Thus sang the minstrel sfill at eve 
The upland’s woody shades among 
In broken mea.sures did he grieve, 

With solitary song. 

And still his shame was aye the same, 

Neglei;t had stung him to the core ; 

And he with j>enslve Joy did love 
To seek the still congenial grove, 

And rouse on all his sorrows o’er, [more 
And vow that he would Join the abjure world no 


DESCRIPTION OF A 


SUMMER’S EVE. 


DOWN the sullry arc of day 

The burning wheels have urged their way, 

And eve along the western skies, 

.Spreads her intermingling dyes. 

Down the deej), the miry lane, 
rtH'king comes the einjity wain, 
nd driver on the shaft-horse sits. 
Whistling now and then by fits; 

And oft with hi.s accustom’d call, 

Urging on the sluggish Ball. 

The barn is still, tiic master’s gone. 

And thresher puls his jacket on. 

While Dick, upon the ladder tall, 

Nails the dead kite to the wall. 

Here comes shejtherd .lack at last. 

He has prim'd the Mheep-cofo fa-.!, 

For 'twas fiut two mglili before, 

A lamb was eaten on the nuHir : 

His empty wallet Hover carries, 

Now for .lack, when near lioine, tnrr'.<?« 
With lolling tongue he runs to try, 

If the iiorse- trough he not dry. 

The milk is settled in tiie pans, 

And supper messes in the cans ; 

In th»? novel carls are wheel'd, 

Ami both the colts are drove a-ficid 
The horses are all heilded u}», 

And the ewe is with the tup, 

'Fhe snare fot Mister Fox C set. 

The leaven laid, the thatching wet. 

And Bess has blink'd away to talk 
With Roger in the holly-walk. 

Now, on the softie all, hut Bess, 

Are M'l local thiir supin r ine-s 
Anl lillle Tiiin .imJ rogin.h Kan , 

Ale bWlilging iin till- Ilir.iilaw u ilc. 

N'aw they ihil of v.iriout llniig^. 

Of tnxe*. niiiil'slers, and king-, 

Or eK'.- Ivll .iM ihe v.ll'ice news. 

How madam slid tlie stiuire reluse; 

How parson on his tithes wtw bent, 

And landlord oil distrain'd for rent. 

Thus do they talk, till in the sky 
The pale-eyed moon is niounti'a high. 

And from the alehouse drunken Ned 
Has reel’d— tlien hasten all lo bed. 

The mistress sees that lazy Kate 
The happing coal on kitchen grate 
Has laid— while master goes throughout^ 
Bees sliuttors fast, the inastifTout, 
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rhe candlos safr, the hearths all clear, 
Arid nouj^ht from thieves or fire to fear; 
Then both to bed together creep. 

And join tlie general troop of sleep. 


TO CONTEMPLATION. 


COME, pensive sage, who Irv’st to dwell 
In <nnu retired T.nj'j'oniin rell, 

\t h. re, I'.ir Ir ill iiei.e and r...l rude. 

I'.e'idi- »e'|lli 'll I d >i>lilllde. 

Come, and o'er my longing soul 
'J’hrow thy dark and russet stole. 

And open’ to my duteous eyes. 

The volume of thy mysteries. 

I will meet thee on the hill. 

Where, with printless footsteps still 
The morning m her buskin gray, 

SpriiigiL upon her eastern way ; 

While the frolic zephyrs stir. 

Playing with the gossamer, 

And, on ruder pinions borne, 

Shake the dew-drops from the thorn. 

There, a.s o’er the fields we pass, 

Brushing with hasty feet the grass. 

We will startle from her nest 
1 in- 1,^. Iv I irk will! p. . Med hre.i-i, 

.\"'llii It the il" itmg I louds .nin-i'i; 

ll. r C de II Iii.p'-riid innin >->ni.’, 

■ li -Ml Hie u pi mil . I lie I ml-owi. i d, 

With fragrant hawthorn snowy flower’d, 

W'ill sauntering sit, and listen still 
To the herdsman s oaten quill, 

^\'at■te<l from the plain lielow ; 
f'r theh. if-r's fn .pn 'it ; 
dr the rnillirri.'iid in (h- gr.iv,-, 

Ringing ol'niii- ih.it <liid lor l- vc. 

( >r when the noontide heats oppress, 

^V’■L• will seek the dark recess. 

Whore, in th' emlKiwer'd translucent stream. 
The cattle shun the sultry beam, 

And o'l-r iM nil the marge r.fliiied, 

The drnus. Ily In-r Imr'i shall wind, 

W hill- la ho, triiiii her .im lent • ik. 

Shall answer to the woodman's stroke ; 

Or the little peasant’s song, 

Wirdrring I- i.e the glens among, 

III' iriii li|> wiih Im rrii- dyid, 

.-Vnil l« «. 1 ihroiigii r iggi d 'hoes iirsrro 1. 

But oh ! when evening’s virgin queen 
Sits on her fringed throne serene. 

And mingling whispers rising near 
''till on the ‘•'till reposing car ■ 

\k h'le di'l 11.1 l.riM.k . d< i.ising r.'uiiil, 
.Aiigineiil the ili'X'd dls'oliiiig w.uild, 
imJ iln- /I I I. r lliHiiig hv, 

\\ i.i'i'i f' 111, h'lriiiiiii (, 

W e w.ll .. , I t|„- wn.Hlv hue. 

I'v ih. I. mil. I, ..n III- ph.in 
Mliere the weary rustic nigh. 

Shall whistle his w-ild mclcxly. 

And the rro iting wieket oft 

Ml iM i. ho Ir.'iii llie ll.■iglllluurlI,g cri-ri . 

And J> We ir.i' e the gr, « ii p.uii ti'in . 

With moss and rank weetls overgrown, 
will muse on pensive lore 
Till the full soul hrimining o’er, 

Shall in l ur upturn'd eyes .appear, 

Kmliodied in a quiverii'ig tear. 

Or else, serenely silent, 8*;l 
By the brawling rivulet, 

Which on itx calm unruffled breast, 

Pf.ars the old mossy arch impress’d. 

That clasps its secret stre.am of glass 
Half hill III bhruhs .mil w.iiing gi i", 

'I'he wood-nymph’s lone wrure retreat. 
Unpress’d by fawn or sylvan’s feet. 

We’ll watch in eve’s ethereal braid. 

The rich vermilion slowly fade; 

Or catch, faint twinkling from afar. 

The first glimpse of the eastern star. 

Fair Vesper, milde.st lamp of light. 

That heralds in imperial night ; 

Meanwhile, upon our wandering ear, 
iihall rise, though low, yet sweetly clear. 


The distant sounds of pastoral lute, 

Invoking soft the sober suit 
Of dimmest darkness — fitting well 
With love, or sorrow’s pensive spell, 

(So er.st did music’s silver tone 
VVake slumbering Chaos on his throne.) 

And haply then, with sudden swell, 

Shall roar the distant curfew hell. 

While in the castle’s mouldering tower. 

The hooting owl is heard to povur 
Her iriclantmoly song, and ware 
Dull Silence browling in the air. 

Meanwhile her dusk and slumliering car 
Black-suited Night drives on from tar. 

And {’ynthia, ’merging from her rear, 
Arrests the waxing darkness drear. 

And summons to her silent call. 

Sweeping, in their airy pall, 

^'he unsli rived ghosts, in fairy trance, 

“’o jiiin her moonshine morrice-dance; 

While around the mystic ring 
•I'he sh.-idowy shajics elastic spring. 

Then with a passing shriek they fly. 

Wrapp’d in mists, along the sky. 

And oft .are by the she^erd seen. 

In his lone night-watch on the green. 

Then, hermit, let ns turn our feet 
1-. th'- l-iM. abbey ■» still retri' it, 
limbiiWi-rVi in the disl inl glen, 

1 ir Horn the li lunl' i.f bU'y men, 

U here. II' MVe'it iipiiii the iiuiili, 

'1 be glow unrin's light m.av gild the glixun, 
.\nil lii-w to r.tncv'i 'adilesi eve, 

\\ here '.'i.ie lust hi ro's ashes lie. 

And •>h, a. through the moul.lenilg arch, 

\l itli iix hd il and v>ei )>mg birrh, 

The niglit-gaie whispers sadly clear, 
S|ieaking drear things to Fancy’s ear, 

We ll hold communion with the shade 

< if 'ome deep'Wailing, ruin'd rujiid-- 
(Ircall iheghosi of Spenser down. 

To tell of wo and Fortune’s frown ; 

.And hid ns cast the eve of hojie 

!(. .Olid this h.id w.irlil ' n.irrow siope. 

Hr if these Ji.y -. to us denied, 

'I'll huger by the teresi's . ile ; 

< h m the llie idow . or the wcNid, 

Hr by (be |ni„.. roiii into, flood ; 

I.< I tis IP the busy |.>«in, 

When sleep’s dull streams the people drova, 
Far from drowsy pillows flee. 

And turn the church’s massy kev; 

Then, as through the painted glass 
The moon’s faint beams obscurely pass; 

And darkly on the trophied wall. 

Her faint, ambiguous shadows fall ; 

Ixit us, while the faint winds wail, 

Through the long reluctant aisle, 

As we pace with reverence meet, 

C<mnt the echoings of our feet ; 

While from the tombs, with confess’d breath. 
Distinct responds the voice of death. 

If thou, mild sage, wilt condescend. 

Thus on my footsteps to attend. 

To thee my lonely lamp shall burn 
By fallen Genius’ sainted um. 

As o’er the scroll of Time I pore. 

And sagely spell of ancient lore. 

Till I can rightly gtiess of all 
That Plato could to memory call, 

And st'an the formless views of things. 

Or with old Egypt’s fetter’d kings, 

Arrange the mystic trains that shine 
In night’s high philosophic mine ; 

And to thy name shall e’er belong 
The honours of undying song. 


ODB 


TO THE OEM US OF ROICANCB. 


OH ! thou who, in vny early youth. 
When fancy wore the garb or truth. 
Were wont to win my miantfeet, 
Tu some retired, deep'&bled MM, 
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Where, by the brooklet's secret tiile, 

The midnight ghost was kin)wn to glide; 

Or lay me in some lonely glade, 

In n(ttire Sherwood’s forest shade, 

Where Robin Hood, the outlaw hold, 

Was wont his sylran courts to hold ; 

And there, as musing deep I lay. 

Would steal my little soul away, 

And all thy pictures represent, 

Of siege and solemn tournament; 
pOr bear me to the magic scene. 

Where, clad in greares and gaberdine, 

The warrior knight of ( hivalry 
Made many a fierce enchanter flee ; 

And bore the high-born dame away. 

Long held tlie fell mamcian’s prey ; 
fir oft would tell the shuddering tale 
Of murders, and of goblins pale, 

Hauntlnff the guilty baron's side, f 

I Whose floors with secret blood were dyed,) 
Which o’er the vaulted corridore, 

On stormy nights was heard to roar. 

By old domestic, waken’d wide 
By the angry winds that chide ; 

Or else the mystic tale would tell. 

Of Greensleeve, or of Blue- Beard felt. 


THE SAVOYARD'S RKTURN. 

I. 

OH ! yonder Is the well-known spot, 

M'y dear, my long-lost native home ! 

Oh ! welcome is yon little cot. 

Where I shall rest, no more to roam ! 

Oh ! I have travelled far and wide. 

O’er tnany a distant foreian land ; 

Each place, each province I have tried, 
Ann sung and danced my saraband. 

But all their charms could not prevail 
“ro steal my heart from yoitder vale. 

II. 

Of distant climes the false report 
It luretl me from my native land ; 

It bade me rove— my wle support 
My cymbals and my saraband. 

The woiody dell, the hanging rock. 

The chamois skipping o'er the heighu; 

The plain adorn’d with many a flock. 

And, oh ! a thousand more delights. 
That ^ace yon dear lieloved retreat. 
Have Wikward won my weary feet. 

III. 

Now safe rctom’d, with wandering tired. 
No more my little home I’ll leave ; 

And many a tale of what I’ve seen 
Shall while hway the winter's eve. 

Oh ! I have wander'd far and wide. 

O’er many a distant forelm land ; 

Each place, each province f have tried. 
Ana sung and danced my saraband ; 

Hut all their charms could not prevail. 
To steal my heart from yondex vale. 


LINES 

Written impromptu, on reading the following pas- 
sage in Mr. Capel LoAVs beautlftil and interest* 
ing Preface to Nathaniel Bloomfield's Poems, 
just published.—*' It has a mixture of the si>or- 
tive, which deepens the impression of its melan- 
choly close. I could have wished as I have said 
in a short note, the conclusion had been otherwise. 
The sours of life less offend my taste than its 
sweets delight it." 

GO to the raging sea, and say, *» Be still !” 

Bid the wild lawless winds ob<ar thy will ; 

Preach to the storin, and reason with Despair, 

But tail not Miaaqr^s aaatM liflr 


Thou, who in Plenty’s lavish lap has roll'd, 

And every year with new delight hast told. 

Thou, who recumbent on the lacmier’d barge, 

Has dropt down joy's gay stream of pleasant maige, 
T4”ii III i\ •! 1 Mid fir,'\ . iliii imiioiihled sea, 

'J'lie >iorin, ■•fini.iry iieicr tiurij on firi-. 

(jo to (lie mat, where squalid Want reclines, 
do tej the sh.ade obscure, where Merit pines ; 

Abide with him whom Penury’s c:harms control, 
.\nd himl fhr r! .inc venriiinc. oflil, -oiil, 

•survi-v h|. , hUl h, an.l st mihm: there, 

'1 ell the poor pallid wMch lAaf ItJ'e itjatr ! 

press thou the lonely pillow of his head, 

And ask why sleep his languid eyes has fled ; 

Mark his dew'd temples, and his half-shut eye. 

His trembling nostrils, and bis deep-drawn sigfi, 
His iii.itlering mouth eomorted with despair. 

And ask if Genius could inhabit there. 

Oh, yes that sunken ero with fire once gleam’d. 
And rays of light from its full circlet stream'd. 

But now neglect has stung him to the core. 

And Ho|h.*’s wild raptures thrill his breast no morA 
Domestic Anguish winds his vitals round. 

All I i.ld. .1 dri. r. iinpcU him to the ground. 

I ‘ r hi. Ill nils fnriii, decay'd and wan, 

’I’he .h.ide. ofdt.iih wiih gradual step* siedl on, 
And the p.df inorher, pining to dectv, 

\\ eeps lor her liov her wretched life away. 

Go, child of Fortune ! to his early grave, 

Where o'er his he.ad obscure the rank woetls wave ; 
Behold the heart-wrung parent lay her head 
On the cold turf, and a« to share his bed. 

Go. child of Forlnno, take thy ie&on there, 

.\ii<l till 111 then ilul life in wuilrom futt ’ 

Vet, Lollt, in thee, whose hand Is still stretch’d 
forth, 

T’ encourage genius, and to fiieter worth ; 

On thee, the niihappy’s tirin, unfailing friend, 

'Tis just that every blessing should descend; 

'Tis just that life to thee should only show 
He> fairer side but liule mix’d with wo. 


WRITTEN 


IN THK PROSPECT OP DEATH. 


SAD solitary Thouffht, who keop’st thy vigils, 

Thy solemn vigils, in tlie sick man’s mind ; 
Communing lonely with his sinking soul, 

And musing on the dubious glooms that lie 
In dim obscurity before him, — thee. 

Wrapt in thy dark magnificence, I call 
At this still mirtnirfit hour, this awful season, 
When on my betl, in wakeftd restlessness, 

I turn me wearisome ; while all around. 

All, all, save me, sink in forgetfulness; 

I only wake to wateh the sickly taper 

^Vhich lights me to my tomb. — Yea, ’tis the hand 

Of Death 1 feel press heavy on my vitals, 

.Slow sapping the warm current of existence. 

My moments now are few— the sand of Ilte 
Ebbs fastly to its finish — Yet a little, 

And the lasf fleeting particle will fall. 

Silent, un.secn, unnoticed, unlamcnted. 

Come then, sad Thought, and let us meditate. 
While meditate we may .—We have now 
But a small portion of what men call time 
To hold communion ; for even now the knife. 

The separating knife, I feel divide 

The tender bond that binds my soul to earth. 

Yes, I must die— I feel that I must die' 

And though to me has life been dark and dreary. 
Though Hope for me has smiled but to deceive. 
And I)i8ap)x>intment still pursued her blandislk 
ments, 

Yet do I feel my soul recoil within me 
As I contemplate the dim gulf of death, 

The shuddering void, the awful blank— ftiturlty. 
Av, I had plann’d full many a sangui le scheme 
Gt earthly nappinons— romantic sene Ties, 

And fraught with loveliness ; and It Is hard. 

To feel the hand of Death arrest one's steps. 
Throw a chill blight o’«r ah one'ataiding no 
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AnAhurf one’s soul untimely to the shades, 

Lostnf the Raping gulf of blank obli vion. 

Fifty years hent-e, and who will hear of Henry ? 

Oh ! none ;_another busy brood of beings 
Will shoot up In the interim, and none 
Will hold him in remembrance. I shall sink. 

As sinks a stranger in the crowded streets 
Of busy T.ondon •—Some short bustlc’.s caused, 

A I'c'* en-i^Liirirs, and the rrowdi rlO'C in, 

.\nd air> fi.rgomn.-Oii niy gns^y grave 
I lie iiii-n (if I'uiure ilnieh will lart-le-v tread, 

A nd reaiil my name upon the sculptured stone ; 

N.jr w ill the sound, familiar their ears, 

r.i-, idl mv i.ml-ilrd menierv.-l did hope 

i .,r liHlliT things! — 1 luiped I siimiid not leave 

riieeinh viitlioin .a veciJgo ;-Faie decrees 

It diill bfutherviise, and I sul.mil. 

ill IK ( forili, nil. world, no mure oftliy desire's! 

Nn more ofliope.' the uanmii v.igr iiit Hfpe! 

I ..l.iiiiv ill —Now other rarei engr.iss me. 

And mv tired si'IjI, with emiilaiive Iwwte, 
l.onk* to iiB tiod, .md prunes lU wings for Heaven. 


A PASTORAL SONG. 

t’.OME, Anna! come, the morning daww, 
Faint streaks of raoiance tinge the skies ; 

Oime, let us seek the dewy lawns. 

And watch the early lark arise ; 

V^ile Nature, dad In vesture gay. 
Hails the loved return of day, 

Chir flocks, that nip the scanty blade 
Upon the miKir, shall seek the vale ; 

And then secure beneath the shade, 

W’e’ll listen to the tlirostle’s tale ; 

And watch the sliver clouds above. 

As o’er the azure vault they rove. 

Come, Anna ! come, and bring thy lute. 
That with its tones, so softly sweet. 

In 1 adeiii.e wiih mv ni\ Ik.vv ilme, 

\\ in iv b( gulli/tlie iKsJiinae heat ; 
While near the mellow bee bhall join, 
To raise a harmony divine. 

And then at eve. when silence reigns. 
Except when heard the beetle’s hum. 

We’ll leave the sober-tinted plains, 

'J'o these sweet heights again we’ll come ; 
And thou to thy soft lute shall play 
A solemn vesper to departing day. 


ROBERT BLOOMFIELD. 

BLOOMFIELD, thy happy-omen’d name 
Ensures continuance to thy fame ; 

Both sense and truth this verdict give, 
While JlelJt shall bloom, thy name shall live 


ODE TO MIDNIGHT 


SEASON of general rest, whose solemn still, 
.Stifles to tlie trembling heart a fearful chill. 

But speaks to philosophic souls delight, 

Thee do 1 hail, ns at my casement hi^. 

My candle waning melancholy by, 

1 sit and taste the holy calm of night. 

Yon pensive orb, that through the ether sails. 

And gilds the misty shadows pf the vales, 

Hanging in thy dull rear her vestal flame. 

To her, while all around in sleep recline, 

Wakeful I raise my orisons divine, 

And sing the gentle honours of her name ; 

Wiile Fancy lone o’er me her votary bends. 

To lift my soul her fairy vision sends, 

And pours upon my e.ar her thrilling song, 

And Superstition’s gentle terrors come, 

See, see yon dim ghost gliding through the gloom ! 
See round yon' church-yard elm what spectres 
throng ! 

Meanwhile I tune, to some romantic lay, 

My flagelet— and, as I pensive play. 

The sweet notes echo o’er the mountain scene: 
The traveller late journeying o’er the moors 
Hears them aghast, — (wliile still the dull owl jiours 
Her hollow screams each dreary pause between,) 


Where I, poor muser, my lone vigils keep. 
And, 'mid the (Ireary solitude serene, 

Cast a mucli-meaning glance upon tlie scene, 
And raise my mouriSul eye to Heaven, and w 


WHEN pride and envy, and the scorn 
fM'vvcjlih iiiv heart »iili pall embued, 
I thought how pleasant were Ute morn 
Of silence, in the solitude; 

To hear the forest liee on wing. 

Or by the stream, or woodland spring. 

To He and muse alone — alone, 

While tht tinkling waters moan. 

Or such wild sounds arise, as say, 

Man and noise are far away. 

Now, surely, thought I, there's enow 
To fill life's dusty way ; 

And who will miss a poet’s feet, 

Or wonder where he stray : 

So to the woods and waste I’ll go, 

And I will build an osier bower ; 

And sweetly there to me shall flow 
The meditative hour. 

And when the Autumn's withering hand 
Shall strew with leaves the sylvan land. 
I’ll to tlie forest caverns hie : 

And in the dark and stormy nights 
in listen to the shrieking sprites. 

Who, In the wintry wolds and Hoods, 
Keep jubilee, and shred the woods ; 

Or M It drifted soft and slow, 

Hurl ^ thousand shapes the snow. 


ODE TO THOUGHT. 
Written at Midnight. 


HENCE away, vindictive Thought ! 

Thy pictures are of pain ; 

The visions through tliy dark eye r.iught. 

They with no gentle charms are fraught, 

So pr’ythec back again. , 

I would not weep, 

I wish to sle^. 

Then why, thou busy toe, with me tl>y vigils keep ? 

II. 

Why dost o’er bed and conch recline ? 

Is this thy new delight ? 

Pale visitant, it is not thine 
To keep thy sentry through the mine, 

The dark vault of the night ; 

, "Pis thine to die, 

While o’er the eye 

The dews of slumber press, and waking sorrows fly 

III. 

Go thou, and hide with him who guides 
His bark through lonely seas; 

And as reclining on his helm. 

Sadly he marks the starry realm, 

To him thou may’st bring ease ; 

But thou to me 
Art misery, 

So pr’ythee, pr’ythee, plume thy wings, and from 
my pillow nee. 
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K. BL-^WaXTB^S aOSMS. 


IV. 

And, MemoTT, pray wJiat «rt thou ? 

Art thou of pleasure bom ? 

Doe^ihllss untainted from ihoe flow ? 

The, rose that gems thy pensive brow. 

Is it without a thorn * 

With all thy smiles. 

And witching wiles. 

Yet not uni^e^ent bitterness thy mournful sway 

«> V. 

The drowsy night-watch has forgot 
To call the solemn hour ; 

IiuU’d by the winds he slumbers deep. 

While 1 In rain, capricious Sleep, 

Invoke thy tardy power; 

And restless lie. 

With unclosed eye, I 

And count the tedious hours as slow they minute 
by. 


GENIUS. 


AN ODE. 


. 1 . 1 . 

31 ANY there lie, who, through the rale of life. 
With velvet pace, unnotice<l, softly go. 

While jarring Discord's inharmonious strife 
Awakes them not to wo. 

By them unheeded, carking Care, 

Green-eyed Grief, and dull Despair ; 

Smoothly they pursue their way. 

With even tenor and with equal breath, 

/.like through cloudy and through sunny day. 
Then sink in peace to death. 

II. 1. 

But, ah ! a few there be whom griefs devour. 

And weeping Wo, and Disappointment keen. 
Repining Penury, and Sorrow sour, 

Ann self-consuming Spleen. 

And these are Genius’ favourites ; these 
Know the thought-throned mind to please. 

And from her fleshy seat to draw 

To realms where Fancy’s golden orbits roll 
Disdaining all but ‘wildcrlng BLapture's law. 

The captivated soul. 

III. 1. 

Genius, from thv starry throne. 

High above the bumins zone. 

In radiant robe of light array’d, 

Oh ! hear the plaint by thy sad fevourite made, 

His melancholy moan. 

He tells of scorn, he tells of broken vows, 

Of sleepless nights, of anguish-ridden days. 
Pangs that his sensibility uprousc 

To curse his being and his thirst for praise. 
Thou d’r’st to him with treble force to feel 

TThe sting of keen neglect, the rich man’s 
Hcom; 

And what o'er all does in his soul preside 
Predominant, and tempers him to steel. 

His high indignant pride. 

I. t. 

Lament not ye, who humbly steal through life. 
That Genius visits not your lowly snod ; 

For, ah, what woes and sorrows ever rife 
Distract his hapleM head 1 
For him awaits no balmy sleep. 

He wakes all night, and wakes to weep ; 

Or by hit lonely lamp he sits 

At solemn midnight when the peasant sleeps. 
In feverish study, and in moody Ats 
His mournful vigils keeps. 

II. k. 

And j>h I for what consumes his watehful oil ? 

For what does thus he waste life’s fleeting 
breath ? 


Lo ! where dejected p^e he lies, , 

Despair depicted in his eyes. 

He feels the vital flame decrease, 

He sees the grave wide-yawning for its prey, 
Witliout a friend to soothe his soul to peace. 

And cheer the expiring ray. 

III. 2. 

By Sulmo’s bard of mournful fame 
By gentle Otway’s magic name. 

By him, the youth, who smiled at death. 

And rashly dared to stop his vital breath. 

Will I thy pangs proclaim ; 

For still to misery closely thou’rt allied. 

Though gaudy pageants glitter by thy side. 

And far-resounding Fame. 

What though to thee the dazzled millions bow. 
And to thy posthumous merit bend them low ; 
Though unto thee the monarch looks witk 
awe. 

And thou at thy flash’d car dost nations draw. 
Yet, ah ! unseen behind thee fly 

Corroding Anguish, soul-subduing Pain, 

And Discontent that clouds the fairest sky : 

A melancholy train. 

Yes, Genius, thee a thousand cares await, 
3'Jorking thy derided state ; 

'Fhee chill Adversity will still attend. 

Before whose face flies fast the summer’s friend, 
And leaves thee all forlorn ; [feufthr 
While leaden Ignorance rears her head anu 
And fat 8tupiaity sliakes his Jolly sides, 

And while the cun of aifluence he quaffe 
With bee-eyed vVisdom, Genius derides, 

Who toils, and every hardship doth outbrave. 

To gain the meed of praise, when he is mouldering 
in his grave. 


FRAGMENT OF AN ODE TO THE 
MOON. 


I. 

MILD orb, who floatest through the realm of night, 
A pathless wanderer o’er a lonely wild, 

Welcome to me ihy soft and pensive light, 

Which oft in childhood my lone thoughts be* 
gulled. 

Now doubly dear as o’er my silent seat, 
Nocturnal Study’s still retreat, 

It casts a mournful melancholy gleam, 

And through my lofty casement weaves. 

Dim through the vine’s encircling leaves, 

An intermingled beam. 

. II. 

These feverish dews that on my temples hang, 
This quivering lip, these eyes of dying flame ; 
Thes* the dread signs of many a secret banff. 

These are the meed of him who pants f<»r fame ; 
Pale Moon, from thoifghts like these divert my soui ' 
Lowly I kneel before thy shrine on high ; 

My lamp expires beneath thy mild control. 
These restless dreams are ever wont to fly. 

Come, kindred mourner, In my breast 
Soothe these discordant tones to rest, 

And breathe the soul of peace ; 

Mild visitor, I feel thee here, 

It is not pain that brings this tear. 

For thou hast bid it cease. 

Oh ! many a year has pass’d away 
Since I, beneath thy fairy ray, 

Attuned rniv Infent re^ ; 

^Vhen wilt thou, 'Time, those days restore, 

Those happy moments now no more — 


When on the lake’s damp marge I lay. 

And mark’d the northern meteor’s dance. 
Bland Hope and Fancy, ye were there 
To inspirate my trance. ' r 

Twin sisters, faintly now ye deign 
Your magic sweets on me to shed. 

In vain your powers are now essay’d 
To chase superior pain* 
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te •t thou fled, ihou welcome orb ? 
wiftly pleasure flies; 
iianklnd, in darkness lost, 

‘ The beam of ardour dies, 
fcran Moon, thy nightly task is done, 
|,nd now, encurtain'd in the main. 
Thou sinkest into rest ; 

But 1, in vain, on thorny 
I Shall woo the god of soft repose— 


jP TRAGMENT. 

^UD rage the winds without — The wintry cloud 
5‘er the cold north star casts her flitting shroud; 
and Silence, pausing In some snow.clad dale. 
Starts as she hears, by fits, the shrieking gale ; 
jVTiere now, shut out from every still retreat. 

Her pine-clad summit, and her woodland seat, 
Ihall MetUtation, in her saddest mood, 

Mtire o'er all her pensive stores to brood ? 
Ihiverin^ and blue the peasant eyes askance 
The drifte<i fleeces that around him dance, 

4nd hurries on his half-averted form, 

Mumming the fury of the sidelong storm, 
nm soon shall greet bis snow-topp’d [cot of thatch,] 
1^ shall his numb’d hand tremble on the latch, 
l^n from hia chimney’s nook the cheerful fla«ne 
DW’use a genial warmth throughout his frame ; 
Hound the light fire, while roars the north wind 
j loud, 

j^hat meny groups of vacant faces crowd ; 

These hail his coming— these his meal prepare, 
4nd boast in ail that cot no lurking care. 

IVliat, though the social circle be denied. 

Even Sadness brightens at her own fireside. 

Loves, with til'd eye, to watch the fluttering blaze, 
while musing Memory dwells on former days ; 
r)r Hope, hless’d spirit ! smiles— and still forgiven. 
Forgets the nassj)ort, while she points to Heaven. 
Tltcn heap vt»e nre — shut odt tlje biting air. 

And from its station wheel the easy chair : 

Thus fenced and warm, in silent fit, ‘tis sweet 
To hear without the bitter tempest bent, 
idl, all alone— to sit, and muse, and aigb, 

(Tlie pensive tenant of obscurity. 


PRAGMET^T. 

OH ! thou most fatal of Pandora’s train. 
Consumption ! silent cheater of five eye ; . 
prhou cornet not robed in agonizing i>nin. 

Nor iiiark'bi ihy Luurse with Heath's delusive dye, 
Bui silriit and unnoticed liiou doit lie; 

Crer hie', -olt ^urlngs ih> \eiium doal iliirii-o, 

• jtiid, while lluiii giv'st new luMrc tu ihe eve, 
While o’er i he < hi i k are spread health', rudil'y hues, 
Pvc;n intii lili-'a Unit lebt ihji ciuti |>o\ver E>ubUut.*s. 

pft I’vebgheld thee, in the glow of youth 
Hid ’neath the blusliing r^es which there 
p bloom’d, 

^nd dropp’d a tear, for then thy cankering tooth 
I knew would never sUy, fill all consumed, 
in the cold vault of death he were enlorab’d. 

But oh ! what sorrow did I feel, as swift, 

. insidious ravager, I saw thee fly 
1 hrough fair I-ucina’s breast of whitest snow, 
Preparing swift her passage to the sky. 

beam'd in the glance. 

The liquid lustre of her fine blue eye ; 
ret soon did languid listleamess advance, 
tnd soon she calmly sunk in death’s repugnant 
trance. ® 


drawing near, 

I And dissolution hover’d o’er her head s 
f beauieout did her form appear. 


SONNETS. 

TO CAPEL LOFFT, ESQ. , 

LOFPT. unto one tributary song 

The simple Muse, admiring, fain would bring ; 
She longs to lisp thee to the listening throng, 

And with thy name to bid the woodlands ring. 
Fain would she blaeon all thy virtues forth. 

Thy warm philanthropy, thy justice mild, * 
Would say how thou didst foster kindred worth 
And to thy bo.som snatch'd Misfortune’s child ; 
Firm she would paint thee, witii becoming zeal. 
Upright, and learned, a* the Pylian sire, [lyre, 
Would say how sweetly thou couldst sweep the 
And show thy labours for the public: weal. 

^en thousand virtues tell with joys supreme. 
Rut ah ! she shrinks abash’d before the arduous 
theme. 


TO THE MOON. 

Written in November. • 

SUBLIME, emermng from the misty verge 
Of the horizon clim, thee, Moon, 1 hail. 

As sweeping o’er the leafless grove, the gale 
Sc'eins to repeat the year’s funereal dirge. 

Now Autumn sickens on the languid sight. 

And leaves bestrew the wanderer’s lonely way. 
Now unto thee, pale arbitress of night, 

With double joy my homage do I pav. 

When clouds disguise the glories of the (lav. 
And stem November sheds her boisterous bligbt, 
How doubly sweet to mark the moony ray 
Shoot tlwcjugh the mist from the ethereal height. 
And, ttili unchanged, back to the memory brirur 
The smiles Favonian of lifr’s earliest spring. 


WRITTEN 

AT the grave op A PRIENI). 

FAST from the West the fading day-streaks fly, 
And elion Night assumes her solemn sway. 

Yet here alone, unheeding time, I lie. 

And o’er my friend still pour the nlalnUve lav. 

George, with thee I w oo’d 
'The niaid of musings by yon lAoaning wave. 

And had’d the moon’s mild beam, which row 
renew'd. 

Seems sweetly sleeping on thy silent grave 1 
1 he busy world pursues its boisterous way 
1 he noise of revelry still echoes round. 

Yet I am sad while all beside is gay ; 

deserted mound. 

Oh . that, like thee, I might bid sorrow cease, 

And *neath the green-sward sleep the sleep of peace. 


TO MISFORTUNE. 

^ I *?5 eWn is bare. 

And I have wonder’d mnen when men have told, 
youth was free flrom sorrow and from care. 
That thou shouldst dwell with me, and leave the 
old. 

Sure dost not like me !— Sbrlvell’d hag of hata 
My phiz, and thanks to thee. Is samy long; 

I am not either. Beldam, over strong : 

Nor do I wish at all to be thy mate. 

For thou, sweet Fury, art my utter hate. 

Nay, shake not thus thy miserable pate. 

J am yot young, and do not like thy feed ; 

^n *’ shouldst resume the wild-goose chase, 

* assuage, 

—lltou wiitnot hit my frmey In my age. 

B i 
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B. X. WHZTB’S POSIBS. 


BONNET. 

AS thus oppress’d with many a heavy care, 
(Though young yet sorrowful,) I turn my feet 
To the dark woodland, longing much to greet 
The for>n of Peace, if chance she sojourn there; 
Deep thought and dismal, verging to des]>air. 

Fills mv sad breast : and, tired with this vain coil, 
I shrink dismay’d before life’s upland toil. 

And as amid the leaves the evening air 
Whis{>ers still melody, -I think ere long. 

When 1 no more can hear, those wcjotls will speak 
And then a sad smile plays upon iny cheek. 

And moumftil phantasies upon me throng. 

And I do ponder with most strange delignt. 

On the calm slumbers of tlie dead man’s night. 


TO APRIL. 

EMBLEM of life ! see changefVil April sail 
In varying vest along the shadowy skies. 

Now bidiling Summer’s softest renhyrs rise. 
Anon, recalling Winter's stormy gale. 

And during from the cloud her sudden hail ; 
Then, smiling thro’ the tear that dims her eyes. 
While Iris with her l)raid the welkin dyes. 
Promise of sunshine, not so prono to fail. 

So. to us, sojourners in Life’s low vale. 

The smdes of Fortune flatter to deceive, 
U'hilehiill the I'atrs il>e well of Misery weave j 
So Hope esiiiiani spreads h* r lurv ;ail. 

And from the present gin.im the -.lul (onvrsi 
To distant summers and far happier day >. 


SONNET. 

YE unseen spirits, whose wild melodies, 

At evening rising slow, yet sweetly clear. 

Steal on the mu.ung poet’s pensive ear. 

As by the wood-spring stretch’d supine he lies. 
When he, who now invokes you low is laid, 

His tired frame resting on the earth’s cold bed. 
Hold ye your nightly vigils o’er his head. 

And chant a dirge to nis reposing shade! 

For he was wont to love your madrigals ; 

And often by the haunted stream that laves 
The dark seauester’d woodland’s inmost caves 
Would sit and listen to the dying falls. 

Till the full tear would quiver in his eye, [tacy. 
And his big heart would heave with mournful ecs- 


TO A TAPER. 

;TIS midnight — On the globe dead slumber sits, 
And all is silence— in the hour of sleep ; 

Save when the hollow gusL that swells by fits. 
In the dark wood roars fearfully and deep. 

I wake alone to listen and to weep. 

To watch, my taper, thy pale beacon bum; 

And, as still Memory does her vigils keep, 

To think of days that never can nnum. 

By thy pale ray 1 raise my languid head. 

My eye surveys the solitary gloom ; 

And the sad meaning tear, uninix’d with dread. 
Tells thou dost light me to the silent tomb. 

Like thee I wane ,— like thine my life’s lust ray 

Will fade in loneliness, unwept, away. 


TO MY. MOTHER. 

iND catut thon. Mother, for a moment think. 
That we, thy children, when old age shall shed 
Its blanching honours on thy weary head, 

Could from our best of duties ever shrink ? 

Sooner the sun from bis high sphere should sink 
Than we, ongrateftil, leave thee in that day. 

To pine in solitude thy life away, 
fir shun thee, tottering on the grave’s cold brink. 
Banish the thought !— where’er our steps may roam. 
O’er smiling mains, or wastes without a tree. 
Still will fond memory point our hearts to thee. 
And paint the pleasures of thy peaceful home 
While duty bids us all thy grieis assuage. 

And smooth the pillow or tnj sinking age. 


BONNET. 

YES, ’twill be over soon.— This sickly dream 
Of life will vanish from my feverish brain ; 

And death my wearied spirit will redeem 
From this wild region of unvarie<i pain. 

Yon brook will glide ns softly as before, — 

Yon landscape smile, — yon golden harvest grow,— 

Yon sprightly lark on mounting wing will soar 
When Henry’s name is heard no more below. 

I sigh when all iny youthhil friends caress. 

They laugh in health, and future evils lirave ; 

Them shall a wife and smiling children bless. 
While I am mouldering in my silent grave. 

Ood of the just— Thou gavest the bitter cup ; 

I bow to thy behest, and drink it up. 


TO CONSUMPTION. 


GENTLY, most gently, on thy victim’s head, 
Consumption, lay thine hand ! — let me decay. 
Like the expiring lamp, unseen, away. 

And softly go to slumber with the dead. 

And if *tls true, what holy men have said. 

That strains angelic oft foretell tlie day 
Of death, to those good men who fall thy prey, 
O let tlie aerial music round my bed, 

Dissolving sad in dying symphony, 

Whi.sper the solemn warning in mine ear 
That I may bid my weeping friends good by 
Ere I deparfiipbn my journey drear: 

And, smiling faintly on the painful past. 
Compose my decent head, and breathe my last. 


TRANSLATED PROM THE FRENCH 


OP 

M. DESBARREAUX. 

THY judgments. Lord, are just; thou lov’st to wear 
The face of pity and of love divine : 

But mine is guilt — thou must not, canst not spare. 
While Heaven is true, and equity is thine. 

Yes, oh my God .'—such crimo.s as mine, so dread. 
Leave but the choice of punishment to thee ; 

Thy interest calls for Judgment on my head, 

And even thy mercy dares not plead for me 
Thv will be done— since ’lis thy glory’s due. 

Bid from mine eyes the endless torrents flow ; 
Smite— it is time— though endless death ensue, 

I blWis the avenging hand that lays me low. 

But on what spot shall fall thine anger’s flood, 
That haa not first been drench’d in Christ’s atoning 
blood? 


TO 

A FRIEND IN DISTRESS,* 

Who, when Henry reasoned with him calmly.asked, 
If he did not feci far Mm f" 


“ DO 7 not feel f” The doubt is keen ns stceU 
Yea, I do feel— most exquisitely feel ; 

My heart can weep, when from my downcast eye, 
I cliase the tear, and stem the rising sigh : 

Deep buried there I close the rankling dart, 

Ana smile the most when heaviest is ray heart. 
On this I act — whatever pangs surroimd, 

‘Tie magnanimity to hide the wound ! 

When all was new, and life was in its spring, 

I lived an unloved solitary thing j 
Evert then I leam’d to bury deep from day. 

The piercing cares that wore my youth away : 
Even then I learn 'd for others* cares to fee! j 
Even then I wept I had not power to heal : 


• The 13 Poems which follow are of a later date 
that; the preceding. 
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Even then, deep-sotinding thro’ the nightly gloom, 
I heard tlie wrotched’8 groan, and mourn’d the 
wretched’8 doom, [fire— 

Who were my friends in youth ?— The midnight 
The silent moon-beam, or the starry choir ; 

To these I 'plained, or turn’d from outer sight, 

To bless my lonely taper’s friendly light; 

I never yet could ask. howe’er forlorn. 

For vulgar pity mix’a with vulgar scorn ; 

The sacred source of wo I never ope ; 

M\ breast’s my coffer, and my God’s my hope. 

Hiit that 1 do feel. Time, my friend, •will show. 
Though the cold crowd the secret never know ; 
With them I laugh— yet, when no eye can see, 

I weep for nature, and I weep for thee. 

Yes, thou didst wrong me, * • * ; I fondly thought. 
In thee I'd found the friend my heart had sought ! 

1 fondly thought, that thou couldst pierce the guise 
And read the trudi that in my bosom lies ; ' 

I fondly thought ere Time’s last days were gene, 
Thv heart and mine had mingled into one ! 
Y%-end tliey yet will mingle. Days and years 
Will fly, and leave us partners In our tears ; 

We then shall feel that friendship has a power 
To sooth aflUction in her darkest hour ; 

Tinie's trial o’er, shall clasp each other’s hand. 

And wait the passport to a better land. 

Thine 

H. K. WHITE. 

H(ilf~j>ast Eleven o'clock at Night. 


CHRISTMAS.DAY. 


1804. 

YET once more, and once more, awake my Harp, 
From silence and neglect — one loffr strain. 

Lofty, yet wilder than the winds of Heaven, 

And speaking mysteries more than words can tell, 
I ask of thee, for I, with hymnings high, 

Would join the dirge of the departing year. 

Yet with no wintry garland from the woods, 
IVrought of tire leaftess branch, or ivy sear, 
Wreathe I tliy tresses, dark December! now; 

Me higher quarrel calls, with loudest song. 

And fearful joy, to celebrate the day 
Gf the Redeemer.— Near two thousand suns 
Have set their seals upon the rolling lapse 
Of generations, since the day-spring first 
Beam’d from on high !— Now to the mighty mass 
Of that increasing aggregate we add 
One unit more. Space, in comparison, 

How small, yet mark’d with how much misery ; 
Wars, famine, and the fary. Pestilence, 

Over the nations hanging her dread scourge ; 

The oppressed, too, in silent bitterness. 

Weeping their sufferance ; and the arm of wrong. 
Forcing the scanty portion from the weak. 

And Sleeping the lone widow’s couch with tears. 
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Angels of Heaven, 
Ye who beheld Him fainting on the cross. 

And did him homage, say, may mortal join. 

The hallelujahs ofthe risen God ? * 

Will the faint voice and grovelling song be heard 
Amid the seraphim in l^nt divine P 
Yes, He will deign, the Prince of Peace will deign. 
For mercy, to accept the hymn of faith, 

Low though it be and humble^— Lord of life, 

'The Christ, the Comforter, thine advent now 
Fills my uprising soul. — I mount, I fly • 

Far o’er the skies, beyond the rolling orbs ; 

The bonds of flesh dissolve, and earth recedes. 

And care, and pain, and sorrow are no more. 

» • * • * 


# 


NELSONI MORS. 


YET once again, my Harp, yet once again. 

One ditty more, and on the mountain ash 
I will again susjiend thee. I have felt 
The warm tear frequent on my cheek, since last. 
At eventide, when all the winds were hush'd, 

1 woke to thee the melancholy song. 

Since then with Thoughtfulnees, a maid severe, 

I’ve journey’d, and have leam’d to shape the freaks 
Of frolic fancy to the line of truth ; 

Not unrepining, for my froward heart. 

Still turns to thee, mine Harp, and to the flow 
Of spring-gales past— the woods and storied haunts 

Of mv not soMless boyhood Yet once more. 

Not fearless, I will wake thy tremulous tones, 

My long-neglected Harp. — He must not sink ; 

The good, the brave— he must not, shall not sink 
Without the meed of some melodious tear. 

Though from the Muse’s chalice I may pour 
No precious dews of Aganippe’s well, 

Or Castaly.— though from the morning cloud 
1 fetch no nues to scatter on his hearse : 

Yet will I wreathe a garland for his brows. 

Of simple flowers, such as the hedge-rows scent 
Of Britain, my loved country ; ana with tears 
Most eloquent, yet silent. I will bathe 
Thy honour’d corse, my Nelson, tears as warm 
And honest as the ebbing bipod tbat flow’d 
Fast from thy honest heart — Thou, Pity,, too. 

If ever I have loved, with faltering step,' 

To follow thee in the cold and stariess i^ht. 

To the top crag of some rain-beaten cliff; 

And as I heard the deep gun bursting loud 

Amid the pauses of the storm, have pour’d 

Wild strains, and mournful, to the hurrying windv 

The dying soul’s viaticum: if oft 

Amid the carnage of the field I’ve sate 

With thee upon the moonlight throne, and sung 

To cheer the fainting soldier’s dying soul, 

With mercy and forgiveness— visitant 
Of Heaven^ — sit thou upon my harp. 

And give it feeling, which were els® too cold 
For argument so great, for theme so high. 

How dimly on that mom the sun arose, 

’Kerchlerd in mists, and teaiful, when 


So has the year been duiracter’d with wo 
In Christian land, and mark’d with wrongs and 
„ crimes; 

Yet ’twas not thus He tau^t— not thus He lived, • 
Whose birth we this day celebrate with prayer 
And much thanksgiving.— He, a man of woes. 
Went on the way appointed,— path, though rude. 
Yet borne with patience still He came to cheer 
I he broken-hearted, to raise up the sick, 

And on the wandering and b«oighted mind 
To pour the light of truth. — OtM divine 1 
o more than angel teacher 1 He had words 
xo soothe the harking waves, and hush the winds; 

when the soul was toss’d in troubled seas, 
wrapp d in thick darkneu and the howling storm, 
to the star of peace on high, 

»«h holy finrtita£, and bade it smile, 

Whilf *“"o?n‘^ng wrecks 

Whm with deep agony his heart was rack’d, 

Rn* f?' th® tear-drop dew’d his cheek, 

'■or them He uwpt, for them to Heaven he pray'd. 
Father, pardon them, 

^ hey know not what doT* 


a Heaven we shall be purified, so as to be able te 
' endure the splendours of the Deity. 


I. 

AWAKE, sweet harp of Judah, wake. 
Retune thy strings for Jesus’ sake ; 

We sing the Saviour of our race, 

The Lamb, our shield, and Udlng-place. 

II. 

When God’s right arm is bared for war. 
And thunders clothe his cloudv car. 
Where, where, oh where, sball man retire. 
To esc^ iate horrors of hi# Ire ? 
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III. 

'Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fly, 

Wliile the dread tem|)est passes by ; 

God sees his Well-beiovoa's faec, 

And spares us in our hiding-place. 

IV. 

Thus while we dwell in this low scene. 
The Lan>b Is our unfailing screen ; 

To him, though guilty, still we run. 

And God still spares us for his Son. 

V 

While yet we sojourn here below, 
Pollutions still our hearts o’erflow ; 
Fallen, abject, mean, a sentenced race. 
We deeply need a hiding-place. 

VI. 

Yet courage— days and years will glide. 
And we snail lay these clods aside. 

Shall be baptized in Jordan’s flood. 

And wash'd in Jesus* cleansing blood. 

VII. 

. Then pure. Immortal, sinless, freed. 

We through the Lamb shall be deoread j 
Shall nteet the Father face to face, 

And need no mure a hiding-place.* 


A hymn 

FOR FAMILY WORSHIP. 

O LORD, another day is flown, 

And we, a lonely band. 

Are met once more before thy throne, 

To bless thy fostering hand. 

II. 

And wilt thou bend a listening ear, 

To praises low ns Ours ? 

Thou wilt 1 for Thou dost love to bear 
The song which tneekness pours. 

III. 

And, .Testis, thou thy smiles will deign. 

As we before thee pray : 

For thou didst bless the infant train. 

And wie are less than they. • 

IV. 

O let thv grace perform Its part. 

And let contention cease ; 

And shed abroad In every heart 
Thine everlasting peace ! 

V. 

Thus chjwtcn’d, cleansed, entirely thine, 

A flock hv .Tesus led ; 

The Sun of Holiness shall shine. 

In glory on our head. 

VI. 

And thou wilt turn our wandering feet, 
And thou wilt bless our way; 

Till worlds shall fade, and faith shall greet 
The dawn of lusting day. 


THE 

STAR OP BETHLEHEM. 

I. 

WHEN marshall’d on the nightly plain. 
The glittering host liestucl the sky ; 
One star slone, of all the train, 

Gan fix the sinner's wandering eye. 


* The last stanza of this hymn was added m- 
temporaneously, by Henyy, one summer evening, 
when be was with a few friends on the Trent, and 
Binging it as he was used to do on such occasions. 


II. 

Hark ! hark ! to Gotl the chorus breaks, 

From every host, from every gem; 

Hnt one alone the Saviour speaks, 

- It is the Star of Bethlehem. 

III. 

Once on the raging seas I rode, 

The storm wis Iniul,— t*ii- nleht wt d .rV, 

Ill %..<vii.l-.md iMiii 1'. 

The wind ili.it lott'd my I'juiv.lermg h lU. 

IV 

Deep horror then my vitals fVo/e, 

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem 

■Unien suddenly a star aro.se, 

It was the iitar of Bethlehem. 

V. 

It was mv guide, my light, my all, 

It bade iny dark forebodings cease ; 

And tlirougb the storm and dangers’ tlirnll. 

It led me to the i>ort of peace. 

VI. 

Now safely moor’d — my perils o’er. 

I'll sing, first in night's diadem. 

For ever, and for evermore, 

The star !— The Star of Bethlehem . 


A HYMN. 


O LORD, my God, in mercy turn. 

In mercy hear a sinner nuuirn ! 

To thee I call, to thee I cry, 

0 leave me, leave me not to die ! 

1 strove ag.iinst thee, I^ord, I know, 

I spurn’d thy grace, I mock’d thy law ; 
The hour is past— the day's gone by, 

And I am left alone to die. 

0 pleasures past, what are ye now 
But thorns aWit my bleeding brow I 
Spectres that hover round my brain. 

And aggT.avate and mock my pain. 

For pleasure I have given my soul ; 

Now, Justice, let thy thunders roll ! 

Now Vengeance smile— and with a blow 
Lay tlie rdi^cllious ingrate low. 

Yet. .Tesus, .Tesus ' there I’ll cling, 

J II , r..*<l bene ilh hi» Nbelterinit w riic 

1 II • l.i'p dll' ■ rn'.,, mill liuiiliii,,' dll r, . 
JJivn me, uh tiliM. — his wradi iniy .I'lre, 


MELODY. 


Insertetl in a Collection of Selected and firigiini 
Songs, published by the Rev. J. PI umpire, c 
Clare Hall, Cambridge. 

I. 

YES, once more that dying strain, 

Anna, touch thy Inte for me; 

Sweet, when Pity’s tones complain. 

Doubly sweet is melody. 

II. 

While the Virtues thus enweave 
Mildly soft the thrilling song, 

Winter’s long and lonesome eve 
Glides.unfelt, unseen, along. 

III. 

Thus when life hath stolen away, 

And the wintry n^ht is near, 

Thus shall Virtue’s friendly ray 
Age’s closing erening cheer. 



soiiarGs«so:LZTi7z>E. 


Id 


S O iV G. 


BY WjiLLEH. 


A lady of Cambridge lent Waller's Poems to Henry, 
and when ho returned them to her, she dis- 
t overed an additional Stania written by him at 
the Iwttoni of the Song here copied. 


GO, lovely rose 1 

Tell her, that wastes her time on me, 

Tiiat now she knows, 

When I resemble her to thoo, 

I low swoL’t and fair she seems to he. ' 

Tell her that’s young, 

■> And shuns to have her graces sjiied. 

That liadst thou sprung 
in deserts where no men abide, 

I hou must have uncominended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of Ix-autv fr-im the licht retired • 

Htd h, r ■ .'iiie t.irth, 

Siiili r hi r»4.-lf ii. !«■ deurtd. 

And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die. that she 
The i''imii 'ii i iie of ill ilniii;. r -re 
M t. toad iM line, 
ll'.jif >m IN .1 l ari «■! time ihe> O. » 

'I h it rr<> v> W'liidioua kni ei and I ur 

[Yet, though thou fade, 

Pri.m thv dead haves let fragrance rise ; 

A lid ti u h the IM.inl 
I hat (i. iMlhi'si Tmii 's rude hand ili 'n -, 

'1 hat Virtue Uves wlun Ueauty dho.J 

H. K. WHITE. 


VI. 

Then whence It is I cannot tell, 
Hut there is «eme mysferi'Mis spell 
"1 li.ii holds me wht n I'm ,,1 nl ; 
.\iid ilie tear-dri'ii nils mv i ' , 

III II M I III I ruth 1 Lii.iu not » hi , 
Ur uhc-ieiurc J am sad. 


SOLITUDE. 


IT Is not that my lot is low. 

That bids this si lent tear to flow ; 
t is not grief (hat bids me moan, 
t is that 1 am all alone. 

Jn woods .and trims I love to voa'ri. 

A\ hi II the tifid htdui'r lin-^ him hi>mp; 
Or l.\ the ivi«..ji.iiid po -l to rest, 

\\ hell [lale the alar on ii- hri I'l. 

Yet when the silent evening sighs, 

With hallow’d airs and symphonies, 

IVl.v spirit takes another tune, 

.\iid .sighs that ii is all alone. 

The autumn leaf i.s .sear and dead. 

It floats upon the water's bed ; 

1 would not be a leaf, to die 
Without recording sorrow's sigh ! 

The woikIs and winds, with sudden w.iiJ, 
Tell all the iamo unvaried tale ; 

I’ve none to smile when I am fret;, 

And when I sigh, to sigh with me. 

Vet In my dreams a form I view. 

That thinks on me, and loves me too ; 

I start, and when the vision’s llowii, 

1 wce 2 > tliat I am all alone. 


“I'M PLEASED, AND VET 
I’M SAD.” 


I. 

WHEiV twilight steals along the ground. 
And all the bells are ringing round. 

One, two, three, four, and five, 

I at my study. window sit, 

.tVnd, wrapp’d in many a musing fit. 

To bliss am all alive. 


II. 

But though impressions calm and sweet 
Thrill round my heart a holy heat. 

And I am inly glad, 

The tear-drop stands in either eye. 

And yet I cannot tell thee why, 

I'm pleased, and yet I’m sad. 


III. 

The silvery rack that flies away 
Like mortal life or pleasure's ray. 
Does that disturb mv breast ? 
Nay, what have I, a studious man, 
To do witli life’s unstable plan, 

Or pleasure’s foding vest ? 


IV. 

H'lt that here I must not stop. 

But o’er yon blue hill's woody top. 
Must bend my lonely way ? 
No, surely no ! for give but me 
My own nre-side, and I shall be 
At home where’er I stray, , 


Then is It that yon steeple there, 
With music sweet shall fill tile air, 
nu When thou no more canst hear ? 
T w”.? I ^ fcrgiven 

I shall be with my God in Heaven, 
Heteased from every fear. 


IP far from me the Fates remove 
Domestic peace, connubial love. 

The prattling ring, the .social cheer, 
Alfection’s voice, atlection’s tear, 

Ye sterner iiowers, that bind the heart. 
To me your iron aid Impart ! 

0 teach me, when the nights are chill, 
And my fire-side is lone and still ; 
When to the blaze that crackles near, 

1 turn a fired .and peiulvp ear, 

And Nature i imiiuiiiiig bul- me sigh. 
Pur loveV mifiari eiils wlu,periiig mglii 
II icaih me, on tli.ii heavmlv rujJ, 
Th.ii le.ids III Tnith"' i-n I uii alimli. 

To wrap my soul in dreams divine. 

Till earth and care no more be mine. 
I,el bless’d Philosophy impart 
Her soothing me.-isurts to my hi>art ; 
And while with Pldii,'i randi'd triir» 

J li'il the mu^i^■ ..f ilie mherit, 

Or on the mystic symbols tiorc, 

That hide the (Jhald’s subiimer lone, 

I .sltall not brood on summers gone. 

Nor think that I am all alone. 


FANNY ! upon thy breast I may not lie ! 

Fanny ! thou dost not hear me when I speak ! 
Where art thou, love ?— Around I turn my eye. 
And a.s I turn, the tear is on my choek. 

Was it a dream ? or did my love behold 

Indeed ray lonely couch? — Methought the breath 
Fann'ii not her bloodless lip ; her eye was cold 
And hollow, and the livery of death 
Invested her pale forehead. — Sainted maid 

My thoughts oft rest with thee In thy cold grave, 
Through the long wintry night, when wind and 
wave. 

Rock the dark house where thy poor head is laid. 
Vet, hush 1 my fond heart, hush 1 there is a sliore 
Of better promise; and I know at last. 

When the long sabbath of the tomb is past. 

We two shall meet In Christ— to part no more. 
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FRAGMENTS.* 


1 . 

SAW’ST thou that light ? exclaim’d the youth, and 
paused : 

Through yon dark firs it glanced, and on the stream 
That skirts the woods it mr a moment play’d. 
Again, more light it gleam'd,— or does some si>rite 
Delude mine eses with shapes of woods and streams. 
And lamp far-beaming through the thicket’s gloom, 
As trom some bosom'd cabin, where the voice 
Of revelry, or thrifty watchfulness. 

Keeps in the lights at this unwonted hour ? 

No sprite deludes mine eyeSr-the beam now glows 
With steady lustre — Can it be the moon, 

>Vho, hidden long by the invidious veil * 

That blots the Heavens, now teit behind the woods ? 
No moon to-night has look’d umn the sea 
Of clouds beneath her, answer’d Rudiger, 

She has been sleeping with Endymion. 


II. 

THE pious man, 

In this bad world, when mists and couchant storms 
Hide Heaven’s fine circlet, springs aloft in faitlt 
Above the clouds that threat him, to the fields 
Of ether, where the day is never veil’d 
With intervening vapours ; and looks down 
Serene upon the troublous sea, that hides 
The carui’s fair breast, that sea whose nether face 
To grovelling mortals ftrowns and darkens all ; 

Hut on whose billowy back, ftom man conceal’d, 
The glaring sunbeam plays. 


III. 

LO ! on the eastern summit, clad In gray, 
Mom, like a horseman girt for travel, comes. 
And from his tower of mist. 

Night’s watchman hurries down. 


IV. 

THERE was a little bird upon that pile; 

It perch'd upon a ruin’d pinnacle. 

And made sweet melody. 

The song was soft, yet cheerful, and most clear, 
For other note none swell’d the air but his. 

It sMm'd as if the little chorister. 

Mole tenant of the melancholy pile. 

Were a lone hermit, outcast from his kind. 

Yet withal cheerful — 1 have heard the note 
Echoing so lonely o'er the aisle forlorn, 

— - Much muung— 


V. 

0 PALE art thou, my lamp, and fidnt 

Thy melancholy ray ; 

When the still night's unclouded saint 
walking on her way. 

Through my lattiee leu embower'd. 

Fair she sbM her shadowy beam. 

And o’u my iHmt aacred room. 

Casts a chenaiM twili^t gloocn ; 

I throw aside the learned meet, 

1 capnot choose but gaxe, she looks so mildly sweet. 

Bad vestal, why ait thon so fair. 

Or why am I sefirall? 


• These Fragments are Henry’s latest compos! 
tloM t and were, for the moat part, written upo 

Kl« maifli aa^s n ■! ^asaslat/* 


Methinks thou lookest kindly on me, Moon, 

And cheerest my lone hours with sweet regards . 
Surely like me thou’rt sad, but dost not speak 
Thy sadness to the cold unlieeding crowd ; 

So mournfully composed, o’er yonder cloud 

Thou shinest, like a cresset, beaming far 

From the rude watch-tower, o'er the Atlantic wave. 


VI. 

O GIVE me music— for my soul doth faint ; 

J'ln fiiek of noise and care, and now mine ear 
Longs for some air of peace, some dying plaint. 
That may the spirit from its cell unspbere. 

Hark how it falls ! and now it steals along, 

Like distant bells upon the lake at eve. 

When all is still ; and now it grows more strung. 
As when tlie choral train their dirges weave. 
Mellow and many- voiced; where every close. 

O'er the old minster roof, in echoing waves retlows. 

Oh ! lam rapt aloft. My spirit soars 

Heyond the skies, and leaves the stars behind. 

Lo ! iuigels lead me to the happy shores. 

And floating pieans fill the buoyant wind. 
Farewell ! base earth, farewell ! my soul is freed, 
Far from its clayey ceil it springs. — 


VII. 

AH ! who can say, however fair his view. 
Through what sad scenes his path may lie ? 

Ah ! who can give to others’ woes his sigh. 
Secure his own will never need it too ? 

Let thoughtless youth its seeming joys pursue, 
Soon will they learn to scan with thoughtful eye 
The illusive past and dark futurity ; 

Soon will they know— 


VIII. 

AND must thou go, and must wc part ? 

Ves, Fate decrees, and I submit ; 
The nangthat rends in twain my heart. 
Oh, Fanny, dost thou share in it ? 

Thy sex is fickle,— when away. 

Some happier youth may win thy— 


SONNET. 

WHEN I sit musing on the checker’d past, 

(A term much darken’d with untimely woes, ) 
My thoughts revert to her, for whom still tlowj 
The teari though half disown’d ; — and binding fai 
Pride’s stubborn cheat to my too yielding heart 
1 say to her she robb’d me of my rest. 

When that was ail my wealtiu— 'Tis true my 
breait 

Received from her this wearying, lingering smart 
ah i 1 cannot bid her form depart ; 

Though wrong’d, I love her — yet in anger love. 
For she was most unworthy^—Then I prove 
Vindictive Jot ; and on tny stem ftront gleams. 
Throned in dark clouds, inflexible • * * 

The native pride of my much injured heart. 


X. 

WHEN high romance o'er every wood and stream 
Dark lustre shed, my infitnt nmnd to fire. 
Spell-struck, end flUv with many a wondering 
dream. 

First in the groml woke the pensive lyre, 
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AH tV|ere was mystery then, the gust that woke 
Th?rnidni^ght echo with a spirit’s dirge. 

And unseen tairies would the moon invoke. 

To their light morrice by the restless surge. 

>,'o\v to my swer’d thought with life’s false smiles. 
Too much * * 

The vagrant Fancy spreads no more her wiles, 
^Vnd dark, furcbt^ngs now iny bosom till. 


K. l.M 


^ fhe Ivre— the hand that swept 
ai..l uiri 

>1 iibLumilng, from the ta^ik n nre.. 


is still— the lyre is still ; 

'I'he spirit which its slumbers broke 
lladi pass’d away, — and that weak hand that 
woke 

li ,>fsf ir.fl-’dies hath lost its skill. 

,, I I would prt'% >' ii i-i my llpsonie more, 

1 ,■ u.M, u « II III r,iig cf p. : 

’1 1 1 a.'iiid I (Irii.l ilif Ir igr iii. .■ w liu li p..ur, 
^Il\d»llhdel iMiig imIoui-' f.r !■. inV- 
\ e have beguiled the hours of infancy. 

As in the wood-paths of my native— 


XII. 


(f.VCE more, and yet once more, 

1 give unto iny harp a dark-woven lay ; 

I heard the waters roar, 

I heard tlie flood ol ages pass away. 

O thou, stem spirit, who dost dwell 
In thine eternal cell. 

Noting, gray chronicler ! the silent years ; 

1 saw tnee rise,— I saw the scroll cotnplele. 
Thou spak’st, and at thy feet 
The Universe gave way. 


T I M E.* 


GENIUS of musingt, who, the midnight hour 
Wasting in woods or haunted forests wild, 
post watch Orion in his arctic tower, 

'fhy dark eye fix’d as in some holy trance ; 

<ir uh. n ilie vollitd lightnings * leave the air, 

And Klim giiinl hi-strldi. i the winci-d tt-jr-ii, 

Sni .1 III Mine- loiiily waich-to>it.r, vilii.re thy 
lamp, 

Faint-blazing, strikes the fisher’s eye from far. 
And, ’mid the howl of elements, unmoved 
Itost ponder on the awful scene, and trace 
I’beyast effect to its superior source, 
spirit, attend my fowly benison ! 

now I strike to themes of import high 
f be solitary lyre ; and, borne by thee 
Above this narrow cell, I celebrate 

1 he mysteries of Time! 

Him who, august, 

ore these worlds were fashioned, — ere tiie sun 
^pranglrom the la-l, or 1 uJGr (ii-[ l i>’d 
li> gluwinu { rc‘s^et in the ari.,!i of murn, 
ji \ t'per gilded the serener eve. 

' Ol He h.U been for an eternity 
■ri!' umarying from elefniiy 

i desolation— ere his tones, 

1 i.i . ^nnnnand, assumed a milder strain, 

-ynu startled on his watch, in the vast deep. 

Sentry, and evoktnl 

from the dark void the smiling universe. 

begun either during the pul- 
Clifton Grove, or shortly auerwarA 
it ^ intention of completin 

latest were among h* 


Chain’d to the grovelling frailties of the flesh. 

Mere mortal man, unpurged from earthly drosc. 
Cannot survey, with fi.x’d and steady eye, 

'The dim uncertain gulf, which now the muse, 
Adventurous, would explore;— but dizzy grbwn. 
He tuples down the abyss.— If he would scanj 
'I'hc fe.irful rhnsm, ami catch a irinsicnt glinii»s-? 

• It It-, uiirilliiiiri.ilili- depth-, th.il -o 

III I may li.rii uiih (b-Mblr jo., to G,.d, 

His only certainty and resting place ; 

He must pul r-tr awhile this mortil vr--t, 

.\nd k.irii i-j I-jIiiiw, wiiliout giddiin-s--, * 

I u III ichi- V. here jJI Is vision, aini viir|.ri-c, 

.\iid V jgiie ( lure.- He must wasii- b.v mgiit 
"I hi. -luilii-i- iiiper, fir from all res<-ri 
< II I r.-vi.| . and |■..l|y, ,n some still rtin-ai ; 

High on the beetling promontory's crest. 

Or in the caves of the vast wilderness, 

Where, compass’d round with Nature’s wildest 
w shapes. 

He may bo driven to centre all his thoughts 
In the gii!at Architect, who lives confess’d 
In locks, and seas, and solitary wastes. 

So has divine Philosophy, with voice 
Mild as the murmurs or the moonlight wave. 
Tutor’d the lie irt of him, who now nwaki's, 
Touiliiiig the c'li-.ril. of -olL-inn inm-irel,-, 

III- I'.lint, iii'glei led long — mleiil l-i -naii li 
*'i-me viigi"mt iifiivioiii from the dangerous su-cp 
<11 poe-v, .a hloi'in of>uch u hut?, 

‘*.1 Mihi r, ai ni.iv not un-tvmly suit 
\l ith Truth a ■M.vrrer brow ; and one withal 
So liardy a- 'hall brave the pa-sing wind 
Ot iii.iiiy wmur>,— rearing It' meek head 
III l••^l fines', wluH he w h.i g.iihei'd it 
I- miiiihei'd with the gentrainiii' gone. 

\'el not tome hath God’s guoil providinre 
Oiven 'liidious lel'ure,* or unl>ruki.n ilioughi, 

Sill'll as he owns, — a mediiativu m.ni ; 

Who from the Mu-h of mom In c|iiiel i-ve 
I’ondi.r>, i-r lurii' the page I'f wi'dniii nVr. 

Far from the busy r rowd’s lumuliiiou' din 
Frinn no'iseand wrangling far, and undi'iurh’d 
With Mirth’s unholy shouts. For me the day 

S ath duties which require the vigorous hand 
f steadfast application, but which leave 
No deep improving trace upon the mind. 

Hut be the ilay another’s ; — let it pass ! 

“rhe night’s my own — They cannot steal my night'l 
When evening lights her lolding-star on high, 

I live and breathe; and in the sacred hours 

Of quiet and repose, my spirit flics, 

i''rec as the morning, o’er the realms of spare, 

And mounts the skies, and imps her wing for 
Heaven. 

Hence do I love the sober-suited maid ; Ltheme, 
Hence Night’s my friend, uiy mistress, and my 
And she shall aid me now to magnify 
’The night of ages,— now when the pale ray 
Of star-light penetrates the studious gloom. 

And, at my window seated, while mankind 
Are lock’d in sleep., I feel tlie freshening breeze 
Of stillness blow, while, in her saddest stole, 
Thorif;ht, tike a wakeful vestal at her shrine. 
Assumes her wonted sway. 

Behold the wmld 

Rests, and her tired inhabitants have paused 
From trouble and turmoil. 'The widow now 
Has ceaseel to weep, and her twin orphans lie 
Lock’d in each arm, partakers of her rest. 

The man of sorrow has forgot his woes ; 

The outcast that his head is shelterless. 

His griefs unshared.— 'The motlier tends no more 
Htr d-iiigliicr » dying slumbers, but, sur| lisi-il 
With liertvliu-'S, anti sunk upon her cctii h. 

Dreams of her bridals. JBven the hectic, hilTil 
On Death's lean arm to rest, in visions wrapp’d, 
Crowning with Hope’s bland wreath his shudder 
ing nurse. 

Poor victim ! smiles.— Silence and deep repose 
Keign o’er the nations ; and the warning voice 
Of Nature utters audibly within 

nni.., 1 lipffj) ir 

tar longecsi 

le weaty-bW 

. . enjoy a temporary cuni^«i- 

taste lasting quiety-wn^v a! 

tt ~i 

* The author w^s .then.ii 


Alt 
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With gnkTo-cIothes : ^nd their aching rcstlcsa 
heads 

Mouldering in holes and comers unobserred. 

Till the last trump shall break their sullen sleep. 

Who needs a teacher to admonish him 
Thai flesh is grass, that earthly tilings are rnlst ? 
What are our joys but dreams? and what our 
hopes 

But goodly shadows in the summer cloud ? 

There’s not a wind that blows but bears with it 
Koine rainbow promise : — Not a moment Hies 
But puts its sickle in the fields of life. 

And mows its thousands, with their joys and cares. 
'Tis but as yesterday since on yon stars, 

^V'hich now 1 view, the Chaldee Shepherd* gazed 
I n his mid-watch observant, and disposed 
The twinkling hosts as fimey gave them shape* 

Yet in the interim what mighty shocks 
Have ImfFeted mankind — whole nations razeC, — 
Cities made desolate,— the polish’d sunk 
I'o barbarism, and once barbaric .tates 
Swaying the wand of science and of arts ; 

Illustrious deeds and memorable names 
Blotted from record, and upon the tongue 
Of gray Tradition, viduble no more. 

Where are the heroes of the ages past ? 

Where the brave chieftains, where the mighty ones 
Who flourish'd in the infancy of days ? 

All to the grave gone down. On their, fallen fame 
Bxultant, mocking at tile P^ride of man. 

Sits grim Forge^fiUnett The warrior’s arm 

Lies nerveless on the pillow of iu shame ; 

Husli’d is his stormy voice, and quench’d the 
blaze 

Of his red eye-ball, — Yesterday hlsmame 
Was mighty on the earth.— To day— ’tis what ? 

The meteor of Uie night of distant years. 

That flash'd unnotio^, save by wrinkled eld. 
Musing at midnlf^t upon prophecies, 

Who at her lonely lattice saw the gleam 
Point to the mLst-poised shroud, then quietly 
Closed her pale lips, and lock’d the secret up 
Safe in the chamePt treasures. 

O how weak 

Is mortal man ! how triflinf— how confined 
His scope of vision ! PufT'd with confidence. 

His phrase grows big with immortality. 

And he, poor Insect of a sununer's day ! 

Dreams of eternal honours to ids name ; 

Of endless gtoi 7 and perennial bays. 

He idly reasons of eternity. 

As of the train of ages, — when, alas ! 

Ten thousand thousand of his centuries 
Are, in conmarision, a little point 
Too trivial for account. — O, it is strange, 

’Tis passing stransw, to mark hU fallacies ; 

Behold him prouoiy view some pompous pile. 
Whose high dome swells to emulate the skies. 

And smile, and say. My name stiall live with this 
Till Time shall he no more ; while at his feet. 

Yea, at his very feet, the crumbling dust 
Of the fallen fabric of the other day , 

Preaches the solemn lesson. — He tlumld know 
That time must conquer; that the loudest blast 
That ever fill’d Renown’s obstreperous trump 
Fades in the lapse of ages, and exiiires. 

Who lies inhumed in the terrific gloom 

Of the gigantic pyramid ? or who 

Rear'd its huge walls? Oblivion laughs, and says. 

The prey is mine— -They sleep, and never more 

'i'beir names shall strike upon the oar of man, 

*1 heir memory bursts lu fetters. 

Where is Rome t 

f!he lives but in the tale of other times ; 

Her i>roud pavilions are the hermit's home. 

And her long colonnades, her public walks. 

Now faintly echo to the pilgrim’s feet, 

Who comes to muse in solitude, and trace. 

Through tlie rank moss reveal’d, her honour'd 
dust. 

But not to KofiDe alone has fate confined 

The doom of rmn ; cities numberless, I 

Tyre, Sidon, Carthage, Babylon, and Troy, 

And rich Plusnicia— they are blotted out, ] 

Half.razcd firom memory, and their very name 
And Mug in dispute— Has Athens fellen ? 


♦ Alluding to the first astronomical observations : 
tnade by the Chaldean shepherds. i 


Is polish’d Greece become the savage seat, ' 
Of ’ignorance and sloth ? and shall we dare 


And empire seeks another hemisphere. [names 
Wliere now is Britain ?— Where her laurell'i 
Her palaces and halls? Dash’d in the dust, 

Some second Vandal liath reduced her pride. 

And with one big recoil hath thrown her back 

To primitive barbarity. Again. 

Through her depopulated vales, the scream 
Of blootU Superstition hollow rings, 

And the’si'ared native to the tempest howls 
The yell of de{>recation. O’er her marts, ' 
Her crowded jiorU, broods Silence ; and the cry 
Of the low curlew, and the pensive dash 
Of distant liillows, breaks alone the void. 

Kven as the savage sits upon the stone 
That marks where stood her capltols, and hears 
The bittern booming in the weeds, he shrinks 
From the dismaying solitude. — Her bards 
Sine in a language that hath perishwl ; 

And their wild harps suspended o’er their graves, 
Sigh to the desert winds a dying strain. 


Meanwhile the Art*, in lecond Infancy, 

Riv- m S'lme lii-.f.iiii clime, and llicn, pcrLhance, 
Some Inilil .idvfiiiiin-r, bird wiih g.>lili n dre.im>. 
SiiiTiiig his bark through irarkli"., .■•li(udr>, 
WTiere, to hiN ivamJering thought.., no daritih pi.n 
Hath ever plough’d lu-lore.— C'pu » live clitli. 

Of fallen Albion — To the land unknown 
He journey' jovful ; and lafliaps descries 
S.'ine vi-%iigi. ..fher anneni sialelliK-a : 

’I’hen he, with vam conjiciurp, nil', his mind 
Of till unheatd-ul’race, whi. h had arrived 
At science in that solitary nook, 

Far from the civil world ; and sagely sighs, 

And moralizes on the state of man. 


Still on its march, unnoticed and unfelf, 

Moves on our being. Wc do live and breathe. 
And we are gone. The spoiler heeils us not. 

We have our spring-time and our rottenness ; 
And as we fall, another raoc succeeds, 

To perish likewise. — Meanwhile Nature smiles— 
Tlie seasons run their round— The Sun fulfils 
His annual course — and Heaven and earth remain 
Still changing, yet unchanged— still doom’d to feel 
Kndlcss mutation in perpetual rest. 

Wliere are concealed the d^s which have elapsed 
Hid in the mighty cavern of the poet. 

They rise upon us only to appal. 

By indistinct and half-gJimpsed images. 

Misty, gigantic, huge, obscure, remote. 

Oh, it is fearful, on the midnight couch. 

When the rude rushing winds forget to rave. 

And the pale moon, that through the casern eii 
high 

Surveys the sleepless muser, stamps the hour 
Of utter silence, it is fearful then 
To steer the mind, in deadly solitude. 

Up the vague stream of probability ; 

To wind tfie mighty secrets of the jxtsf. 

And turn the key of Time !— Oh ! who can strive 
To comprehend the vast, the awfUl trutli. 

Of the eternUy that hath gone by, ' 

And not recoil from the dismaying sense 
Of human impotence ? The Hie of man 
Is summ’d in birth-days and in sepuhrhres : 

But tlio Eternal God had no lieginning ; 

He hath no end. Time had been with him 
For everlatting, ere the daedal world 
Rose from the gulf in loveliness. — Like him 
It knew no source, like him 'twas uncreate. 

What is it then ? The past Eternity ! 

We iminprehend & future without end ; 

We feel it possible that even yon sun 
May roll for ever : but we shrink amazed— 

We stand aghast, when we reflect that time 
Knew no commencement,— That heap age on agOi 
And million upon million, without end. 

And we shall never span the void of days 
That were, and arc not but in retrospect. 

The Past is an unfithoraable depth, 

B^ond the span of thought; 'tis an elapse 
Which hath no mensuration, but hath been 
For ever and for ever. 
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Change of dajs 

To US sensible ; and each rerolve 
of the recording sun conducts us on 
Farther in life, and nearer to our goal. 

Not so with Time,— mysterious chronicler, 

He knoweth not mutation centuries 
Are to his bein^' ““ » »rid davs 


He knowein not muiauun,— 

Are to his being as a day, and days 
As centuries.— Time past, and Time to c 
Are always equal ; when the world begat 
(iod bad existed from eternity. 


» come, 
began 


Now )o<* on man 

Muiids of ages hence.— Hath time elapsed 
Is he not standing in the self-same place 
Where once we sttxid ? — The same eternity 
H-fh g >np before him, and h yet to r^me ; 

Mi . ; >1 M not lif l.uiginr hpan tlian .mr,, 

I Ill^rlad^ of ages intervened ; 

I ..r •* ho c ill add lo what liaa neither sum, 

N jr 1 - und, nor source, nor estimate, nor end ? 
nil. uliO call coinp.iss the Almigliiy iiiiiid > 

\\ I’jji an uiiloi k the set rets of flie'lligli i 
111 -i-ccnlaiiono of ail aliiiude 
^luMiirii !■> ihi<, -iiir ri.-aioii 'lanik confess'd 
FiM'li.h, aiiil lUMgiiiiiraiil, .md mean. 

W 111! ■ an Apply the futile aigumeiil 
'>1 iiiiiie heiiigs to intinily ' 
lie iiiutni .i» will ciim|iress the universe 
1 01.1 (he hollow coiiivi.bM of a gourd, 

''I I .>!■ il nut liy human an : or hid the whale 
I'nnk u|' the st-a it >wims in ! — Can the les* 

I ■ ni on iln? greater * or the dark ubnure 
liiliild the gl i(n s "f meridian day ' 

U h It chies I'tiihi'opli) ii.ipart lo man 

Kill uiidis, uwr'd w . nders i* — I.vt h*-r wiar 

Even to her proudest heights— to where she caught 

The soul of Newton and of Socrates, 

,She but extends the scope of wild amaze 
And admiration. All lier leswmt end 
In wider views of Hod’s unfathom’d depths. 


Lo ! the unletter’d hind, who never knew 
To raise his mind excursive to the heights 
I )f aiistract contemplation, as ho sits 
<hi tlie green hillock hy the hedge-row side, 
W’hat time the insect swarms are murmuring. 
And marks, in silent ttiought, the broken clouds 
That fringe with loveliest nues the evening sky. 
Feels in his soul the hand of Nature rouse 


The thrill of gratitude, to him who form’d 
The goodly prospect } he beholds the (iod 
Throned in the west, and his reposing car 
Hears sounds angelic in the fitful breeze 
That floats through neighbouring copse of fairy 
brake, 

Or Ungers playful on the haunted stream. 

(io witti the cotter to his winter fire, 

W^here o’er the moors the loud lilaat whistles shrill. 
And the hoarse t>an-dog bays the icy moon j 
Mark with what awe he lists the wild uproar. 
Silent, and iiig with thought ; and hear him nless 
The God ttiat rides on the tempestuous clouds 
For his snug hearth, and all bis little joys: 

Hear him compare his happier lot with his 
Wfio bends his way across the wintry wolds, 

A poor night-traveller, wiiile the dismal snow 
^•ats in his face, and, dubious of his path. 

He stops, and thinks, in evc^ lengthening blast,' 

He hears some vilia^-mastinf’s distant howl. 

And sees, far-streaming, some lone cottage light ; 
z lien, undeceived, upturns his streaming eyes. 

And clasps his shivering hands ; or over^wer’d, 
oinks on the frozen ground, weigh’d down with 
sleep, 

f rom which the hapless wretch shall never wake, 
i bus the |Joor rustic warms his heart with praise 
And glowing gratitude, — he turns to.bless, 

A warmth, hi.s Maker and his God ! 

And shall it e’er be said, that a poor hind. 

Nursed in the lap of Ignorance, and bred 
^want ^d labour, (dews with ruibler zeal 
Maker's attribute^ while he 
Wb^starry (icienoein her cradle rock'd, 

'ffrb Ha dews, 

u f^fes upon the holy word, 

arroflanoe and pride, ' 

”®'='aro his lnfid21iiy, 

'®rd of Hosts? 

A mortd man to set up 


Against his Maker’s will ? The Polygar, 

^Vho kneels to sun or moon, compared with him 
Who thus perverts the talents he enjoys. 

Is the most bless’d of men ! — Oh ! I would walk 
A weary journey, to the furthest verge 
Of the big world, to kiss that good man’s hand. 
Who, in the blaze of wisdom and of art. 

Preserves a lowly mind ; and to his (k>d. 

Feeling the sense of his own littleness, 

Is as a child in meek simplicity I 

What is the pomp of learning ? the parade 

Of letters ana of tongues ? Even as tne mists 

Of tile gray mom before the rising sun, * 

That pass away and perish. 

Earthly tilings 

Are but the transient pageants of an liour ; 

And earthly pride is like the passing flower. 

That springs to fall, and hlassoms but to die. 

Tis as the tower erected on a cloud, 

HaseWss and silly as the school-boy’s dream. 

Ages and epochs tliat destroy our pride. 

And then record its downfall, what are thw 
Hut the i>oor creatures of man's teeming bftin ^ 
Hath Heaven its ages ? or doth Heaven preserve 
1 ts stated erM ? Doth the Omnipotent 
Hear of to-morrows or of yesterdays ? 

There is to flod nor future nor a past ; 

Tlironed in his might, all times to him are present ; 
He hath no lapse, no past, no time to come ; 

He sees before him one eternal norp. 

Time raoveth not 1— our being ’tis that moves. 

And we, swift gliding down life’s rapid stream. 
Dream of swift ages and revolving years. 

Ordain’d to chronicle our passing days ; 

So the young sailor in the gallant bark, 

.Scudding before the wind, beholds the coast 
Receding from his eyes, and thinks the while, 
Struck witli amaze, tliat he is motionless. 

And that the land is sailing. 

Such, alas 1 

Are the illusions of this Proteus life ; 

All, all Is false : through every phasis still 
’Tis stiadowy and deceitful. It assumes 
The semblances of thinn and specious shapes ; 

Hut the lost traveller might as soon rely 
On the evasive spirit of the marsh. 

Whose lantern beams, and vanishes, and flits, 

O’er bog, and rock, and pit, and hollow way, 

As we on its appearances. 

On earth 

There is nor certainty nor stable hope. 

As well the weary mariner, whose bark 
Is toss’d beyond Cimmerian Bosphorus, 

Where Storm and Darkness hold thejr drear do* 
main. 

And sunbeams never penetrate, might trust 
To expectation of serener skies. 

And linger in the very jaws of death. 

Because some peevish cloud were oi>ening, 

Or the loud storm had bated in its rage : 

As we look forward In this vale of tears 
To permanent delight— from some slight glitnpse 
Of shadowy unsubstantial happineu. 

The good man’s hope is laid far, far beyond 
The sway of tempests, or the furious sweep 
Of mortal desolation — He beholds 
Unapprehensive, Uic gigantic stride 
Of rampant Ruin, or the unstable wave* 

Of dark Vici8sitU(ie..r-Even in death,— 

In that dread hour, when with a giant pang. 
Tearing the tender fibres of the heart. 

The Immortal spirit struggles to he free, 

Then, even then, that hope forsakes him not, 

For it exists beyond the narrow verge 
Of the cold sepulchre — The petty joys 
Of fleeting life indignantly it spum’d. 

And rested on the bosom of its God. 

This is man's only reasonable hope ; 

AikI 'tis a hot>e which, cherish’d In the breast. 
Shall not be disappointed — Even he. 

The Holy One— Almighty— who elanced 
The rolling world alcjng its airy way. 

Even He will deign to smile upon the good. 

And welcome him to these celestial seats. 

Where joy attd gladness hold their changeless reiga* 
Thou, proud man, look upon yon sUrry vault, 
Survey the countless gems which richly stud. 

The Night's Imperial chariot i— Telescopot. 

Will show thee myriads more lyimimeroui 
'Than the sea sand each of those little lamps 
M the great souroe of light, the central sun 
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llound which some other mighty 8isterhoo«i 
Of planets travel, every planet stock’d 
With living beings imjiotent as thee. 

Now, proud inanl now, where is thy greatness fled? 
MTial art thou in the scale of universe? 

IjCSS, less than nothing! — Yet of thee the Ood 
Who built this wondrous frame of worlds is careful. 
As well as of the mendicant who begs 
The le.avings of thy talde. And shalt thou 
Lift up thy thankless spirit, and contemn 
His heavenly providence ! Deluded fool. 

Even now the thunderbolt is wing'd wifn death, 
Cvon now thou tolterest on the brink of hell. 

How insignificant is mortal man, 

Hound to tile hasty pinions of an hour ; 
liow poor, how trivial in the vast conceit 
Of infinite dnnti'm, houndless since ' 
li.id of the uiiiser>e ! Almighi> One 
Thou whodct Walk u|i>in me wi ogl'd wind^.i 
• *r with the si..inii iny rugged i lcsriotetr, 

Swirt and impetuous as the northern blast, 

Ridest from pole to i>ole ; Thou who dost hold 
7'he forked lightnings in thine awful grasp. 

And reinest in the earthquake, when thy wrath 
tioes down towards erring man, 1 wotdd address 
To Thee iny panting uman ; for of Thee, 

(ireat beyond comprehension, who thyself 
Art Time and Space, sublime Infinitude. 
t>f rf.ei,' ho-i Iven Ml.* song— With awe I kmel 
Treinblnig luliire the to*iL-*to.il of thy Kf\u‘, 
MvOimJ! mv I’atlier' — I will sing to Tliee 
A ^ymn ot laud, a solemn canticle, 

Ere'on the cypress wreath, which overshatles 
The throne or Death, I hang my mournful lyre. 
And ^ve its wild strings to the desert gale. 

Rise, Mil of Salem ! rise, and join the strain, 
.Sweep to accordant tones thy tuneful harp. 

And leaving vain laments, arouse thy soul 
Toexultation. Sing hosanna, sing, 

And hallelujah, for the Lord is great 
And full of mercy ! He has thought of man ; 

Yea, compass'd round with countless worlds, has 
thought 

Of we poor worms, that batten in the dews 
Of morn, and perish ere the noon-day sun. 

Wing to the Lord, for he is merciful : 

He gave the Nubian lion but to live, 

To rage its hour, and perish ; but on man 
He lavish’d immortality, and Heaven. 

The eagle falls from her aerial tower. 

And mingles with irrevocable dust ; 

But man from death springs joyful, 

Springs up to life and to eternity. 

On, that, insensate of the favouring boon. 

The great exclusive privilege bestow'd 
On us unworthy trifles, men should dare 
To treat with slight regard the prolFer’d Heaven, 
And urge the lenient, but All-Just, to swear 
In wrath, " They shall not enter in my rest.” 
Might I address the supplicative strain 
To thy high footstool, 1 would pray that thou 
AVonldst pity the deluded wanderers, 

And fold them, ere tttey perish, in thy flock. 

Yea, I would bid thee pity them, through Him, 
Thy welUbeloved, who, upon the cross, 

Bled a deatl sacrifice for human sin, 

A nd paid, with bitter agony, the debt 
Of primitive transgression. 

ph ! I shrink. 

My very soul doth shrink, when I reflect 
That the time hastens, when in vengeance clothed. 
Thou shalt come down to stamp the seal of fate 
On erring mortal man. Thy chariot wheels 
'Then shall rebound to earth's remotest caves. 

And stormy Ocean from his bed shall start 
At the appalling summons. Oh ! how dread. 

On the dark: eye of miserable man, 

Chasing his sins in secrecy and gloom, 

Will burst the effulgence of the opening Heaven ; 
When to the brazen trumpet's deafening roar. 

Thou and thy dazzling cohorts shall descend. 
Proclaiming the fulfilment of the word ! 

The dead shall start astonish’d from their sleep ! 
The sepulchres shall groan and yield their prey. 
The bellowing floods shall di.serabogue their charge 
Of human victims — From the farthest nook 
Of the wide world shall troop their risen souls, 

From him whose bones are hleechlng in the waste 
(>f polar solitudes, or him whose corpse. 

Whelm’d in the loud Atlantic’s vexed tides, 

Is wash’d on some Carribcan prominence, * 


To' the lone tenant of some secret cell ,,, 

In the Pacific’s vast • • • realm. 

Where never plummet’s sound was heard to part 
The wilderness of water ; they shall come 
’To greet tlie solemn advent ot the .luilge. 

Thou first shalt summon the elected saints, 

To tlii-ir .■ipporti..n’d He tveti ! and thy ''inn. 

At th> right blind, shall smile with consi loiis joy 
1 »n all hi» jtasl di-aressp-., whuii lur tln-m 
He I' .re humanitv’s ■.ev, re«t pniig«. 

I'hin sh.ilt tliou SI i/e iJic .ivengmi: -i.smiiar, 
And, with a roar as loud and horrible 
As the stern earthquake’s monitory voice. 

The wicked shall be driven to their abode, 

Down the immitigable gulf, to wail 
And gnash their teeth in endless agony. 


Rear thou aloft thy standard.— Spirit, rear 
Thy flig on high ' — Inviiurilile, and throned 
III uii|iarticjpated might. Behold 
l.'ariirs prouik-.t boasi<, tieni iih thy ■-ilenl , 
s«t-p|i heidlong ludc-irii. ii.m, iho'u the while. 
Hmnovfd .and heodle^-, ihoii il-i'.l hear the riiili 
Of mighty generations, as they pass 
To the broad gulf of ruin, and dost stamp 
’I'hy signet on them, and they rise no more. 

Who shall contend withTime — unvannuish’dTime 
TliP conqueror of conquerors, and bird 
tif devot.ation * — I.o ! the sh.adnws flv, 

'I he h-'iirs and 'lay*, and .\rars .md ceiiiiines, 

'I'll, y ilv, ihi v llv, and n inons rise ami I ill. 

The voung .ire old, the old are in their gravpi. 
lleard'-t th.iii (h.it shout r' |i rent the i imii' I 'kie . 
It n.,s the v.'iCc ofpc.iiile, — rniglil.v i r. aiU, 

Ag nn : 'll' lin-ird-Tioie spiaks, .ind nil is Inidi d , 
In tlie list mnititude H'.-w rtigns alo ie 
I 'nruilKsI solitude. 'I'hev nil ire still ; 

All— sot, the w le'le — llio liU’iilcnl.ilJe nin-s. 

>ull .'is tlio ground that sl.i)|i> tliur cold rein nn*. 

Rear thou aloft (hy stendanl — Spirit, roar 
Thy flag on high ! and glory in thv strength. 

But do thou know the season yet shall come. 

When from its base thine adamiuitine throne 
•^hall fumble: when thine arm shall cease to'tritrc. 
I li* Voice torcei its jit'inlylng r"''*er ; 

U hen •.jml* shall shout, an*! Timr ah'itl he no oi ” . 
Yea, he doth come— the mighty champion conies, 
Whose potent spear shall give thee thy neath wounJ, 
Shall erush the conqueror of conquerors. 

And desolate stem Desolation's lord. 

Lo ! where he cometh ! the Messiah comes ! 

The King ! the Comforter ! the Christ !— He come* 
To burst the lionds of death, and overturn 
'Pho power of Time — Hark I the trumpet’s bl.ast 
Kirig^ o’er the heavens ! They rise, the myriads rise— 
Even from their graves they spring, and burst tin 
chains 

Of torjior— Ho has ransom’d them, • • • 

Forgotten generations live again. 

Assume the bodily shajies they own’d of old, 
Beyond the flood ‘.—the righteous of their times 
Embrace and weep, they weep the tears of joy. 

'I'he sainted mother wakes, and in her lap 
Clasp.s her dear babe, the partner of her grave, 
And heritor with her of Heaven, — a flower) 

Wa.sh’d by the blood of Jesus from the stain , 

Of native guilt, even In Its early bud. 

And, hark ! those strains, how solemnly serene 
'J'hey fall, as from the skies — at distance fall— 
Again more loud — The hallelujah’s swell ; 

The newly-risen catch the ioynil sound ; 

They glow, they burn ; and now with one accord 
Bursts forth sublime from every mouth the song 
Of praise to (Jod on high, and to the Lamb 
Who bled for mortals. 


Yet there is peace for man.— Yea, there is peace 
Even in this noisy, this unsettled scene; 

When from the crowd, and from the city tkr, 
Haply he may be set (in his late walk 
I O’ertaken with deep thought) beneath the bouglis' 
I Of honeysuckle, when the sun is ^ne, 
i And with fix’d eve, and wistfiil, he surveys 
The solemn shadows of the Heavens sail, 

And thinks the season yet shall come, when Time 
I Will waft him to repose, to deep repose. 

Far from the unquietness of life— from noise 
And tumult fiir<-4)eyond the flying clouds. 
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Beyond the stars, and all this P^ng scrae. 

Where change shall cease, and Time bltall be no 
more. 


CHILDHOOD:* 

A POEM. 


PART I. 

PICTURED in memory’s mellowing glass how 
Our infant days, our infant joys to greet ; [sweet 
To roam in fancy in each cherish’d scene. 

The Tillace church-yard, and the village-green. 
The woodland walk remote, the greenwood glade. 
The mossy seat beneath the hawthorn sliade, 

T'v> white-wash’d cottage, where the woodbine 
grew. 

And all the favourite haunts our childhood knew 1 
How sweet, while all the evil shuns the gaxe. 

To view th’ unclouded skies of former days ! 


Beloved age of lnno<'ence and smiles. 

When each wing'd hour some new delight beguiles. 
■Whi n the gay heart, to life’s saec-i da.v-')iring true. 
Still iiniU some msec t pie tMirc to putme. 

Itle-sM ( )ii1dhoo<1, had l^Tlne Minply aill I sing. 
And iruin m)Si If the .inlets pit lure hting ; 

'I hese long-lost sti-nei to me the pd>t restore, 

Rath huiid'le fiiinj, euih yUiiswe now no mure. 
And ever> stump f.iimli.ir lo my sight 
Retails some iond ide.i of delight. 


This shrubby knoll was once my favourite seat; 
Here did I love at evening lo retreat. 

And muse alone, till in the vault of night, 

Ilesper, aspiring, show’d his golden light. 

Here once again, remote from human noise, 

I sit me tlott n to think of former joys ; [more. 
Pause on each st ene, each treasured scene, once 
And once again each infant walk explore. 

While as each grove and lawn I recognize, 

My melted soul suffuses in my eyes. 

And oh ! thou Power, whose myriad trains resort 
To distant strenes, and picture them to thought ; 
Whose mirror, held unto the mourner’s eye. 

Flings to his soul a liorrow'd gleam of joy ; 

Bless'd memory, guide, with linger nicely true, 

Bai k to my youth my retrospective view ; 

Recall with faithful vigour to my mind. 

Each face familiar, each relation kind ; 

And all the finer traits of them afford. 

Whose general outline in my heart is stored. 


In yonder cot, along whose mouldering wails, 

[n many a fold the mantling woodbine fidls, 
the village matron kept her little school, 

<>L'ntle of heart, yet knowing well to rule ; 

Maid was the dame, and m^est was her mien ; 
Her garb was coarse, yet whole, and nicely clean : 
Her neatly border’d cap, as lily fair. 

Beneath her chin was pinn'd with decent care; 
And pendent rutiles, of the whitest lawn, 

V, ancient make, her elbows did adorn, 
faint with old age, and dim were grown her eyes, 
Tif siiectacles their want supplies ; 
i nese does she guard secure in leathern case, 
from tlioughtless wights, in some unweeted place. 

Here first I enter’d, though with toil and pain, 
.7 vestibule of learning’s fane ; 

^ vrith pain, yet soon I found the way, 
i I'Oilsome, many a sweet display. 

Much did 1 grieve, on that ill-fated morn. 

Sever r school reluctant home : 

To the dame, though oft she tried 

‘gelling spiriU when I sigh'd ; 

To harshly she reproved, I wept. 

And thSi? 

Ought of tender home, where anger never 
^ Author’s earliest 

produi Uons ; w^tea About the age of 14. 


But soon inured to alphabetic tolls. 

Alert 1 met the dame with Jocund smiles; 

First at the form, my task for ever true, 

A little favourite rapidly I irtew : 

And oft she stroked iny liead with fond deli(^t. 
Held me a pattern to the dunce's sight ; 

And as she gave tny diligenoc its {iraise. 

Talk’d of the honours of my future days. 

Oh ! had the venerable matron thought 
Of all tlie ills by talent often brought ; 

Oould she liavc seen me when revolving years • 
Had brought me deeper in the vale of tears, 

Then had she wept, apd wish’d my wayward fate 
Had lieen a lowlier, an unletter’d state ; 

Wish’d that, remote from worldly woes and strife. 
Unknown, unheard, 1 might have pass’d thro’ life. 

Where, in the busy scene, by peace unbless’d, 
Shji^l the poor wanderer find a place of rest ? 

A lonely mariner on the stormy main. 

Without a hopi . the calms of peace to gain ; 

1 ong loss'd l>y itiiiiN -.1 oer the world s wide sliore, 
\l hell shall his spirit rest to tod no mure i'. 

Nut till iho light ti<.im of the mm shall lave 
The h.rnilv surt'a, e ol'hi, unaept grave. 

(. Iikidliuiul, lo ihet^ I turn, from IiIc’b alarms, 
.''irem.'i &ia-..iii of perpiiu.d laliiis,— 

'1 urn with delight, and bid ihe ji.issiuns ceai.r, 

.\iid jiiy to liiink uiih thee I liuled peace. 

.•>'<*<« I reign ot mnoi ence when no crime defiles, 
But 1 .11 li new ubiect brings attendant sinilo ; 

W bt II future evili never haunt the sight. 

But .tii IS pregnant with unmix'd delight ; 

■| u trill I turn, fr.-m riot and fri in iiiiise, 

1 urn to partake oi more lungenial joys. 

’Neath yonder elm, that stands upon the moot. 
When the rlo<-k spoke the hour of labour o’er, 
What clamorous throngs, what happy groups weie 
seen, 

In various |>o5tures scattering o’er the green ! 

Some shoot the marble, others join the chase 
Of self.made stag, or run the emulous race; 

While others, seated on the dappled grass, 

With doleful tales the light-wlng'd minutes pass. 
Well I remerntier how, with gesture starch’d, 

A band of soldiers, oft with pride we march’d ; 

For banners, to a tall ash we did bind 
Our handkerchiefs, flapping to the whistling wind; 
And for our warlike arms we sought tlie mead. 
And guns anti s^iears we made of brittle reed ; 
Then, in uncouth array, our feats lo crown. 

We storm’d some ruin'd pig-sty for a town. 

Pleased with our gay dis]>oTt8, the dame was 
wont 

To set her wheel before the cottage front. 

And o’er lier spectacles would often peer, 

To view our gambols, and our boyish geer. 

Still as she look’d, her wheel kept turning round. 
With its beloved monotony of sound. 

When tired with play, we’d set us by her side, 

(P'or out of school she never knew to' chide) — 

And wonder at her skill — well known to fame — 
For who could match in spinning with the dame ? 
Her sheets, her linen, which she show’d with pride 
To strangers, still her thriftness testified ; 

Though we poor wights did wonder much in troth. 
How ’twas her spinning manufactured cloth. 

Oft would we leave, though 'well-beloved,ouT play. 
To chat at homo the vacant hour away. 

Many’s the time I’ve scamper’d down the glade. 

To ask the promised ditty nrom the maid. 

Which well she loved, as well she knew to sing. 
While we around her form’d a little ring : 

She told of innocence foredoom’d to bleed. 

Of wicked guardians bent on bloody deed. 

Or little children murder’d as they slept; 

While at each pause we wrung our hands and wept 
Sad was such tale, and wonder much did we. 

Such hearts of stone there in the world could be. 
Poor simple wights, ah ! little did we ween 
The ills tiiat wait on man in life’s sad scene f 
Ah, little thaught that we ourselves should know. 
This world’s a world of weeping and of wol 

Beloved moment ! then ’twas first I caught 
The first foundation of romantic thought ; 

Then first I shed bold Fancy’s thrilling tear, 

Then first that poeqr channM mine infiuit ear, 

C 
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Soon itorcd with much of legendary lore. 

The (ports of Childhood charm’d my soul no more. 

Par flroin the scene of gayety and noise. 

Par, far from turbulent and empty joys, 

I hied me to the thick oVr-arching shade. 

And there, on mossy carpet, listless laid, 

Wiile at my feet the rippling runnel ran. 

The days of w'ild romance antique I’d scan ; 

Soar on the wings of fancy through the air, . 

To realnts of light, and pierce tlie radiance there. 


PART II. 


THERE are, who think that Childhood does not 
Vyith age the cup, the bitter cup of care : [•jhare 

Alas ! they know not this unhappy truth. 

That every age, and rank, is burn to ruth. 

From the first dawn of reason in the mind, 

M an Is foredoom’d the thorns of grief to find ; 

.\t every step has fartlier cause to know. 

The draught of pleasure still is dash'd with wo. 

Vet m the youthful breast for ever caught 
With some new oljject for romantic thought. 

The impression of the moment quickly flies. 

And with the morrow every sorrow dies. 

How different manhood 1 — then does Tliought’s 
control 

Sink every pan® still deeper in the soul ; 

Then keen .MTilction's sad unceasing smart 
Become* a painful resident in the heart ; 

And Care, whom not the g iyest can out-brave, 
Pursues its feeble victim to the grave. 

Then, as each long-known friend is summon'd 
hence. 

We feel a void no ioy can recompense, 

And as we weep oVr every new-made tomb, 

Wish that ourselves the next may meet our doom. 

Yes, Childhood, thee no rankling woes puwue. 

No forms of future ill salute thy view. 

No pangs repentant hid thee wake to weep, 

Hut halcyon peace protects thy downy sleep. 

And sanguine Hope, through every storm of life, 
Shoots her bright beams, and calms the internal 
strife. [shrine. 

Yet even roihid childhood’s heart, a thoughtless 
Affection’s little thread will ever twine; 

And though but frail may se<nn each tender tie, 
The soul foregoes them but with many a sigh. 

Thus, when the long-expected moment came. 
When forced to leave the gentle-hearted dame, 
Rcductant throbbings rose within rny breast. 

And a still tear my silent grief express'd. 

\Yhen to the public si hool compcll'd to go. 

What novel scenes did on my senses flow I 
There in each breast each active power dilates, 
AVhich broils whole nations, and convulses stales ; 
There reigns by turns alternate, love and hate. 
Ambition burns, and factious rebels prate ; 

And in a smaller range, a smaller sphere. 

The dark deformities of man apjiear. 

Vet there the gentler virtues kindred claim, 

Tnere Frlenddiip li^'lits her pure uniainied flame, 
'i'herr mild neMi-Vi>leli- ilelighi') Ui •iwril, 

.\n t -weet Cunleiiliiiirii r>->U> wiihuul her tell, 

A "I i.'iere, mill luariy a -i.iimy «r'iil, we find 
'i lie g >od of heart, the mU Ihgent of mind. 

'Twa.s there, O Georg® ! with thee 1 leam’d to join 
In Friendship's bands — in amity divine. 

Oh, nioul’nfui thought ! — Where Is thy spirit now ? 
As here I sit on favourite Logar’s brow, 

And trace below each well-remember’d glade. 
Where arm in arm, erewhile with thee 1 stray’d. 
Where art thou laid — on what untrodden shore. 
Where nought is heard save ocean’s sullen roar, I 
Dost thou in lowly, unlamented state. 

At lad repose from all the storms of fate ? 

Methinks I see thee struggling with the wave, 
Without one aiding hand stretch’d out lo save; 

See thee convulsed, tliy looks to heaven bend. 

And send thy parting sigh unto thy friend ; 

Dr where immeasurable wilds dismay, 

Porlom and sad thou bend’st tliy weary way, * 


While sorrow and disease with anguish rife. 
Consume apace the ebbing springs of life. 

Again I see his door against thee shut, 

! The unfeeling native turn thee from hi* hut ; 
j 1 sec thee, spent with toil and worn with grief, 

; bit on the grass, and wisii the long’d relief ; 

I Then lie thee down, tlie stormy struggle o’er. 

Thine on thy native land— and rise no more ! 

Oh ! that thou couldst, from thine august abode 
Survey thy friend in life’s dismaying road ; 

'fhat thou couldst see him at this moment here 
Emb.\lin thy memory with a pious tear, 

And hover o'er him as he gazes round, 
j Where all the sce'tes of infant Joys surround. 

Yes! yes! his spirit’s near!— The whix{Jt>rin;{ 
! breeze 

. Conveys his voice sad sighing on the trees : 
zVnd lo ! his form transparent I perceive, 

Horne on the gr.iy mist of the sullen eve : 

He hovers near, clad In the night’s dim robe, 
Wliile deathly silence reigns upon the globe. 

V’et ah ! whence couies this visionary scene ? 

’Tis Fancy’s wild aerial dream I woen ; 

By her inspired, when reason takes its flight, 

VVhat fond illusions beam iinon the sight ! 

•^h.- wivei her hind, and li,.; what forms appear ! 

\V I. ii III igic .iiiiiiii, , iluie the wondering e.ir ' 
Oiiii- mure ii’tr Jiiimt n pims do we ire-iJ. 

An-l the lold grave vicMb up its cherisli tl dead . 
While present sorrow’s banish'd tar away, 

Hn. h.iidi il a/ure gilds the pl.n Id diy, 

< >r in the fuiure's . l-iud eni irrli>i l.ii'e, 

F ur •. eiies '-t riliks to iMiiie v,e f.indly irace, 

.All 1 draw ininuit ly every llille wile, 

U tiioli shall tile fi-ailiery hours of time beguile. 

So when forlorn, and lonesome at her gate, 

The Royal Mary solitary sate, 

And view’d the’moon-beam trembling on the wave, 
And heard the hollow surge her prison lave. 
Towards France’s distant coast sin: bent her sight. 
For there her soul had wing’d its longing flight ; 
There did she form full many a scheme of joy, 
Visions of bliss unclouded with allov, 

AVhich briglit thro’ Hoi>e’s deceitful optics beam’d, 
And all became the surety which it seem’d ; 

She wept, yet felt, while all within was calm. 

In every tear a melancholy charm. 

To yonder hill, whose sides, deform’d and steep, 
J ust yield a scanty .sust'naiioe to the sheep, 

With thee, my friend, I oftentimes have sped. 

To see the sun rise from his healthy l>ed ; 

Tn watch the a-iavt cf the summer rnom, 

'siiiliiiig iip-.-ii the goIilcTi fields i-l'iom, 

And I i-lc delighted of superiur j *, 

Hcbfld iiiruugh *<ymp'jiby'j riii iunu-ii eyi-^ 

Witti oileiii ailmir.iii >11 ui't we view’d 

The myriad hOes o’er heaven's blue concave stre w'li ; 

The fleecy clouds, of every tint and shade, 

Round wliich the silvery sunbeam glancing ^day’d. 
And tke round orb itself, in azuie throne. 

Just peeping o’er the blue hill’s ridgy zone ; 

We mark'd delighted, how with aspect gay, 
Reviving Nature hail’d returning nay ; [headi. 
Mark’d how the flowerets rear’d their droot>i'u; 
And (he wild lambkins liotinded o’er the meads, 
While from each tree, in tones of sweet delight. 
The birds sung pieaiis to the source of light ; 

Oft have we watch’d the si>eckled lark ari.se, 

Leave his grass bed, and soar to kindred skivs, 

And rise, and rise, till the pain’d sight no more 
(Iwild trace him in his high aerial tour ; 

I'fiough on the ea^", at Intervals, his song 
Oairie w.aftod slow tlie wavy breeze along; 

And we have thouglit liow happy w«e our lot, 
Hless’d with some sweet, some solitary cot, 

Wliere, fkom the peep of day, till russet eve 
Hogan in every dell her forms to weave. 

We might pursue our sports from day to day, 

And in eacn other's arms wear life away. 

At sultry noon too, when our toils were done. 

We to the gloomy glen were wont to run ; 

There on the turf we lay, while at our feet 
■The cooling rivulet rippled softly sweet : 

And mused on holy theme, and ancient lore, 

Of deeds, and days, and heroes now no more ; 
Heard, as liis solemn harp Isaiah swept, 

Sung wo unto the wickea land— and wept; 
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Or, fancy-lcd— saw Jeremiah mourn 
Jii bolemn sorrow o’er .lude.i’s urn. 

Ttiemto another shore uerhnps would rove. 
With riato talk in his Ilyssian f^rove; 

( >r, wandering where the Thespian pal.ace rose, 
\V^e»“p once a^ain o’er fair Jocasta’s woes. 


It catches ail the Infant’s wandering tongue, 

.And prattles on in desultory s<jng. 

That song.must close — the gloomy mists of jiight 
Obscure trie pale stars’ visionary light, 

And ebon darkness, clad in vapoury wet. 

Steals on the welkin in pritnuival jet. 


>.«e. l ilu'ii to 111 wai that romantic hind, 

T l.f jiK le.il I. (.'i-'id. ol .-nr ii.iine l.oid^ 

I i.nalric llr.i. io iri, and Vua fnr, 

Ati'l lourtel>n^ ( oii-l -nice, d-nni'il to dirk di'.nair, 
|<\ tllrn^ oiir ilioiiuJii' i ii,t.igi-d . .nid oft wc talk I, 

1 1| i.iii'-s w hen iiion.ii ■ li '<11 |>i I -.tiii-iii -.t ilk il, 

A 'ill ulien till.' liliH'd Ir kii^rlo C'iin<-<' of H>>ine 
itr -'cht the gr ind Druid tahne to its doom : 

\t iiile, ivtiere the n iHnl-lmiig Mi in ji'> waters flow, 
I In' III! iry harj'ers iiuUi 'il the siiain of wu. 


AV’lnlc thus emiiloy’d, to us how sad the hell 
M'hich suinition’d us to school] ’’Twas Fancy’s 
And, sadly sounding on the sullen ear, [knell, 
it spoke oV study pale, and chilling fear. 

Vet even then, (for oh ! what chains can bind, 

’'1; iit nnwers control, the cnergi»*s of mind ') 
i I >1 iVii n wi ■..■ai il III 111 oi.V I height •ul-liine. 

And many a il.iy -dream ihurnrd the la/y inni. 


At evening too, how plca.sing was our walk. 
Endear’d by Friendshii/s unrestrained talk, 
tVhi'ii f ) the nplaml heights wehent our way, 

new iheliixt fdipario.g d ly . 

Mill* ,drn was all .o.niiid' lei jil.i,.iitl hree/e 
•sigh'd mid the nvy foli ige ot the trees, 
h'li iM w v- •.nil, •me will 11, wiili ilr.iw-j si.ng, 

'I he gr.iv ill w. uiid hls ■.nilei, h .rn along , 

Atnl sue when, lii.ird in miI'i. >. t nn rr> gl< e, 

‘I'he di I ml I hnr- Inhells' niill-"y K irinoiiy , 

'] hi 'ilyi r minor ni'ilie liii i>l l■l••ok, 

Th it mill till' Mifti d hris.m ii. -nil . ■ iirsc ••••.k ; 

1 III- rugtfi d nr. h, that . I i.pM ii' oi. ni ii.t. ■. 

With moss and rank weeds hanging down its 
sides : 

Tlic craggy rock, that Jutted on the sight; 

Tiie shrn-king hat, (hat took lt<i heavy flight ; 

III! was ]ir< gri'iht yyiih dinne deligiK. 

AVe I'liid I I w iK h the sw illovy .wtinmiiig high, 

I'l the l-riglit a/iir.' of the vanliid -ky ; 

t»r ga/.e upon tlie clouds, wlioso colour'd pride 

Was scatter’d thinly o’er the welkin wide. 

And tinged with such variety of shade. 

To the charm’d soul sublimest thoughts convey’d. 
In these what forms romantic did we trace, 

Wiiile Fancy led us o'er tiie realms of space ! 

Now we espied the Thundeier in his car, 

I e iding the cnihattlcd seraphim *o w-ir, 

'I III n ,1 itfly (,,1. i-r, (b-s, ril'd, •ubtiiiM Iv high, 
I'llii.ihii gTiiiiib nr I'row Ming i.iMlii -liv- 
er '.aw, will,- -iriichmg ,) i r'ihe a/nre hiight, 

■\ n-lge iifgl ,1 ,trs III iiiiir.il white, 

lliig,.ly (rrriib Hi.i ire o'l r, 

.And till* foil,! .1 i-iii- I .'.Il I Ii i.m mm, i >, s no inoi,.' 
t "t Ihnu art f, lie, ai'il I nin Ic-ll I- l -w , 

Alone to struggle tlirough tliis world ot wo. 

The scene is o’er- still seasons onward roll. 

And each revolve conducts me toward the goal ; 
Vet all is blank, witliout one soft relief. 

One endless continuity of grief ; 

And the tivi-d soul, now led to thoughts suhlime. 
Looks hut for rest beyond tiie bounds of time. 


Toil on, toil on, ye busy crowds, that pant 
For hoards of wealth which ye will never want ; 
And, lost to all but gain, with ease resign 
Fill- , dm, .'I pi n, o and lijp|ilne -> dimi,- ' 

1 ir ,.:l,er < nn-s I I- II, m.-— Men liiib i r..ie 
J ii this short journey to the silent grave , 

A nd tile jioor neasant, bless’d with i>eace and licallli, 
i envy iriore than (To'sus with liis wealth. 

' et grieve not I, that Fate did not decree 
1 aii-rnal acres to await on me ; 


1. gave nn. ritore, slu- ^.lari ,1 within iny I'rns 
A III .III w nil liMii- ,, 1 , 1 , bii'Nii. 

I l -.'k iir. ui.j iiln r, , on i-u-rv side. 
hki,-n<iii. ,,, priile ; 

And could tny sight he borne to either -/.one, 

-I should not find one foot of land my own. 


Rut whither do I wander ? ahall the muse, 
t or golden liaits, her simple theme refuse 
'I’l while the weary spirit greets 

t he laduig scenes of chlldhoofl’s far-gone sweets. 


The song must close. — Once more my adverse lot 
Leads me reluctant from this cherish’d spot ; 

Again coinjiels to {dunge in busy life, 

And liravc tlic hateful turbulence of strife. 

Scones of my youth— ore my iinwilling feet * 
Are turn’d for ever from this lovi-d retreat. 

Ere on these fields, with plenty cover’d o’er. 

My eyes are closed to ope on them no more, 

T.et me ejacnl itc, to feeling due, 

( (III- 1,-iig. on, I i.i .ill, i ii..i„iii- ailli-ii. 

(iraiii lli.ii. It i-ver I'rovnU-nie shoiiM pli-ase 
Tlkgi'e ini- .III .-Id .ig,; of pe.i, e ,ind e.i-ie, 

• ■riiif llul. III iht-,- s, ,iiii-i, I d -hjdi-s, iiiv il ;i,l 
May wear away in gr, dual decays ; 

And oh ! ye spirits, who unbodied play. 

Unseen upon the pinions of the day. 

Kind genii of inv native fields benign. 

Who were • • * • ’ 


FRAGMENT 

OK AN 

ECCENTRIC DRAMA, 

WRITTEN AT A VERY EARLY AUfc. 


THE DANCE OF THE CONSUMPTIVES. 

1 . 

ding-dong: ding-dong! 

Merry, merry, go the hells, 

Ding-dong ! ding-dong ! 

Over the heatli, over the moor, and over the dale, 
“ .Swinging slow with sullen roar,’’ 
Dance, dance aw .ty the jocund roundelay ! 
Ding-dong, ding-uong, calls us away, 


Round the oak, and round the elm. 

Merrily foot it o’er the ground ! 

The sentry ghost it st.inds aloof, 

So merrily, tn, rrily f '-t il roniid. 
Ding-dong ’ uii.g-di.iig ! 

Ml rry, ini iiy gn ilie btlU, 

Sw, lling In tiie nightly gale. 

The --i-iury gl-<i.|,' 

It keejis lU pohi. 

And soon, and soon our sports must failt 
Knt let us triji the nighilv ground, 

IV hile the iiii-iry, merry hi II.-, rii.g ri-und. 


Hark-i hark! the death-watch ticks ! 

JSe^ see, the winding-sheet 
Our dance is done. 

Our rare is run, 

And we must lie at the alder's feet ! 

Ding-dong, ding-dong. 

Merry, merry go the hells. 

Swinging o’er the weltering wave ! 

Ana we must seek 
Our death-beds bleak, 

Where tlie green sod grows upon the grave. 

Thty i<ani»h — The Goddcaa of Conaitmption deatfuJe. 
habitid in a sky-blue Robe, attended by mouriij'm 
Muaic. 


Come, Melancholy, sister mine I 
Cold the dews, and chill the night I 
Come from thy dreary shrine ! 

The wan moon climbs the heavenly height. 
And underneath the sickly ray, 

Troops of squalid spectres play. 
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And the dying mortals’ groan 
Startles the night on her du&ky throne. 

Come, come, sister mine 1 
Gliding on the pale mooih-shine : 

We’ll nde at ease. 

On the tainted breere, 

A nd oh 2 our sport will be dirine. 

t%e Goddett qf Melancholia advancei out qf a deep 
Oden tft the rear, habited in Blacky and covered 
with a thick Veil—She speaks 


« Sister, from my dark abode, 

Vn»ere nests tlie raven, siu the toad, 
Hither 1 come, at tliy command : 

Sister, sister, join thy hand 2 
Sister, sister, join thy hand ! 

I will smooth tlie way for thee. 

Thou shall furnish food for me. 

Come, let us speed our way 
Where the troops of spectres play. 

To charnel -houses, church-yards drear. 
Where Death sits with a horrible leer, 
A lasting grin, on a throne of bones. 
And skim along the blue toinb-st mes. 

Come, let us speed away. 

Lay our snares, ana spread our tether 2 
1 will smooth the way for thee. 

Thou shall furnish food for met 
And tile grass shall wave 
O'er many a grave, 

VMiere youth and beauty sleep together. 


CONSUMPTION. 

Come, let us speed our way ! 

Join our hands, and spread our tether 2 
I will furnish food tor thee, 

Thou Shalt smooth the way for me ; 
And the grass shall wave 
O’er many a grave. 

Where youth and beauty sleep together. 


MELANCHOLY. 


Hist, sister, hist ! who comes here ? 
Ob ! 1 know her bv that tear, 

By that blue eye’s languid ^lare. 

By her skin, and by her hair 
She is mine. 

Aud she is thine, 

Now the deadliest draught prepare* 


CONSUMPTION. 

In the dismal nignt olr dress'd, 

I will creep into her breast : 

Flush her check, and bleach her skin. 

And feed on the vital fire within. 

Lover, do not trust her eyes,— 

When they sparkle most, she dies 2 
Mother, do not trust her breatli,— 

(Comfort she will breathe in death 2 
F'ather, do not strive to save her, — 

She is mine, and I must have her! 

The coffin must be her bridal l>ed ; 

The winding-sheet must wrap her head ; 

The wliispering winds must o’er her sigh. 

For soon in the grave the maid must lie. 

The worm it will riot 
On heavenly diet, 

UTicn death has deflower'd her eye. 

[They vanish. 


1 Thou dost pursue thy solitair course ? 

Has thv Endvmion, smooth-faced boy, forsook 
Tiiy widow'd breast — on which the s]toiler oft 
Has nestled fondiy, while the silver clouds 
Fantastic pillow'd thee, and tlie dim night. 
Obsequious to thy will, encurtiiin'd round 
With its thick fringe thy couch ?— Wan traveller, 
How like thy fate to mine !~Vet I have still 
One heavenly hope remaining, which thou lack's! 

I My woes will soon be buried in tly; grave 
Of kind forgetfulness:— my journey here. 

Though it be darksome, joyless; and forlorn. 

Is >vt but short, and soon my weary feet 
Will greet the peaceful inn of lasting rest. 

Bur thou, unhappy Queen 2 art doom’d to trace 
Thy lonely walk in the drear realms of night. 
While many a lagging age shall sweep beneatli 
The leaden pinions oi unshaken time ; 

Tliough not a hope shadl spread its glittering hue 
To cheat thy steps along the weary way. 

O that the sum of human happiness 
Should be so triliinp, and so frail withal, 

That when possess’d, it is but lessen'd grief; 

And even then there's scarce a sudden gust 
That blows across the distnai waste of life. 

But bears it ironi the view, — l>h 2 who would 
shun 

The hour that cuts from earth, and fear to preaa 
Tlie caliii and peaceful pillows of the grave. 

And yet endure the various ills of life. 

And dark vicis>itudes ! — Soon, I hope, I feel. 

And am assured, that I shall lay my head. 

My weary aching head, on its last rest. 

And on my lowly bed tne grass-green sod 

Will flourish sweetly — And then they will weep 

That one so young, and what they’re pleaitea to 

So beautiful, should die so soon — And tell 
How painfht Disappointment’s canker’d fang 
Wither’d the rose upon my maiden cheek. 

Oh, foolish ones ! why, I shall sleep so sweetly, 
X.aid In my darksome grave, that they themselves 
M ight envy mo my rest ! — And as for them. 

Who, on the score of former intimacy, 

May thus remembrance me— tliey must themselTei 

Successive fall. 


Around the winter fire 
(When out-a-doors the biting frost conroals. 

And shrill the skater’s irons on the poof 
Ring lou(L as by the moonlight he iterforma 
His graceful evolutions) they not long 
Shall sit and chat of older times, and feats 
Of early youth, but silent, one by one, 

Shall drop into their shrouds — Some, in their age. 
Ripe for the sickle ; others young, like me, 

Aud falling green teneath th’ untimely stroke 
Thus, in short time, in the church-yara forlorn. 
Where 1 shall lie, friencu will lay them down. 
And dwell with me, a happy family. 

And oft ! thou cruel, yet beloved youth. 

Who now hast left me bopeles.s here to mourn. 

Do thou but shed one tear upon my corse, 

And say that I was gentle, and deserved 
A better lover, and I shall forgive 
All, all thy wrongs and then do thou forget 
I'he hapless Margaret, and tm as b’ess’d 
As wisn can make theo— Laugh, and play, and 
sing, 

Witli thy dear choice, and never think of me. 


Vet hist, I hear a step.— In this dark wood— 


fThi/e CONSUMPTION speaks, ANGELINA 
enters. 


TO A FRIEND. 


ANGELINA. 

ITitli* what a silent and dejected pace 
Dost thou, wan Moon 2 upon thy way advance 
Jo the blue welkin's vault 2 — Pale wanderer 2 
Hast thou too felt the pangs of hopeless lore. 
Tbit thus, with such a melancholy grace, 


• With how sad steps, O moon 2 thou climb'st 
the skies. 

How ailently and with how wan a face 2 

Bir P. aidney.' 


written at a very early ale. 


I’VE read, my friend, of Dioclcslan, 

And many other noble (irecian, 

Who wealth and jialaces resign’d. 

In cots the Joys or peace to find.; 
MaximUn'. meal of tumlp-io]>s, 

\ I)l>gu.tlng f.'iij III dalniv riiriii.,) 

've .iIbo read of, wnhout wonder; 

But such a curs^ egregious blunder. 

As that a roan of wit and sense. 

Should leave his books to hoard op pen«e«— 
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Forsake the loved AoniUTi maidS) 

Fur all the petty tricks of tradt?8, 

I iievur, cither now, or long since. 

Have heard of such a piece of nonsense ; 
a'hat one who learning’s joys hath felt, 

And at the Muse’s altar knelt, 

Should leave a life of sacred leisure, 

To taste the aci uniulating pleasure; 

\iiJ tiicl uii'irpli li'-api ilh I du. 

liMl..jd.Ml kiMdr..dM,... k. 

Oh ! ’tis beyond my comprehension ! 

A courtier throwing up ids pension,— 

A lawyer working without a fee,-- 
A ji.irson giving charity,— 

A truly pious niothodist preacher, — 

Are not, egad, so out of nature. 

H ,d natnri made thee half a fool. 

K'li g'^eii lln e nil keiji a m h-i -l, 

I li wl ic't sfare t it thy hackshding: 

Ih.i tall- 'Ill's s*ii I r.in l.■■nfide in, 

\t hi-ii w.ll I kii.-* H'v jii^l pretence 
..r-i v.lid .in-l lA iliiil Mil c, 

When well 1 know tliat on thy head 
Philosophy her lights hath shetl, 

I stand aghast ! thy virtues sum too. 

And wonder what this world will come to ! 

Yet, whence this strain? shall I repine 
That thou alone dost singly shine ? 

Shall I lament that thou alone. 

Of men of part ■, hast prudence known ? 


Why to thy votaries dost thou give to feel 
So keenly all the scorns — the jeers of life ? 

Wh^ not endow them to endure the strife 
With apathy’s invulnerable steel. 

Of self-content and ease, each torturing wound 
to heal ? 

11. 

Ah ! who would taste your self-deluding joys. 
That lure the unwary to a wretched doom, 

That hid fair views and flattering hopes arise,* 
Then hurl Ihem hci-'lltinff to a l-astin^ t-'inh 

Whii li.e. ii iri.i talii.hlc iJ.ihv iiLUm>un 
T pir-iAi n III paths ih ,i U-ad to wu ■' 

W'h if r'ln indiici- them in that rout to go. 

And died lu misery, jioor and wo-begone. 

• III. 

Vet can I ask what charms in thee are found ; 

I, tah-ihavi dr.iiil. fi -'ll ihitici ih- real rill. 

And lasl.sl all (In pl-.i- iir, s that abound 
Hp-Iii Parnassus' leu .1 .\ im m lull ■' [thrill ! 

r, tliroiii;h whose 3--nl the Mules’ i-triins aye 
till ' I il-i ltd the sp,.|l Ujih whil h I'm in, I ; 

An-l iln-iigli 'iiir annul, tearful Morie. tell. 

:|.iw "s iv.it;.- I.tiigui-ih'd, and Imw i.ltw i> di, ■!, 

Vet must I persevere, let whate’er will betidu. 


TO LOVE. 


LINES 

ON KKAOtKG THE I'OKM.S OF WAUTON. 
Age Fnurteen. 


OH, Warton ! to thy soothing shell, 
'Stretch’d remote in hermit l ell, 

Where ihe hr-.'-jk runs hahhlmg hy 
P'lr cVrr I < i-ul'l ll.li-ii'iiU lie . 

And, call mug Jl the I'tluse's tire. 

Hold I'.'nverse m nii the tuiiilul ijum . 

Wh-it pic-ieing Ihemei thy p-iiro adorn, 
'I he riiihiv <iri jk . -'I < he. rtiil l■l"ln, 

'I he I' i-i'iral iiii'i , I In- od,- sui.imic. 

A nd 'Mel nil h-'U'. iii"iiriifiil • liniie ’ 

P I- h tailh UL-V 'iili d gr.ii shine, 

111 Uiy f»tr 1-j.ily iim .. 


I 

WHY should I blush to own I love ? 
’Tis Love that rules the realms above. 
Why should I blush to say to all, 

That Virtue holds my heart in thrall ? 

II. 

Why should I seek the thickest shade. 
Lest I,ove’s clear secret be betray’d ? 
W'^hy the stern brow deceitful move, 
Wlren I am languishing witli love ? 

III. 

Is it weakness thus to dwell 
On passion that 1 dare not tell ? 

Such weakness I would ever prove : 
’Tis painful, though 'tis sweet to lore. 


Thy Muse deserves the lasting meed; 
Attuning sweet the Dorian reed, 

Now the love-lorn swain comphiins, 
And sings his sorrows to the plains ; 
Now the sylvan scones appear 
'I'lirc-ugh all the rh.mgcs of the year; 

' ‘r Ihr eii.-gi 1C -ir nil 


ftottly sings of mental pain. 

And mournful diapasons sail 
On the faintly-dying gale. 

Hut, ah ! the soothing scene is o’er 
On middle flight we cease to soar. 

For now the muse assumes a bolder sweep. 
Strikes on the lyric string her sorrow's deeji. 
In strains unheard before. 

Now, now the rising fire thrills high, 

Wow, now to heaven’s high realms we lly. 
And every throne explore ; 

The soul entranced, on mighty wings 
With all the poet's heat up springs. 

Anil loses earthly woes ; 

Till alt alarm'd at the giddy height, 

Ihe Muso descends on gentler flight. 

And lulls the wearied soul to soft repose. 


TO THE MUSE. 

WRITTEN AT THE AGE OP FOURTEE 


maid, In whose unhappy train 
Chill poverty and misery are seen, 
cir 11?^ j discontent, the unhappy bane 
* life, and blackener of each brighter scene. 


THE WANDERING BOV. 

A SONG. 

I. 

WHEN the winter wind whistles along the wild 
moor, 

1 And the cottager shuts on the beggar his door ; 
i Wlicn the chilling tear stands in my comfortletM 

j Oh, how hard is the lot of the Wandering Boy I 

I 

I The winter is cold, and I have no vest, 

I And iny heart it Is cold as it beats in my breast ; 

• No father, no mother, no kindred have I 
I For 1 am a parentless Wandering Boy. 

HI. 

Yet I had a home, and I once had a sire, 

A mother who granted each Infant desire ; 

Our cottage it stOod in a w'ood embower’d vale 
Where the ring-*dove would warble its Borro.»ful 
tale. 

IV. 

But my father and mother were summon’d away, 

I And they left me to hard-heartetl strangers a prey ; 

I fled from their rigour with many a siA, 

: And now I’m a poor liltle Wandering Boy. 
i V. 

' The wind It is keen and the snow loads the gale, 

I Ahd no one will list to my innocent tale ; 

; I’ll go to the grave where my parents both He, 

And death shall befiriend the poor Wandering Boy 
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FRAGMENT. 


- The western g.ile, 


Sflld as the kisses of connubial lore. 

Flays round my lanpuid limbs, as all dissolved. 
Beneath the ancient elm’s fantastic shade 
I lie, exhausted with the noontide heat : 

While rippling o’er his deep-worn ))ebble bed. 


5^e rapid rivulet rushes at mv feet, 
Dispensing coolness — On the frinKcd marpe 
Full many a floweret rears its head,— or pink. 


Or gaudy daffodil — ’Tis here, at noon, 

•The buskin’d wood-nymphs from the heat retire, 
And lave them in the fountain ; here secure 
From Pan, or savage satyr, they disjnirt ; 

Or stretch’d snpinel> on the velvet turf. 


Lull'd by the laden bee. oi sultry fly, 
te Uie god of slumber. * • * 


Invoke t] 


110 


And, hark ! how merrily, from distant tower. 
Ring round the village bells ! now on the gale 
They rise with gradual swell, distinct and loud ; 
Anon they die upbn the pensive ear, 

Melting in faintest music. — They bespeak 
A day of jubilee, and oft they bear. 

Commix’d along the unfrequented shore. 

The sound of villa^fe dance and tabor loud. 
Startling the musing ear of Solitude. 


Wafted in varving cadence, by the shore 

Of the siill twinkling river, they licspeak 
A day of jubili e. 

An ancient iioliday. 

And, lo ! the rural revels are l>egnn. 

And gaily ei hoing to the laughing sky. 

On the smooth-shaven green. 

Resounds the voice of Mirth. 

Alas ! regardless of the tongue of Fate, 

That tells them 'Us but as an hour since thsy 
Who now are in their graves. 

Kept up the Whitsun dance. 

And that another hour, and they must fall 

Like those who went before, and sleep as still 
Beneath the silent sod, 

A cold and cheerless sleep. 

Yet why should thoughts like these intrude i 
scare 

The vagrant Happiness, when she will deign 
To smile upon us here, 

A transient visitor ? 


Rfortals ! be gladsome while ye have the power, 
And laugh and seize the glittering lapse of joy ; 
In time t.*ie bell will toll 
That warns ye to your graves. 


Such is the jocund wake of Wldtsuntide, 

When happy Superstition, gabbling eld ! 

Holds her unhurtftil gambols. — All the day 
The rustic revellers iny the mazy dance 
On the smooth-shaven green, and then at eve 
Commence the harmless rites and auguries ; 

And many a tale of ancient days goes roimd. 

They tell of wizard seer, whose potent siiells 
Could hold in dreadful thrall the labouring moon. 
Or draw the fix’d stars from their eminence. 

And still the midnight tempe&t.-^-Then anon 
Tell of unchamell’d spectres, seen to glklo 
Along the lone wood’s unfrequented path. 
Startling the ’nighted traveller ; while the sound 
Of undistinguish"d murmurs, heard to come 
From the dark centre of the deep’ning glen, 

Struck on his frozen ear. 

Oh, Ignorance! 

Thou' art feU’n man’s best friend ! With thee he 
speeds 

In frigid apathy along his way. 

And never does the tear of agony 

Burn down his .scorching cheek ; or the keen steel 

Of wounded feeling penetrate his brea.st. 

Even now, as leaning on this fragrant hank, 

I taste of all the keener happiness 

Which sense refined affords— Even now my heart 

Would fain induce me to forsake the world. 

Throw off these garments, and in shepherd's 
weeds. 

With a small flock, and short suspended reed, 

To sojourn In the woodland.— Then my thought 
Draws such gay pictures of ideal Miss, 

That I could almost err in reason’s spite. 

And trespass on niy judgment. 

Such is life ; 

The distant prospect always seems more fair. 

And when attaihM, another still succ^s, 

Far fairer than before, — yet compass'd round 
With the same dangers, and the same dismay. 

And we poor pilgrims Hi this dreary maze, 

Still discotitented, chase the fairy form 
Of unsv'bstantJal Happiness, to find, 

Wlien life itself is sinking in the strife, 

Tis but an airy bubble and a cheat. 


I to the woodland solitude will bend [shon 

My lonesome way— where Mirth’s obstreperok 
Shall not intrude lo break 
The meditative hour. 

There will I ponder on the state of man. 

Joyless and sad of heart, and consecrate 
'I'his day of jubilee 
To sad reficctiun’s shrin(^; 

Ami I will cast my fond eye far beyond 
This world of care, to where the steeple loud 
Sh.ill rock above the so<i, 

Where 1 shall sleep in peace. 


CANZONET. 


I. 

MAIDEN ! wrap thy mantle round thee, 
(lold the rain beats on tiiy brea.st : 

Why should Horror's voice astound thee ? 
Death can bid the wretched rest ! 

All under the tree 
Thy bed may he, 

And tliuu inay’st slumber peacefully. 

II. 

Maiden ! once gay Pleasure knew theel 
( Now thy cheeks are pale and deep 

j Love has been a felon to thee. 

I Yet. poor maiden, do not weep; 
There’s rest for thee 
All under the tree, 

I Where thou wilt sleep most peacefully. 


COMMBNCEMENT OP A FORM 


ON DESPAIR. 


ODE. 

WRITTEN ON WHIT-MONDAY. 

HARK^! how the merry bdU ring Jocund nmod 
And now they die upon the veering bre^ i * 
A non they thunder loud 
Pull OD tlie musing ear. 


SOME to Aonian lyres of silver sound 
With winning elepnee attune their song, 
Form’d to sink lightly on the soothed sense, 

And charm the soul with softest harmony ; 

’Tis then that Hmie with sanguine eye is teen 
Roving through Fancy’s gay mturity ; 

Her heart light dancing to the sounds of pleasure, 
Pleasure of days to come.— Memory, too, tbeu 
Comes with her sister. Melancholy sad, 

Peiuivel/ mu&ing on the scenes otVou^t 



31 


TO TXB WnarS.-ATBAlTATOS. 


Fcene* n«vcr to return.* 

Such subjects merit poets used to raise 
Tlie attic verse harmonious ; but tor me 
A dreadlirr theme demands >nv backward hand. 
And bids me strike the strings of dissonance 
With frantic enerjo'. ^ , 

•Tis wan Despair 1 sine ; if ung I can 
Of him before whose lilast the voire of Rone, 

And Mirth, and Hope, aiul Happiness all tly. 

Nor ever dare return. His notes are heard 
At noon of nipht, where on the coast of blood. 

The laceratea son of Angola 

Howls forth his siitrerlngs to the moaning wind ; 

And, when the awful silence of the night 

Strikes the chill death dew to the murderer’s heart. 

He sneaks in every conscience-prompted word 

llalf utter'd, half suppress’d — 

’ Tis him I sing- Despair— terrific name, 

SinkiPi; unsit-adiiN the ircinuii.us , herd 
< i( iiiii<-r<-U9 li rr.ir — ill-, .jrd in the -ouiid . 

For to a theme revolting a.s is this, 

D ’l'e not I woo the maids of harmony, 

love t.-. sit iT,,-l nf.-h the s.-.rfhing «)und 
I u 1' r.- dl.' li III. ..r me in.irini i-iigk-, 
t .lUinr the li-li- I.. ihi tieid el glors, 

A I'd til ii.k hull Will, ill isi- if hi,;h i m|>ri-e. 

,\nd w.niike iriiiii.( h Mil l'r..iii >■ i iio like iiniiu 
Shrink tin , .id rgi.inl. .Hid ib if-. I the bird 
U ho darca'io SMiii.l il e Imll.-w i.m. . i.f ht-rii.r. 

Ill-Ill e, llieii, -lift m.iid-. 

And woo flip silken zephyr in the bowers 
Hy Heliconla’s su . -i-invlting stream : 

For aid like yours 1 si'ek not ; ’tis for powers 
Of darker hue to inspire a verse like mine ! 

"J’is work for wizards, sorcerers, and fiends ! 

Hifher, yc furious imps of Acheron, 

Nurslings of hell, and ladngs shunning light. 

And all the myriads of the ourning concave ; 

Souls of the tlamned Hither, oh '. come and join 
The infernal chorus. ’Tis I>espair I sing ! 

He, whose sole tooth inflicts a deadlier pang 
Than all your tortures join’d. Ring, sing Despair ! 

a ieat the souiul, and cclclirate his power ; 

le shouts, st'reams, and agonizing shrieks, 

‘Till the loud pa-an ring through hell’s high vault. 

And the remotest spirits of the deep 

Leap &om the lake, and join the dreadfUl song. 


TO THE WIND, 

AT MIDNIGHT. 


NOT unfamiliar to mine ear, 

Blasts of the night ! ye howl as now 
My shuddering casement loud 
With fitful force ye beat. 

Mine ear has dwelt In silent awe. 

The howling sweep, the sudden rush; 
And when the passing gale 
Pour’d deep the hollow dirge. 


THE EVE OP DEATH. 

IRREGULAR. 

I. 

SILENCE of death —portentous calm. 

Those airy forms that yonder fly. 

Denote that your void fore-runs a storm. 

That the hour of fate is nigh. 

* '^1 on the dim mist borne, 

I he Spirit of battles rear his crest ! 

* I see, that ere the morn, 

A .va forsake its hated rest, 

And the widow’d wife of Larrcndlll will beat her 
caked breast. 




II. 

O'er the smooth bosom of the sullen deep, 

No softly milling zephyrs fly ; 

But Nature sleeps a deathless sleep. 

For the hour of battle is nigh. 

Not a loose leaf waves on the dusky oak. 

But a creeping stillness reigns around ; 

Except when the raven, with ominous croak. 

On the ear does unwelcornely sound. 

I know, I know what this silence means ; ^ 

I know what the raven saith— * 

Strike, oli, ye bards ! the melancholy harp. 

For this is the eve of death. 

III. 

Behold, how along the twilight air 
The shades of our fathers glide ! 

Tl»re Morven Geti, with the blood-drench ’d hair. 
And Culma with gray side. 

No gale around Its coolness tlings. 

Yet satlly sigh the gloomy trees ; 

And, hark ! how the harp’s unvhited strings 
Sound sweet, as if swept by a whispering breeze I 

’Tis done ! the sun he has set in blood ! 

He will never set more to the brave ; 

Let us pour to the hero the dirge of death — 

For to-morrow he liies to the grave. 


THANATOS. 


OH ! who would cherish life. 

And cling unto this heavy clog of clay. 

Love this mde world of strife, 

Where glooms and tempests cloud the fairest day ; 
And where, 'neath outward smiles, 
Conceal’d, the snake lies feeding on Its prey. 
Where pitfalls lie in every flowery way. 

And sirens lure the wanderer to their wiles ! 
Hatefbl it is to me. 

Its riotous railings and revengefbl strife; 

I’m tired with all its scremns and brutal shouta 
Dinning the ear away— away with life! 

And welcome, oh 1 thou silent maid, 

Who in some foggy vault art laid, 

Where never day-Iigiit’s dazzling ray 
Comes to disturb thy dismal sway ; 

And there amid unwholesome damps dost sleep. 
In such forgetful slumbers deep, 

Tltat all thy senses stunified. 

Are to marble petiifieu. 

Sleepy Death, I welcome thee ! 

Sweet are thy calms to misery. 

Poppies I will ask no more. 

Nor the fatal hellebore ; 

Death is the )>est, the only cure, 

His are slumbers ever sure. 

Lay me In the Gothic tomb. 

In whose solemn fretted gloom 
1 may He in mouldering state. 

With all the grandeur of the great: 

Over me, magnificent. 

Carve a stately monument : 

Then thereon my statue lay. 

With hands in attitude to pray. 

And angels serve to hold ray head. 

Weeping o’er the father dead. 

Duly too at close of day, 

Let the pealing organ play ; 

And while the harmonious thunders roll. 

Chant a vesper to my soul : 

Thus how sweet my sleep will be. 

Shut out flrom thoughtful misery ! 


ATH ANATOS. 


AWAY with Dcath-away 
With all her sluggish sleeps and chilling damp^ 
Impervious to the day. 

Where Nature sinks into inanity. 

How can the soul desire 
Such hateful nothingness to crave, 

And yield with joy the vital fire, 

To moulder in the grave i 



sz a. K. wazTS’s posms. 


Yet mortal life is sad, 

Etem&l storms molest its sullen sky ; 

And .sorrows ever rife 
Drain the sacred fountain dry— . 

Away with mortal life ! 

But, hail the calm reality. 

The seraph Immori.ality ! 

Hail the Heavenly bowers of peace ! 

Where all the storms of passion cease. 

Wild r.lfe's di im iyinp struCKle o’er, 

( The we.iHed spirii v.,.eiii no in-ire;, 

Jiut wens the Hern il .mile ol >■>, 

T.a»tmc Mis, uiih'.ui .illfv. 

Welci'ine, welcome. Inppy bowers. 

Where no pi ..mu leiiipest lo«er,. 

But the a/on- Ik dvi-n, displ.ty 
The tverl islnit; smile ot ilav , 

Uliere ihi . horil ser ipb « loir 

Strike to jirai.se the harmonious lyre ; ' 

And the spirit sink, i.i e.iv-, 

l.ull <1 bt Jist.int s\ III phonies. 

Mb : to iliink of in.-Hini; there 

The friends whose cr.ive. re<eiv..d ..iir tear. 

The daughter loveil, the wlte adoietl, 

To our widow’d arms restored ; 

And all the joys which death ^d sever, 
(jiven to us again for ever ! 

Who would < I'nB’ to wretched life. 

And hug tile pmsoti’d thorn •■i siriii*: 

Who woulii not long from etrtb to ils, 

A sluggish S' nse.r'vs lump t • he, 

When the gl iil'-U. |>ri-s|Ks t lua 
Full before m, raptured eyea 


MUSIC. 


Writttn lettveen the ages of Fourteen atid Fifteen, 
with a few subsequent verbal oflcratiun*. 


MITSIC, all powcrftil o’er the human mind, 

Can still each mental storm, each tumult cnlm, 

SooUto ansious Care on sUs pN-ss cuu. Ii rc» lin, d, 
.\nd even nerte Anger's lunous rage dis.trni. 

At her command the various passions lie ; 

She stirs to battle, or she lulls to {>cace ; 

Melts the charm’d soul to thrilling ecstacy. 

And bids the Jarring world’s harsh clangour cease. 

Her martial sounds can fainting troops inspire 
With strength unwonhxl, and enthusi,asm raise ; 

Infuse new ardour, and with youthful lire 
Urge on the warrior gray with length of days. 

Far better she, when, with her soothing lyre. 

She charms the falchion from the savage grasp. 

And melting into nity vengeful Ire, 

Looses the bloody breastplate’s iron cla.sp. 

With her in pensive mood I long to roam. 

At midnigiit’s hour, or evening's calm decline. 

And thoughtful o’er the falling streamlet’s foam, 

III calm Seclusion’s hermit<walks recline. 

Whilst mellow sounds from distant copse arise. 

Of softest flute or reeds harmonic join’d. 

With rapture thrill'd each worldly pavslon dies. 

And pleased Attention claims the passive mind. 

Soft through the dell the dving strains retire. 

Then burst majestic in the varied swell ; 

Now breathe melodious as the (frecian lyre, 

Ur on the ear in sinking cadence dwell. 

Bomantic sounds ! such is the bliss ye jdve. 

That heaven’s bright scenes seem bursting on 
the soul, 

With Joy I’d yield each sensual wish, to live 
For ever ’neath your undeHled uontrol. 

Oh I surely melody from heaven was sent, 

To cheer the soul when tired with human strliisf 

To soothe the wayward heart by sorrow rent. 

And soften down the rugged road of life. 


ODE, 

TO THE HARVE;ST MOO.N. 


Cum ruit imbriferum ver : 

Spioea jam campis cum niessi.s inhorruit, et cum 
Fruinenta iu viridi stipul.i lactentla turgenf 


Cuucta tibi Cercrem jiubcs agresti.s adorot. 

Kirgd. 

MOON of Harvp.st, herald mild 
Ofplenfy, rustic labour’s child. 

Hail! oil hail ! I greet thy beam. 

As soft if treml)le.s o’er the stream. 

And gilds the straw. thatc h'd l amlet wide. 
Where Iiniuconce and Peace reside ; 

*Tis tbou thatgiad'st with joy the rustic tbronir. 
Promptest the trn)[iing daime, tli’ cMliilaraiing song 

Moon of Harvest, I do love 
O'er the uplands now to rovc>, 

Wliile thy modest ray serene 
(tilds the wide' surrounding :rrne; 

A ii.l to w it. ti ilie- ridine nigb 
In the blue vault of the sky, 

Wiere no thin vapour intercepts thy ray. 

But in unclouded majesty tliou waikest on thy way. 

Pleasing 'tis, oh I modest Moon ! 

Now the Night is at her noon, 

’Neath thy sway to musing lie. 

While around the zephyrs sigh, 

F.anuliig soft the sun-tann'd whe.at. 

Ripen’d by the siiinmer’.s heat ; 

Picturing all the rustic’s joy 
When boundless plenty greets his eye. 

And thinking soon, 

Oh, modest Moon 
How many a female eye will roam 
Along the road. 

To SCO the load. 

The last dear load of harvest-home'. 

Storms and tempests, floods and rains, 

.Stern despoilers of the plains. 

Hence away, the season llee, 

F'oes to light -heart jollity : 

May no winds careering high. 

Drive the clouds along the sky. 

But may all nature smile with aspec t boon. 

When in the heavens thou show’st thy fhcc, oh, 
Harvest .’Moon ! 

’Neath yon lowly roof he lies, 

Tltc husbandman, with sleeji-seal’d eyes; 

He dreams of crowded barns, and round 
The yard he hears the flail resound; 

Oh ! may no hurricane destroy 
Ills visionary views of joy ! 

( Jod of the Winds ! oh, hear his humble prayer. 
And while the moon of harvest shines, thy bluster- 
ing whirlwind spare. 

•Sons of luxury, to you 

Leave I Sleep’s dull power to woo 

Press ye still the downy bed. 

While feverish dreams surround your head ; 

I will seek the woodland gbade. 

Penetrate the thickest shade. 

Wrapp’d in Contemplation’s dreams. 

Musing high on holy themes. 

While on the gale 
Shall softly sail 

The nightingale’s enchanting tunc. 

And oft my eves 
Shall grateful rise 

To thee, the modest Harvest Moon ! 


SONG. 

WRITTEN AT THE AGE OF FOURTEEN. 
I. 

SOFTLY, softly blow, ye breezes. 

Gently o’er my Edwy fly ! 

Lo ! he slumbers, slumbers sweetly J 
Softly, zephyrs, ass him by 1 
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My loTe Is asleep, 

He lie# by the deep, 

All along where the salt ware# sigh. 
II. 


And then I talk, and often think 
Aerial voices answer me ; 

And oh ! lam not then alone — 
A solitary man. 


I have cover'd him with rushes. 
Water-flags, and branches dry. 
Edwy, long nave been thy slutitbers ; 
Edwy, Edwy, ope thine eye ! 

Mv love is asleep, 

He lies by the deep, 

All along where tlie salt waves sigh. 
HI. 

Still he sleeps ; he will not waken. 
Easily floss'd is his eye ; 

Paler is his cheek, and chiller 
Than the icy moon on high. 

Alas ! he is dead. 

He has chose his death -bed 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


is it, is it 80, my Edwy ? 

Whll thy slumbers never fly ? 
rouliM tb.ni Ihlnk I would survive thee ? 
No, iiiT bive, lb. Ill bldd 'I me die. 

Thnii l idd''t mi‘ «et‘k 
'I'liy di-atb-lx'd hieik 
All along where the salt waves sigh. 


I will gently ki^' thy cold lips, 

On thy breast I’ll lay my head, 

,And the winds shall sing our death-dirge. 
And our shroud the waters spread ; 
The moon will smile sweet. 

And the wild wave will beat. 

Oh ! so softly o’er our lonely bed. 


THB 


And when the blustering winter winds 
Howl in tliv woods that clothe my cave, 

I lay me on my lonely mat, 

And pleasant are niy dream 

And Fancy gives me bai k my wife ; 

And Fancy gives me back my child ; tf 

She gives me back my little home. 

And all its placid joys. 

Then hateful is the morning hour. 

That calls me from the ilrearn of Idiss, 

To find myself still lone, and liear 
The same dull sounds again. 

The deep-toned winds, the moaning *ea, 

Tho whispering of the boiling trees, 

The brooks etenial flow, and oft 

The Condor’s hollow scseam. 


SONNET. 

SWEET to the gay of heart Is Rummer’s smile. 
Sweet the wild music of the laughing Spring ; 

But ah ! my soul far other scenes beguile, 

Wlicgre gloomy storms their sullen shadows fling. 

Is it for me to strike the Idalian string— 

Raise the soft music of the warbling wire. 

While In my ears the howls of fune# ring, 

And melancholy wastes the vital fire ? 

Away with thoughts like these— To some lone cava 
Wnere howls the shrill blast, and where sweeps 
the wave, 

Direct my steps ; there, in the lonely drear. 

I’ll sit remote from worldly noise, and muse 
’I'ill through my soul shall iPeace her balm infuse 

And whisper sounds of comfort In mine ear. 


SHIPWRECKED SOLITARY'S SONG 


TO THE NIGHT. 


ON 


THOU, spirit of the spangled night ! 

I woo tnee from the watch-tower high. 
Where thou dost sit to guide the bark 
Of lonely mariner. 

The winds are whistling o'er the wolds, 
The distant main is moaning low ; 
Come, let us sit and weave a song— 

A melancholy song ! 

Rwoct is the scented gale of mom. 

And sweet the noontide's fervid beam. 
But sweeter far the solemn calm, 

That marks thy mournful reign. 

I’ve pass’d here many a lonely year. 

And never human voice have heard; 
I’ve pass’d here many a lonely year 
A solitary man. 

And I have linger’d in the shade. 

From sultry noon’s hot beam ; and I 
Have knelt liefore my wicker door. 

To sing my evening song. 


BEING CONFINED TO SCHOOL 


ONE ri.KASANT MORNING IN SPRING. 


Written at the age qf Thirteen. 


THE morning sun’s enchanting rays 
Now call forth every songster’s prtuse ; 
Now the lark, with upward flignt, 

Gaylv ushers In the light ; 

While wildly warbling from each tree,. 
The birds sing songs to Liberty, 

But for me no songster sings. 

For me no Joyous lark up-springs ; 

For I, confined in gloomy schu^. 

Must own tho pedant’s iron rule. 

And, far from sylvan shades and bowers. 
In durance vile must pass the hours; 
There con the scholiast’s dreary lines, 
^Vliere no bright ray of genius shines. 
And close to rugged learning ding. 
While laughs around the jocund spring. 


■And I have liail’d the gray mom high. 
On the blue mountain’s misty brow. 
And tried to tune my little reed 
To hymns of harmony. 


But never could I tune my reed, 
morn, or noon, or eve, so sweet. 
As when upon the ocean shore 

I hail’d thy star-beam mild. 


The day-spring brings not Joy to me, 

1 he moon it whispers not of peace ; 

- when darkness rob« the heavens, 
My woes are mix’d with joy. 


How gladly would my soul forego 
All that arithmeticians know. 

Or stifT grammarians quaintly teach, 

( )r all that industry can reacn. 

To taste each mom of all the joys 
That with the laughing sun arise 
And unconstrain’d to rove along 
The bushy brakes and glens among ; 
And woo the muse’s gentle power. 

In unfrequented rural bower ! 

But, ah ! such heaven-approaehlngjoy* 
Will never greet my longing eves ; 

Rtill will they cheat in vision one. 

Yet never but in fancy shine. 
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Oh, that I ■were the little wrer 
That shrilly chirps from yonder glen ! 

Oh, far away I then would rove, / 

To some secluded bushy grove ; 

There hop and sing wiUi careless glee. 

Hop and sing at liberty ; 

And till deatli should stop my lays. 

Far from men would sjjend iny days. 


TO 

CONTEMPLATION. 

THEE do I own, the prompter of my joys. 

The soother of m v cares, inspiring peace ; 

And I will ne’er forsake thee. — Men may rave. 
And blame and censure me. that I don’t tie 
My every thought down to the desk, and spend 
The morning of my life In adding figures ’ 
With accurate monotony ; that so 
The good things of the world may be my lot. 

And I might taste the blessedness of wealth ; 

But, oh ! I was not made for money-getting ; 

For me no much -respected nluin awaits. 

Nor civic honour, envie<l For as still 

I tried to cast with school dexterity 
The interesting sums, my vagrant thoughts 
Would Quick revert to many a woodland tiaiint, 
%VTiich fond remembrance cherish’d, and the pen 
Dropp’d from my senseless fingers as I pictured. 

In my mind's eye, how on the shoies of Trent 
1 erewhile wander’d with my early friends 
In social intercourse. And then I 'd think 
How contrary pursuits had thrown us wide. 

One from the other, scatter'd o’er the globe; 

Thev were set down with sober steadiness. 

Each to his occupation. I alone, 

A wayward youth, misled by Fancy’s va|;aric«, 
Remain’d unsettled, insecure, and veering 
With every wind to every point o’ th’ compass. 
Yes, in the counting-house 1 could indulge 
In fits of close abstraction ; yea. amid 
The busy bustling crowds could meditate, 

And send my thoughts ten thousand leagues away 
Beyond the Atlantic, resting on my friend. 

Ay, Contemplation, even in earliest youth 
I woo’d thy heavenly influence ! I would walk 
A weary way when all my toils were done. 

To lay myself at night in some lone wood. 

And hear the sweet song of the nightingale. 

Oh, those were times ofnajipiness, and still 
To memory doubly dear; for growing years 
Had not then taught me man was made to mourn ; 
And a short hour of solitary pleasure, 
t^tolen from sleep, was ample recompense 
For all the hateful bustles of the day. 

My opening mind was ductile then, and plastic. 
And soon the marks of care were worn away. 
While I was sway’d by every novel impulse. 
Yielding to ail the fancies of the hour. 

But it has now assumed its character ; 

Mark’d by strong lineaments, its haughty tone. 
Like the firm oak, would sooner break than bend. 
Yet still, oh, (Jontemplatlon ! I do love 
To indulge thy solemn musings; still the same 
With thee alone I know to melt and weep. 

In thee alone delighting. Why along 
The dusky tract of commerce should I toll. 

When, with an easy comi)etence content, 

I can alone be happy ; where with thee 
I may enjoy the loveliness of Nature, 

And loose the wings of Fancy ? — Thus alone 
Can I partake of happiness on earth ; 

And to be ha{»py here is man's chief end. 

For to be happy he must needs l>e good. 


TO 

THE HERB ROSEMARY.* 


SWEET scented flower ! who are wont to bloom 
On January’s front severe, 

And o’er the wintry desert drear 
To waft thy waste perfume 1 

• The Rosemary buds. In January. It is the 
flower commonly put in the cofliiu of the deat^ 


Come, thou shalt form my nofipgay now. 
And I will hind thee round my iirow i 
And as 1 twine the mournful wreath. 
I’ll weave a melancholy song : 

And sweet the strain shall he and long, 
The ntelody of death. 

2 . 

Come, funeral flower! who lov’st to dwell 
With the pale corse in lonely tomb. 
And throw across the tlesert gloom 
A sweet decaying smell. 

Come, press my lips, and lie with me 
lleiteatn the lowly alder tree, 

.\nd we will sleep a pleasant sleep. 

And not a care shall dare intrude, 

To break the marble solitude 
So peaceful and so deep. 


And hark! the wlnd-go<l, as he flics. 

Moans hollow in the forest trees, 

And sailing on the gusty breeze. 

Mysterious music dies. ' 

Sweet flower I that requiem wild is mine, 

It warns me to the lonely shrine. 

The cold turf altar of the dead ; 

My grave shall bo in yon lone spot; 

Wiiere as I lie, by all forgot, 

A dying fragrance thou wilt o’er my ashes shed. 


TO 


THE MORNING. 

WRITTEN DURING ILLNESS. 

BEAMS of the day-break faint ' I hail 
Your dubious hues, as on the robe 
t)f night, whicli wrai)s the slumbering glol>e, 

I mark your traces pale. 

Tired with the taper’s sickly light, 

And with the wearying, number’d night, 

I hail the streaks of morn divine : 

And lo I they break betwi>en the dewy wreaflii 
That round my rural casement twine: 

The fresh gale o’er the green lawn breathes ; 

It fans my feverish brow,— it calms the mental strife, 
And cheerily re-illumes the lambent flame of life. 

The lark has her gay song lx:gun, 

She leaves her grassy nest, 

And soars till the imriten iun 
Gleams on her speckled breast. 

Now let me leave my restless bed, 

And o’er the spangled uj)lands tread ; 

Now through tliecustoni’d wo<Hl-walk wciul; 
By many a green land lies my way. 

Where high o’er head the wild briars bend, 
Till on the mountain's summit gray, 

I sit me down, and mark the glorious dawn of day. 

Oh, Heaven ! the soft refreshing gale 
It breathes into my breast! 

My sunk eye gleams ; my cheek, so ])alc. 

Is with new colours dress’d. 

Blithe Health ! thou soul of life and ease! 

Come thou too, on the balmy breeze 
Invigorate my frame : 

I’ll join with thee the huskin'd chase. 

With thee Uie distant clime will trace. 

Beyond those clouds of flame. 

Above, below, what charms unfold 
In all the varied view ! 

Before me all is burnish’d gold. 

Behind the twilight’s hue. 

The mists whlc:h on old r.Mght await, 

Fur to the west they hold their state. 

They shun the clear blue face of Mom 
Along the fine cerulean sky. 

The fleecy clouds sucresive fly. 

While bright ]iri$matic beams their shadowy 'old* 
adorn. 

And hark ! the Thatcher has begun 
His whistle on the eaves. 

And oft the Hedger’s bill is heard 
Among the rustling Icuvcs. 
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The slow team creeks upon the road. 

The noisy whip resounds, 

The driver's voice, his carol blithe, 

The mower's stroke, his whettini? silhe. 

Mix with the morning’s sounds. 

Who would not rather take his seat 
Beneath these clumps of trees. 

The early dawn of day to greet. 

And catch the healthy bree/.o. 

Than on the silken couch of Sloth 
I luxurious to lie ? 

B «..uld not from life’s dreary waste, 
s,,, ,1, ii, talun he I uiild, Viiih eager haste, 

.\ii ii.uri il I'l jo> r 

To him who simply thus recounts 
The morning's jilcasures o’er, 
fate dooms, ere long, tlie scene must close 
f To ope on him no more. 

Vet, Morning! Unrepining still 
' He'll greet thy lieams awhile ; 

I And surely thou, when o’er his grave 
■ Solemn the whispering willows wave, 
i ...Wilt sweetly on him smile ; 
i .nfui the pale glow-worm’s pensive light 
I Will guide lus ghostly walks in the drear moonless 
f night. 


MV OWN CHARACTER. 


Addretttd (during Vlnexi) to a Lady. 


Whatever my faults, I may venture to say, 
Hypoc^risy never will come in vour way. 

1 am upright, I ho]>e; 1 am downright, 1 ni elesr I 
And I think my worst foe must allow I’m sincere ; 
And if ever sincerity glow’d In my breash 
’Tis now when 1 swear * 


ODE 


ON HISAPPOINTMENT. 


COME, Disappointment, come' 
iMot in thy terrors clad ; 

Come in thy meekest, saddest guise ; 

Tlw i.hastening nnl liut terrifies 
• The restless and the bad. 

But 1 recline 

Beneath thy shrine, ftwine. 

And round rny lirow resign’d, thy peaceful cyprew* 


Though Fancy flies away 
Before thy hollow tread. 

Yet Meditation, in lier cell. 

Hears with faint eye, the lingering knell. 

That tells her hopes are dead ; 

And though tile tear 

By chance appear, Ihere. 

Vet she can smile, and say. My all was not laid 
3. 


liEAH Fanny, I mean, now I’m laid on the shelf. 
To give you a sketch— av, a sketch of myselC 
”l'is a pitiful subject, I frankly coid'ess. 

And one it would pur.zlu a painter to dress; 

But howi'vor, here goes, and as sure as a gun, 

I 'l fi ll -ill my fauifs like a penitent min ; 

I '■ I kii' M.Vi r my Fiiniiy, h« tore [ address her, 
"I'l went he a lyiiii.rl t'ailier t oiil'c our. 


Come, Disappointment, come ! 

Though worn Hope’s summit hurl’d. 

Still, rigid Nurse, thou art forgiven, 

For thou severe were sent from heaven. 

To wean me ftom the world : 

To turn my eye 
From vanity. 

And point to scenes of bliss that never, never die. 

4 . 


Come, come, ’twill not do ! pat that purling hruw 
down ; 

V ..11 .'.in’t, for Ihe .oul of you, le.irn how to frown. 
Uill, hr.si 1 ]irenii.e, It’s mv honest (onviction, 

’] Imi my hn a.f i > a i i f all < oiitr.idu tiun , 
Keligknis — Deistic — now loyal and warm ; 

Then a dagger-drawn democrat hot for reform ; 
Tliit moment a fop, that, sententious as Titus ; 
Democritus now, and anon Heraclitus ; 

Now laughingand pleased, like a child with a raffle; 
'I’Vien vex’d to the sovil with lini>ertinenl tattle; 
Now moody and sad, now untiiinking and gay. 

To all points of the compass I veer in a day. 

I'm proud and disdainful to Fortune’s gay childf 
But to J’overty’s offspring submissive and mild : 

As rude as a boor, and as rough in dispute ; 

Then as for politeness — oh ! dear — I’m a brute ! 

1 sliow no respect where 1 never can feel it ; 

A lul as for contempt, take no pains to eonceal it , 
And so in the suiU^ by these laudable ends. 

I’ve a great many Iws, and a very few friends. 


And yet, my dear Fanny, there are who can fi'el 
That this proud heart of mine is not fashion’d like 
steel. 

It can love {can it not ?> — it can hate, I am sure ; 
And it's friendly enough, tho’ in ti-iends it be poor. 
1 or itself thou;pi it bleoa not, for others it bleAls 
It it have not ripe virtues, 1 'm sure It’s the seedt 
-^'’‘1. tltouglt far from faultless, or even so-so, 

1 tliink it may pass as our worldly things go. 


Well, I’ve told you my frailties without any gloss ; 
1 lien as to my virtues, I’m miite at a loss ! 

1 Hunk I’m devout, and yet I can’t say, 

Kui in process of time I may get the wrong way. 

1 lover, If that's commendation, 

in , can’t withstand, i/om knorv re/ioje fascination, 
tkl; w. amidst ^1 my tricks and devices, 

fishing for virtues, I’m pulling up vices; 

No as for the good, why, If I possess it, 
i am not yet learned enough to express it. 

A "lUs* examine the lovelier ride, 

Anu alter your every trl you have tried. 


UTiat is this passing scene ? 

A peevish April day ! 

A little sun — a little rain, 

And then night sweeps along the plain, 

And all things fade away. 

Man {soon discuss’d) 

Yields up his trust. 

And all his hopes and fears lie with him in the dust. 


Oh, what is Beauty’s power ? 

It flourishes and dies ; 

Will the cold earth its silence break. 

To tell how soft how smooth a cheek 
Beneath its surface lies ? 

Mute, mute Is all 

O'er Beauty’s fall; [pall. 

Her praise resounds no more when mantled in her 


The most beloved on earth 
Not long survives to-day ; 

So music past is obsolete. 

And yet ’twas sweet, ’twas passing sweet, 

But now ’tis gone away. 

Thus does the shade 
In memory fade, 

M^ien in forsaken tomb the form beloved is laid. 

7. 

Then since this world is vain. 

And volatile, and fleet. 

Why should 1 lay up earthly jv'vs. 

Where dust corrupts, and inotli destroys. 

And cares and sorrows eat ? 

Why fly from ill 
Witn anxious skill. 

When soon this hand will freeze, this throbbing 
heart be still ? 

8 . 

Come, Disappointment, come J 
Thou art not stern to me ; 

Sad Monltress 1 I own thy sway, 

A votary sad in early day, 

1 bend my knee to thee. 
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From »un to sun 
My race will run, 

X only bow, and s^. My God, thy will be done ! 

On another paper are a few Hues, written prob* 
ably in tlie fretuiucss uf bis disappointment. 

I DREAM no more— the vision flies away. 

And Disauuointmeat * * * ♦ 

There felt iny hopes — 1 lost my all in this. 

My cherish'd all ot visionary bliss. 

Now hotHj farewell, farewell all joys below ; 

Now welcome sorrow, and now welcome wo. 
Hungc me in glooms • * • • 

His health soon sunk under these habits; he be- 
came pale and tliin, and at llingth bad a sharp tit 
of sickness. On his recovery he wrote the ftUlowing 
lines in tile church-yard of his favourite village. 


LINES 


WRITTEN IN WILFORD CHURCH-YARD 


On Recovery from Sicknete. 


HERE would I wish to sleep.— This Is the spot 
Which I have long mark'd out to lay my bones in ; 
"rired out and wearied with the riotous world. 
Beneath this Yew 1 would l»e sepulchred. 

It is a lovely snot ! The sultry sun, 

From his meridian height, endeavours vainlv 
To pierce the sliadowy foliar, while the zephyr 
Comes wafting gently o'er the rippling Trent, 

And plays about my wan cheek. ’Tis a nook 
Most pleasant. Such a one perchance, did Gray 
Frequent, as with a vagrant muse he wanton’d. 

Come, I will sit me down and meditate. 

For I am wearied with my summer’s walk ; 

And here I may repose in silent ease ; 

And thus, percnance, when life’s sad journey's o’er. 
My harass'd soul, in this same spot, may find 
The haven of its test— beneath tMs sod 
Perchance may sleep it sweetly, sound as death. . 

I would not have my corjise cemented down 
With brlok and stone, defrauding the poor earth- 
worm 

Of its predestined dues ; no, I would lie 
Berieath a little hillock, grass-o’ergrown, 

Nwathed down with oziers, just as sleep the cottiers 
Yet may not undietinguiihed be my grave ; 

Rut there at eve may some congenial soul 
Duly resort, and shed a pious tear, 

The good man’s benlson- no more I ask. 

And, oh ! (if heavenly beings may look down 
Prom where, with cherubim, inspired they sit. 

Upon this little dim-dlscover’d sj^t. 

The earth.) then will I cast a glance helon. 

On him who thus my ashes shall embalm ; 

And I will weep too, and will bless the wanderer. 
Wishing he may not long be doom'd to pine 
In this iow-thoughted world of darkling wo. 

Bat that, ere long, be reach his kindred skies. 

Vet 'twBs a silly thought, as if the body, 
Mouldering beneath the surface of the earth. 

Could taste the sweets of summer scenery. 

And feel the freshness of the balmy breeze I 
Vet nature speaks within the human bosom, I 

And, spite 01 reasom bids if look beyond 
His narrow verge of being, and provide 
A decent residence for Its clayey shell, 

Endear'd to it by time. And who would lay 
His body in the city burial-place. 

To be thrown up ajfi^n hy some rude .Sexton, 

And yield its narrow house another tenant. 

Ere the moist flesh had mingled with the dust. 

Ere the tenacious hair had Im the scalp, 

Exposed to insult lewd, and wantonness ? 

No, I will lay me in the village ground ; 

There are the dead respected. The poor hind. 
Unlettered as he is, would scorn to Invade 
The silent resting-place of death. I’ve seen 
The labourer, returning from his toil, ' 


Here stay his steps, and call his children round, 
And slowly spell the ruddy sculptured rhymes. 
And, in his rustic manner, moralize. 

I’ve mark’d with what a silent awe he’d siioken, 
With head uncover'd, his resiiectful manner. 

And all the honours which he paid the grave. 

And thought on cities, where even cemeteries, 
liestrew'd with all the emblems of mortality. 

Are not protected from the drunken insolence 
Of wassailers profane, and wanton havoc. 

Grant^ Heaven- tfuit here my pilgrimage may close' 
Yet, It this be denietl, where’er luy bones 
May lie— or in the city’s crowded bound i. 

Or scatter'd wide o’er the huge sweep of waters 
I Or left a prery on some deserted shore 
I 'I’o the rapacious cormorant,— yet still, 

' (For why should sober reason cast away 
A thought which soothes the soul ?) — ^yet still my 
spirit 

Shall wing Its way to these my native regions. 

And hover o’er this spot. Oh, then I’U tliiiik 
Of times when I was seated 'neath this yew 
In solemn rumination ; and will smile 
With joy that 1 have got my long’d release. 


THE CHRISTIAD, 


A DIVINE POEM. 


BOOK I. 


I. 

I SING tlie Cross !— Ye white-robed angel choirs, 
Who know the chords of harmony to sweep, 
Ye who o’er holy David’s varying wires 

Were wont, of old, your hovering watch to 
keep, [deep, 

Oh, now descend ! and with your harpings 
Pouring sublime the full symnhonlous stream 
Of music, such as soothes the saint’s last sleep. 
Awake my slumbering spirit from its dream. 
And teach me how to exalt the high mysterious 
tiiume. 

II. 

Mourn ! Salem, mourn J low lies thine humbled 
state, ground ! 

Thy glittering fanes are leveM’d with the 
Fallen is thy pride !— Thine hqlls are desolate ! 
Whore erst was heard the tiinbrel’s sprightly 
sound, 

And frolic pleasures tripp’d the nightly round, 
There brec^ the wild fox lonely, — and a^ast 
Stands the mute pilgrim at the void profound. 
Unbroke by noise, save when the hurrying blast 
Sighs, like a spirit, deep along the cheerless waste. 
HI. 

It is for this, proud Solyma ! thy towers 
tile crumbling in the dust ; for this forlorn 
Thy genius wails along thy desert bowers. 

While stem Destruction laughs, as if in scorn, 
That thou didst dare insult God’s eldest bom ; 
And, with most bitter persecuting ire, 

Pursueil his footsteps till the last day-dawn 
Rose on his fortunes — and thou saw'st the Are 
That came to light the world, in one great Aasb 
expire. 

IV. 

Oh ! for a pencil dipp’d in living light, 

To paint the agonies that Jesus bore! 

Oh ! for the long-lost harp of .fesse's might, 

To hymn the Saviour’s praise from shore le 
shore ; 

While seraph hosts the lofty pnean pour, 

And Heaven enraptured lists the loud acclaim . 

May a frail mortrf dare the theme explore ? 
May he to human ears his weak song frame P 
Oh! may he dare to sing MessiiOi's glorious 
name? 
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V. 

Spirits of pity ! mild Crusaders, come [float. 
Buoyant on clouds around your minstrel 
And pive him elomicnce who else were dumb. 
Anil raise to feeling and to fire his note ! 

And thou, Urania ! who dost still devote 
T)iv nights and days to God’s eternal shrine. 
Whose ndld eyes ’lumined what Isaiidi 
wrote. 

Throw o’er thy Bard that solemn stoic of thine, 
,\nd clothe him for the flj'ht with energy divine. 

v:. 

Wlien from the temple’s lofty summit prone, 
SaUin o’crcomc, fell down and ’throned 
there. 

The Son r.f God riaifi'-n'il, In sj.hnd.-ur -Vn-ni ; 
''ki'iM ri'. ill- (;laiiiin,; siinhi iin ■ u'. ih-- i-r, 

1-1 wiili «|i i'l ii, and yLlhiig hi, disp nr, 


Fleil the stern king of Hell — and with the 
glare 

nt'i»ll.hnL* m, ■-'minems and re.!. 

Sh'i.i .iiIiAjH til,, ii.jiid, that i.nhi.r-1 round his 
head. 

VTT. 

Right o’er the Euxine, and that gulf which l.ite 
The null- Itfas-s igi l.m adored, h«- hent 

His iinrthi ring cuurse, uhilc routid. in dusky 
stall, (augment; 

Tltc assembling fiends their summon’d troojis 
Clothed in (lark mists, upon their way they 
went, 

While, as they pass’d to regions more severe, 

The I,a|>Pind 'nr -ercr swrU’-l with h.ud 1 iinent 

II IlMr s g il< , Hill, nil d M nh ti ir, 

J 111 ' li.iw. lull, degi U [Mike unli-ih spirit, in ir. 

VIII. 

Where the North Polo, in moody solitude 
Spreads her huge tracks and frozen wastes 
around, 

There ice-rocks iiiled aloft. In order rude, 

Form a cig inth- Vnll, uhere never sound 
■^1 irili il dull '<ili.li. . ir, save when jirofounrt 

Thi' niiiiKi- irn.i iijiiiiir’il . tliere drear Cold for 
aye [mound, 

'Thrones him, — and, fix'd on his primieval 

Riiirt, the giant, sits ; while stern Dismay (way. 
iStalks like some wo-struck man along tho desert 


In that drear spot, grim Desolation’s lair, 

No sweet remain of life enchcers the sight ; 

The dancing hearl’s blood in an instant tiu'rc 
Would frce/c to marble.— Mingling dnv and 
night [light,) 

iSweot interchange, which makes our laboiirs 

An- there link now ii ; while in the summer skies 
Tlie sun roll-, ceaseless round his heavenly 
height. 

Nor over sets till from the scene he files. 

And leaves the long bleak night of half the year to 
rise. 


Di 


Twas thercj ^et shuddering from the burning 

i^ntan had fix’d their next consistory, 

Wlu'Ti p.'irting last he-fondly hoped to shako 
illc.s.siah'.s constancy, — and thus to friJe 
I'he powers of darkness from the dread decree 
Jf lioiiiiagi.' liTonght l,v him, and « in iiriiViiit 
1 111 ' Liiii nrlni: w.i\. i.t' Him whow i>i< « an set 
I hi i\ I'liib I r 'I'liiiK, -iiid, III ii» t inbrv.i pi 111, 

>' i-rii ihc toluurs dear -il every d aik event. 


XI. 

Here the stem monarch stay’d his raind flight. 
And his thick hosts, ns with a jetty pall, 

Ih'Vi nn.g oliMurid the north «rar's wi-actTuI light, 
vl'anmgi.n w'ngibeir h.vughi v iniefiain’M ill. 
Hi‘, iM.jnwhile. dm* nw/irJ, with i sullen fjil, 
echoing ice. Instant the sound 
Of their broad vans was hush'd, and o’er the 
hall, 

gloomy cohorts bound, 

liU wedged m ranks, the seat of Satan they sur- 
round 


xir ^ 

High on a solium of the solid wave. 

Prank’d with rude shapes by the fantastic frost, 
He stood in silence now keen thoughts engrave 
Diufk figures on his front ; and, tempest- toss’d, 
He fears to say that every hope is lost. 
Meanwhile tho multitude as death are mute : 

So, ere the tempest on Malacca’s coast, 

Sweet Quiet, gently touching her soft lute, [pute. 
Sings to the whispering waves the prelude to dis- 

XIII. • 

At length collected, o’er the dark Divan 

The arch lientl glanced, as by tho Boreal blaze 
Their downcast brows were seen, and thus began 
His fierce harangue Spirits! our better (lays 
Are now elapsed ; Moloch :ind Ik.'lial's praise 
Shall coiind n~. m.-rr- in gr-.v, I., ui ri ,.l. in..! 

• I.I. ' ihi jiclil btiMk • 1 hi I I' li'.li'il 11 ilHMii 

r.-r u- lifi, <1 blcti ihi. . 1(1 I'luiiig f-'d ! | c ki 1 

F«-r, •.i.iril., (III. 1 , Ilc,-ili., 1 , till, .'ll,!! i-f Ciisl : 


“ Vyiiatthen !— shall Satan’.s spirltcrcjuoh to fear? 

Shall he who shook the pillars of God’s reign 
Drop from his unnerved arm tho hostile spear ? 
Madness ! The very thought would make me 
fain 

To tear, the spanglets from yon gaudy plain. 
And huvl thi m at thiir M.iki r :-Fix’(f as fate 
1 -nil hi, i'.s. liivugh III, pride should 

deign 

To .soothe mint* ire with half his regal state, 

Still would I burn with fix'd, unalterable hate. 


XV. 

“ Now hear the issue of ray cursed empriz-e, 
When from our last sad synod I took flight, 
Buoy’d with false hopes, in some deep-laid di*' 
guise. 

To tempt this vaunted Holy One to write 
His own self-condemnation ; in the plight 
Of aged man in the lone wilderness, 

Gathering a few stray sticks, I met hfs sight,' 
And; leaning on niy stalli seem’d much to 
guess [cess. 

What cause could mortal bring to that forlorn re- 
^VI. . 


“ Then thus In homely guise 1 fcatly framed 
My lowly speech i— ‘ Good Sir, what l(*ads this 
way [blamed 

k our wandering steps ? must hapless chance b» 
'That you so far from haunt of mortals stray ? 
Here have I dwelt for many a lingering (lay. 
Nor trac^ of man have seen; but howl me- 
thought 

Thou wen the joiUh on whom God’s holy ray 
I saw descend in Jordan, when John taught 
That he to fallen man U»e saving promise brought. 
XVII. 


“ ‘I am that' man,’ said Jesus, ' I am He, 

But truce to questions- t.'an.st thou point my 
To some low hut, if hanly such tliere be [feet 
In this wild labyrinth, where I may meet 
With homely greeting, and may sit and oat; 
For forty days I have tarried fasting hero, 

Hid in the dark glens of ibis lone retreat. 

And now I hunger; and my fainting ear 
Longs much to greet the sound of fountains gushing 
near.' 


XVIII. 

** Then thus I ant wer’d wily If, Indeed, 

Son of our God thou he’st, what need to seek 
For food from men ? — Lo I on these flint stones 
feed, 

Bid them be bread ! Open thy lips and speak, 
And living rills ftom yon jiarch’d rock will 
Instant as 1 had spoke, hi.s piercing eye [break. 

Fix’d on my face ;— the blo(xl forsook my cheek, 
I could not bear his mze ray mask slipp'd by ; 
I would have shunn’d his look, but had not powor 
to fly. 


XIX- 


" Then he rebuked roe with the holy word— 
Accursed sounds ! but now roy native pride 
Return’d, and by no foolish qualm deterr’d, 

I bore him from the mountain’s vfroody side. 
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Up to the sammlt, vhere extending wide 
Kingdoms and cities, palaces and faneSf 

Bright sparkling .m the sunbeams, were des- 
cried. 

And In gnj dance, amid luxuriant plains. 
Tripp’d to the jocund reed the emasculated swains. 
XX. 


“ * Behold.’ I cried, ‘ these glories J scenes dixise ! 

Thou whose sad prime in pining want decays; 
And these, O rapture 1 these shall all be thine, 
(r,If thou wilt give to me, not God, the praise. 

Hath he not given to indigence thy days ? 

Is not thy portion peril here and pain ? 

Oh I leave his temples, shun his wounding 
ways ! 

Selxc the tiara ! these mean weeds disdain, 
lineel, kneel, thou man of wo, and peace and splen- 
dour gain.’ 

XXI. 


' Is it not written,’ sternly he replietl, 

‘ Tempt’ not the Lord thy God I’ Frowning he 
spake. 

And instant sounds, as of the ocean tide, 

Aose, and the whirlwind from its prison brake. 
And caught me up aloft, till in one flake. 

The sidelong volley met my swift career. 

And smote me earthward.— Jove himself 
might quake 

At such a fall ; my sinews crack'd, and near. 
Obscure and dizzy sounds seem’d ringing in mine 
ear. 


XXII. 

•* Senseless and stunn’d I lay ; tlM, casting round 
My half unconscious gaze, I saw the foe 
Borne on a car of roses to the ground, 

volant angels ; and as sailing slow 
He sunk, the hoary battlement below, 

While on the tall spire slept the slant sunbeam, 
Sweet on the enamour’d zephyr was the flow 
Of heavenly instruments. Such strains oftseem. 
On star-light hill, to soothe the Syrian shepherd’s 
dream. 

XXIII. 

“ I saw blaspheming. Hate renew’d my strength ; 

I smote the ether with my iron wing, 

And left the accursed scene — Arrive<l at length 
In these drear halls, to ye, my peers! I 
bring 

The tidings of defeat. Hell's haughty king 
Thrice vanquish'd, baffled, smitten, and dis- 
may'd ! 

0 shame ! Is this the hero who could fling 
Defiance at his Maker, while array'd,! 

High o’er the: walls of light rebellion's banners 
play'd 1 

XXIV. 

** Yet shall not Heaven’s bland minions triumph 
long; 

Hell yet shall have revenge O glorious sight. 

Prophetic visions on iny fancy throng, 

1 see wild Agony's lean Anger write 

Sad figures on his forehead ! — Keenly bright 
Revenge's flambeau bums I Novr in his eyes 
Stand the hot tears,— iramantled in the night. 
Lo i he retires to mourn I— I hear his cries ! 

He faints— he falls — and lo ! — 'tis true, ye powers, 
he dies.” 

XXV. 

Thus spake the chieftain, — and as if he view’d 
The scene he pictured, with his foot advanced 
And chest inflated, motionless he stood. 

While under his uplifted shield he glanced. 
With straining eye-ball fix’d, like one en- 
trance. 

On viewless air ;— tnithcr the dork platoon 
Gazed wondering, nothing seen, save when 
there danced 

The northern flash, or fiend late fled from noon. 
Darken'd the disk of the descending moon. 

XXVL 

Silence enmt stilly through the ranks.— The 
breeze 

Spake most disUiwtly. As the sailor stands. 
When all the midnight gasping from the seas 
Break boding sobs, and to his sight expands * 


High on the shrouds the spirit that com- 
^ The ocean-farer’s life ; , so stiff— so sear fmands 
Stood each dark power ;— while through their 
numerous band; 

Beat not one heart, and mingling hope and fear 
Now told them all was lost, now bade revenge ai>. 
pear. 

XXVII. 

One there was there, whoso loud defying tongue 
Nor hope nor fear had silenced, but the swell 
Of over-boiling malice. Utterance long. 

His passion mock’d, and long he strove to tell 
His labouring ire ; still syllable none fell 
From his pale quivering lip, but died away 
For very fury ; ftom ea^ hollow cell . 

Half sprang his eyes, that cast a flamy ray. 

And • • • • » 

XXVIII. 

“ This comes,” at length burst from the furious 
chief, 

“This comes of distant counsels ! Here behold 
The fruits of wily cumUng ! the relief 
Which coward policy would fain unfold. 

To soothe the powers that warr’d with Heaven 
O wise! O potent ! O sagacious snare ! [of oltl ! 

And lo ! our prince— the mighty and the bold. 
There stands he, si>ell-struck, gaping at the air. 
While Heaven subverts his reign, ana plants her 
standard tliere.” 

XXIX. 

Hero, as recovered, Satan fix’d his eye 

Full on the speaker; dark it was and stem ; 
He wrapp'd his black vest round him gloomily, 
And stood like one whom weightiest thoughts 
concern. 

Him Moloch mark’d, and strove again to turn 
His soul to rage. “ Behold, behold,’’ he cried, 

“ The lord of Hell, who bade these legioni 
spurn 

’Almighty nile — behold he lays aside [defied.” 

The spear of just revenge, and sfainks by man 

JiXX. 

Thus ended Moloch, and bis burning tongue 
Hung quivering, os if [mad] to quench itsJfcat 
In slaughter. So, his native wilds among, 

The famish’d tiger pants, when, near his seat. 
Press’d on the sands, he marks the traveller’s 
feet. 

Instant low murmurs rose, and many a swora 
Had from its scabbard sprung ; but toward the 
Of the arch-fiend ail turn'd with one accord, [seat 
As loud he thus harangued the sanguinary horde. 


I “ Ve powers rtf' Hell, I am no coward. I provctl 
Uiis of old : who led your forces against the armies 
of Jehovah ? Who coped with Ithuricl and the 
thunders of the Almighty ? Who, when stunned 
and confused ye lay on the burning lake, who first 
awoke, and collected your scatteicU powers > Last- 
ly, who led you across the unfathomable abjss to 
Uiis delightiul world, and established that reign 
here which now totters to its base How, therefore, 
dares yon treacherous fiend to cast a stain on .Satan ’t> 
bravery ? he, who nreys only on the defenceless— 
who sucks the blood oi infants, and delights only in 
acts of ignoble cruelty and unequal c'ontention. 
Away wiUt the boaster ^ho never joins in action, 
but, like a cormorant, hovers over tlie field, to feed 
upon the wounded, and overwhelm the dying. 
'1 rue bravery is as remote from rashness as from 
hesitation ; let us counsel coolly, but let us exeente 
our counselled piurposes deteriulnatcly. In power 
wc have learned, by that experiment which lost ns 
Heaven, that we are inferior to the Thunder-bear • 
er : — In subtlety — in subtlety alone we are bis equals* 
Open war is impossible. 


** Thus wc shall pierce our Conqueror, through 
the race 

Which as himself he loves; tnus if we ihll. 
We fall not with the anguish, the disgrace 
Of failing unrevenged. The stirring call 
Of vengeance wrings witiiin me 1 W^riors all. 
The word is vengeance, and the spur despair. 
Away with coward wiles I>-Death’s cod-bltck 
pall 
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Be now oxir standard !— Be our torch the glare 
Of cities fired ! our fifes, the shrieks that fill the air !” 

Him answering rose Mecashnim, who of old, 

Far in the silence of Chaldea’s groves, 

IFas worshipp'd, God of Fire, witli charms untold 
And mystery. His wandering spirit roves. 
Now vainly searching for the flame it loves, 
itnd sits and mourns like some white-robed sire. 
Where stood his tcmnle, and where fragr.mt 
And Lmnainiiti upheap'd Ihe sat tL-d pvre, [vlons 
Arid nightly iiiagi walth'd the eieiloating me. 

He waved his robe of flame, he cross’d his breast, 
Aiul sighing— lus papyrus scarf survey’d, 

Mhveu with dark characters; then thus address’d 
The troubled council. 


2. 

THUS far have I pursued my solcfnn theme 
With self-rewarding toil, thus far have sung 


Of godlike deeds, far loftier than beseem 
The lyre which 1 in early days have strung | 
And now my spirits faint, and I have bung 

The shell, that solaced me in saddest hour. 

On the dark cypress ! and the strings which 
rung 

With Jesus’ jiraisc, their harpings now are o er. 
Or, when the breeze comes by, moan, and are heard 
no more. 

And must the harp of Judah sleep again ? 

Shall I no more re-animate the lay ? 

Oh ’ (h.'ii wlio lidl. it (he sons of men, • 
'Ill-Ill uliiid...i li'ien wh).n ilu- huiiiMe pray, 
(liif lillle -pjii- iin lung iiiv iii-iumful day 

One iiulc lapse suspend ihy last decree 1 
I am a youthful traveller in the way. 

And this slight boon would consecrate to thee, 
Ere 1 with Tleath shake hands, and smile that I 
am free. 

* •••••' 


TRIBUTARY VERSES. 


LINES AND NOTE 

‘ ■ BY l.ORD BYRON. 

UNHAPPY White !* while life was in its spring. 
And thy you^g muse just waved her loyous wing. 
The spoiler came ; and all thy urotnlse fair 
Has sought the grave, to sleep fiir ever there. 

Oh ! what a noble heart was here undone, 

When science’ self destroy’d her favourite son I 
Yes! she t<x> much indulg’d thy fond pursuit, 

She sow’d the seeds, but death has reap’d the fruit. 
’I'was thine own genius gave the final blow. 

And help’d to plant the wound that laid thee low. 
So the struck eagle, stretch’d upon the plain. 

No more thr<>ugn rolling clouds to soar again, 

I'll w (l Ins own feadicr ivn the fatal d.ut, 

An ! wing'd the shaft that r]iiivri’d In ^ll^ htarl. 

Kri ll were hii p.iiigs, but keener fir to le. I, 

Me MurHsl the piiiii.in whnh inipell'd the sli el ; 
While the same plumage that had warm’d bis nest. 
Drank Uie last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 


By neither chance nor envy, time nor flame, ' 

Be it from this its mansion dispossess’d 1 
But thee, Eternity, clasps to her breast, 

And in celestial splendour thrones thy claim. 

II. 

No more with mortal pencil shalt thoti trace 
An imitative radiance :* thy pure lyre 
Springs from our changeful atmosphere’s embrace, 
And beams and breathes in empyreal fire : 

The Homeric and Miltonian sacr^ tone 
Responsive hail that lyre congenial to their own. 

Bury, 11th Jan. \i07. C. L. 


TO TUB 

MEMORY OP H. K. WHITE. 
BY A LADY. 


'WRITTEN IN 

THE HOMER OF MR. H. K. WHITE, 
Pratnted to me by hU Brother, J. Neville White. 

I. 

of brief days, but ah, of deathless fame I 
While on these awful leaves my fond eyes rest. 
On which thine late have dwelt, thy hand late 
I pause ; and gaze regretful on tlty name, [press’d. 


rt.i Wliite died at Cambridge In 

I Jctober, 1806, In consequence of too much exer- 
tion m the pursuit of studies that would have nia- 
tureii a mind which disease anti poverty could not 
which death itself destroyetl rather 
Po«*^s abound in such beauties 
>mpres.s the reader with the liveliest remret 
wm.ia*K ^ a period was allotted to talents, which 
sacred functions he 

WM dettlDMi to assume. 


IF worth, if genius, to the world arc dear. 

To Henry’s sliade devote no common tear. 

His worth on no precarious tenure hung. 

From genuine piety his virtues sprung ; 

If pure lienevolence, if steady sense. 

Can to the feeling heart delight disj^nse; 

If all the highest efforts of the mina. 

Exalted, noble, elegant, refined. 

Call for fond sympathy’s heart-felt rcCTCt, 

Ye sons of genius, pay the moumfid debt : 

His fr iends can truly speak how large his claim. 
And “ Life was only wanting to his fame.” 

Art 'Thou, indeed, dear youth, for ever fled? 

So quickly number’d with the silent dead. 

Too sure I read it in the downcast eye, 

Hear it in mourning friendship’s stifled sigh. 

Ah ! could esteem, or admiration, save 
So dear an object from th’ untimely grave. 

This transcript faint had not essay’d to tell. 

The loss of one beloved, revered so well. 

Vainly I try, even eloquence were weak. 

The silent sorrow that I feel, to speaiu 


* Alluding to his pencilled sketch of « tu ml 
surrounded with a gloij. 
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No more my hours of pain tliy voice will cheer. 
And bind my spirit to this lower sphere"; 

Jlend o'er my suirerinR frame with wntle sigh, 
And bid new lire relume my languici eye: 

No more the pencU’-; ini'nlc art comniand. 

And with kind piiv guide mv treml>lmc band; 
Nor dwell upon the ptge in fond regard, 
f'-» trace the inenning i i the TiiscJii bard. 

Vain all the pleasures 'I'liou can'st not inspire. 
And “ in my breast Ih’ imperfect joys expire." 

I fondly honed tliy band might grace my shrine. 
And little uream’d I should have wept o’er thine : 
In^rancy’s eye methought I saw thy lyre 
M’ith virtup’s enrrgltyt each bosom fire ; 

I saw admiring nations jiress around, 

Eager to catch the animating sound : 

An<i whpn, at length, snnlt in the shidcs of night, 
I'-i brighier W' rbb ihv spirit si ing'd Il^ lligbr. 

Thv .-r iiiiirv h iii'.j ihy venerated -b ule, 

.Ari l e. 1 ' n gr 1 .-. d bmoiir t - tlir rm iu--ri iinid. , 
.'such was ilie fate hone pictured to my view — 

Hut who. alas! e’er round hope’s visions true 7 
And, ah ! a dark presage, when last wc met, 
.‘•'adden'd the social hour with deep regret ; 

When Tiioii thy portrait from the minstrel tlrew, 
'fhe living Edwin starting on rny view— 

Silent, I ask’d of Heaven a lengiheti'd date; 

Jli.s genius tliine, but not like thine his fate. 
Shuddering I gazed, and saw too sure reveal’d, 
'rhe fatal truth, hv hope till tiien conceal’d. 

Too strong the portion of celestial llame 
For its weak tenement, the fragile frame; 

Ton soon fir nt it 'ought its native «kv, 

.And s .tr'd imi . rvi.>ijs i i ili" in.>rtnl rye. 

I. ike some < h ir in met, sh ad.i'» d froni ••ur siglif, ' 
l.eaving behind f.-ng ir.iciLS of Ini id light 
So vliall tliy bright etamiile lire e.u li youth 
With I -ve of virtue, p'e'.'i and iniih. ' 

Long oer thy lo-.j shall gr.iUiiil t.rmta lll■■l,^•>, 
And bia iter sons revere ihv f.ivour'd urn. 

When thy loved (lower ‘‘Spring’s victory makes 
known,” 

The primrose pale shall bloom for thee alone : 
Around thy urn the rosemary we’ll spread. 

Whoso “ tender fragrance,’’ — enibTem.of the dead— 
Shall “ teach the maid, whoso bloom no longer 
lives," 

That " virtue everv perish'd grace survives.’’ 
Farewell! sweet Moralist; heart-sickening grief 
Tells me in duty’s paths to seek relief. 

With surer aim on faith's strong pinions rise. 

And seek hope’s vanish’d anchor In the skies.” 

Yet still on tnee sh.'.ll find renicmbr.ance dwell, 
-And to the w Mild thv Wirtli delight |.i ii l| . 

'I hough well I fs l unworthy 1 hie the I iy> 

Thai to iliy meiuurv wet ping I'rit-iidship p i *«. 


STANZAS 

Supposed to Iiavo been written at the Grave of 
H. K. White, 

B y A LADY. 


TE gentlest gales ! oh, hither waft 
<)n itiry undulating sweeps. 

Your fteonent sighs, so jiassing soft. 
Where ne, the youthful Poet, sleeyis! 
He breathed the purest, tenderest sigh. 
The sigh of sensibility. 

€. 

And thou shalt lie, his favourite flower, 
Pa'e Primrose, on his grave reclined : 
Sweet emblem of his fleeting hour. 

And of his pure, his spotless mind ! 
Like thee, he sprung in lowly rale ; 
And felt, like thee, the trying gale. 


Nor hence thy pensive eye seclude. 

Oh thou, the fragrant Rosemary, 
Where he, “In marble solitude. 

So peaceful, and so deep,” doth he'.. 
His harp prophetic simg to thee 
In notes of sweetest minstrelsy. 


4 . 

Ye falling dews, Oh ! ever leave 

Your crystal drops these flowers to steep : 
At earliest mom, at latest eve. 

Oh let them for their Poet weep . 

For tears bedew’d his gentle eye. 

The tears of heavenly sympathy. 


Thou western Sun, cfflxse thy beams; 

For he was wont to pace the glade. 
To watch in pale uncertain gleams. 
The crimson-zoned horizon fade— 
Th* I I'l. I*iv -etling nuli.mi e pour, 
AV’liere he i> sti to ri»e no more. 


ODE 


On ike late II. M iVkite, 


A Nil is the minstrel’s voyage o’er ^ 

And is tJie star of genius tied ^ 

And will his magic harp no more. 

Mute in tlie mansions of the dead. 

Its strains seraphic pour ? 

A Pilgrim in this world of wo. 

Condemn’d, alas ! awhile to stray. 

Where bristly thorns, where (iri.irs grow. 

He hade, to cheer the gloomy way. 

Its heavenly music flow. 

And oft he bade, by fame inrpirod, 

Its wild notes seek tli’ ethereal plain. 

Till angels by its music fired, 

Have, listening, caught tli’ ecstatic strain. 
Have wonder’d, and admiri>d. 

lilt now pccure on happier ■shores, 

AA'iili iln.irs of <amn'l •■■■■ui. he >ine-t 
Ii.. harp III I >mnipi-leni .el >re*, 

.And from iM iwci i, its »iivi-r smng> 
Celettial music pours. 

And though on earth no niore he’ll w. ite 
Till- I IV 111 II I fr.iuglit with rn.tgli liti , 

Yi t oft «ih dl r.in. V hi ir ai eve 
His now 1 aalti.if, In ivmly lyre 
In sounds A'lolian grieve. 

B. Stoke. JUVEKIS. 


VERSES 

Occasioned bj/ the Death of H. K. White. 


WH.AT is this world at best. 

Though deck’d in vernal bloom, 

Pj hope and youthful fancy dre*'* 

What, hut a i.oa.'ele-^ t.-il lor rest, 

A pasfcTge to the lomh P 
If flowerets strew 
The avenue. 

Though fair, alas ! how fading, and how few ! 

And every hour comes arm’d 
Hy sorrow, or by wo : 

Conceal’d beneath its little wines, 

A Mtlie the soft-sho*l pilferer brings. 

To I.iv some romlorr low : 

Some tie to’ unbind, 

Hy love entwined. 

Some silken bond that holds the captive mind. 

I And every month displays 
The raviges of time: 
r.adcd ihi* il-.wers '—The Spring is pastl 
1 1 ho scatter'.! h aves, the wintry blaat, 
j AVarn to a milder clime; 

rhe ■n'ligsUTS Ileo 
' The leafless tree, 

I And bear to happier realnos their melody.' 
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Menfy: the world no inore 
Can claim thee for her own : 

Tn rurtr tkics thv radianre beams' 

1 |.v l.re I i n m Mi.r iht-riii « 

il.' H. m il il.runu 
Vil, «l'inl diMi, 

Forgive the tear 

U'hlch those inubt shed who’re doom’d to linger here, 

jMthonch a stranger, 1 
In iriciKl'-hiii's tiaiii would weep 
J ,.»i U) dll' Mcrid, al.i'! so young, 

.^.,.1 n ■■i.t thv I- re. in S'lenee hung, 

Li.. ’ 

I he j11 

Tin ir I'm ivl m rad ■, 

And rvafure’s wdt anenUa Ins funeral. 

Although with feeble wing 
'J'hy flight 1 would pursue, 

VV'itfi quicken’d real, with humbled pride, 

Aliki! our object, hopes, and guide, 

(‘Me heaven alike in view; 

• True, it was thine 
To fowir, to shine; 

r.iit J may make tliy milder virtues mine. 

If Jesus own my name, 

(Though fame pronounced it never,) 

Sw«>et spirit, not with time alone. 

But all whose absence liere 1 moan, 

Circling with harps the golden Uuonc, 

J shall unite for . ver : 

At death then why 
Tremble or sigh ? 

Oh ! who would wish to Uto, but he who fears to die ! 
ZJec. 5M, IS07. JOSIAH CONDER. 


BONNET, 

On seeing anotlicr written to II. K. White, in Sep- 
tember 1803, inserted in his “ Remains liy Robert 
Southey.” 


BY ARTHUR OWEN. 

AH ! once again the long-left wir<?s among, 

'rriuiiitj ihedVIii .e (<■ 'ti.ivi- liir r...|u:.-m song ; 

M ;ih .irmrt l-.n i,...v hu i.d. . ru it.e Ij» 

' bn r'd my d.irk in.m .1 i...mhiM.d, woiii to striv 
■ ' Ijju'.S III 1.1 <11 .|ui I .'I iiiU'k V r ; 

I o nil h. r I'r.ii. r mi li •«.. lb. . 111.11 t.irr d li-.m vi« w 
And I. ..urr.sliiji 1 I ihe vn..i-iil b ol .1 »ii‘ ii-t '.•■iii 
Tliat gave lue, dripping fresli with nature’.s dew, 
Poor Henry’s budding beauties— to a clinio 
llapless trans(>lanled, whose exotic r.iy 
Eorced their young vigour Into transient d.ay. 
And drain'd tlie stalk that rear’d them 1 and sliall 
time 

Trample these oryihan lilossoms ? — No ! they breathe 
Still lovelier charms — for .Southey culls the wreath! 

OjfcrJ, Dec. 1807. j 


SONNET. 

In Memor y of Mr. 11. K. White. 


“ ’TIS now the dead of night,” and T will go 
To whcTo the iimoir soft uiurmuriuc L-Mdi -- nlon 
Ir. Ibi .1,11 ,xl ; \| l il.ics lb. J.l.uiilive 
‘ 'I I li.lonn I 1 ilui.ugl'i ibe Ikm il..>«. ; 

AimI nl.ili- piii ( ,,niiii carelcdv d..ili ihr..w 
lliT dewy bi im'sihe vtrj.ini l".Uhbs .iiii.-i-l'. 
Will sit lieneath some sproadiiig oak trce«trong 
’ntermingle with the streams my wo: 

silence every gentio breeze ; 
n breatli disturbt^me awful gloom f 

^‘“‘Chilling dew-drops trickle down tbe trees,.^ 
And ererj flower withholds its rich perfume; 


’Tis sorrow leads me to that sacred ground 
Where Henry moulders in a sleep jurofound ! 

J. G. 


REFLECTIONS. 

On reading the lafe of the late H. K. Wliite- 
BY WILLIAM HOLLOWAY, 
Author qf “ The Peotarit's I'ate.” 


T'ART TNG cf .cience nnd the muse, 

II ■“ I. .'I i i.grcluse 

A I i. Ill ■! .1 I) If i..r ibii e 

f .r in r 1...I. 

\\ I. ii I.. 1 . ub It pr.-.pi . I . liavc- bem criwa d 
By Heaven's supreme decree ? 

IIow could a parent, love-beguiled. 

In life’s fair prime resign a child 
So duteous, good, and kind ^ 

The warblers of the soothing strain 
Must string ti>e elegiac lyre in vain 
To sootlie the wounded mind ! 

Yet Fancy, hovering round the tomb, 

Half envies, while she mourns thy doom. 

Dear poet, saint, and sagfe 1 
Who into one short span, at best. 

The wisdom of an age corapre.ss'd, 

A patriarch’s lengthen’d age J 

To him a genius sanctified, 

And purged from literary pride, 

A sacred boon was given : 

Chaste as tlie psalmist’s harp, his lyre 
Celestial raptures could inspire. 

And lift the soul to Heaven. 

Twas not the laurel earth bestows, 

*Twas not the praise from man Uiat flows, 
Witli classic toil he sought : 

He sought the crown that martyrs wear. 
When rescued from a world of care; 

Their spirit too he caught. 

Here come, ye thoughtless, vain, arid gay. 

At li.i i.llv rAiice in Fully s w.i», 

.•kml b.irn tlir' iSP’t'i I'/linit 
Learn ye, whose days have run to waste, 

How to redi>cm this pearl at last. 

Atoning for your crime. 

This flower, that droop’d In one cold clime 
Transplanted from the soil of time 
To immortiHtv, 

Jr fill I piriei !l•■^l I here shall bloom : 

And tJiose who now lament his doom 
Must bow to God’s decree. 

London, 27th Feb. 1808. 


ON READING THE POEM ON SOLITUDE, 


In thejecond Volume ofH. K. White'* '‘Remain*.’* 


RUT art thou thus indeed “ alone 
Ouite unliefriendeti — all unknown ? 

And hast thou then his name forgot 
Who form'd tliy frame, and fix'd tl»y lot ? 

Is not his voice in evening’s gale ? 

Beams not wilh him the “ star” so pale ? 

Is there a leaf can fade and die, 

Umioticc-d by his watcliful eye ? 

Each fluttering hope— cath anxious fear— 
Each lonely sigh — each silent tear— 

To tliine Almighty Friend are known t 
And saj'Bt thou, thou art ** all alone ? 

JOSIAH CONDEIU 
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TO THE 


MEMORY OP H. K. WHITE, 


BY THE RKV. W. B. COLLYER, A. M. 


0, l/OST too soon ! accept the tear 
A stranger to thy memory pays ! 
p Dear to the muse, to science tiear. 

In the young morning of thy days 

All the wild note# that pity loved 
Awoke, responsive still to thee. 

While o’er the lyre thy fingers roved 
In softest, sweetest harmony. 

The chords that in the human heart 
Compassion touches as her own. 

Bore in thy symphonies a part — 

With thetn in jierfect unison. 

Amidst accumulated woes. 

That premature afflictions bring. 

Submission’s sacred hymn arose, 

Warbled from every mournful string. 

When o’er thy dawn the darkness spread. 
And deeper every moment grew ; 

When rudriy round thy youttuul head. 
The chilling blasts of sickness blew ; 

Religion heard no 'plainings loud. 

The sigh in secret stole ft’om thee ; 

And pity, from the “ dropping cloud,” 
8heds tears of holy sympathy. 

Cold is that heart In which were met 
More virtues than could ever die ; 

The moming-star of hope is set— 

The sun a^ms another sky. 

O partial erieft to mourn the day 
^ suddenly o'erclouded here. 


To rise with nncTtingulsh'd ray~ 

To shine. In a superior sphere I 

Oft genius early quits this sod. 

Impatient of a robe of clay. 

Spreads the light pinion, spurns the clod. 
And smiles, anu soars, and steals away 

But more than genius urgo<l thy flight. 

And iinrk’d Uto wiy, ilear vrliith ' fur thee 
Ht nrv 'I'ring up i.i world, i.f light, 
t III u mgs of iiimiurialiiy I 

lilackhcath Hill, “iMh June, 1808. 

I 


OS 

THE DEATH OF 
H. K. WHITE. 


i TOO, too prophetic did thy wild note swell, 
Impassion'd minstrel ! when its jiitying wail 
Sigh’d o’er the vernal primrose as it lull 
I Untimely, wither’d Dy the northern giile.* 
j Thou wert that flower of promise and of prime ! 

' Whose opening bloom, mid many an adverse hlad. 
' Charm d the lone uanili n-r tiirn' ■(.•..art ■ liiiii 
I Itnl charm’d him unh a npinre sm-n o'lr. a.i, 

] To see thee languish into quick decay, 

I Yet was not thy departing Immature ; 
j For ripe in virtue thou wort reft away, 

I And pure in spirit, as the blcss’d are pure ; 

' Pure as the dew-drop, freed from earthly leaven, 

I That sparkles, is exltaled, and blends with heaven If 

T. PARK. 


* See Clifton Grove. 

t Young, I think, says of Narcissa, “she sparkled, 
was exhaled, and went to Heaven.” 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH 


OP 

THE A U T II O R. 


ROBERT BURNS was bom on the 29th day of Jan- 
uary, 1759, in a small ^ouse about two miles from 
the town of Ayr in Scotland. The family name, 
which the poet modernized into Burnt, was origin- 
ally Burnet or Riirncst. His father, William, ap- 
pears to have been early inured to poverty and 
hardshijrs, which he bore with pious resignation, 
and ende3v<(Ured to alleviate by industry and eco- 
nomy. After various attempts to gain a liveli- 
)UK)d, he took a lease of seven acres of land, with a 
view of commencing nurseryman and public gar- 
dener; and having built a bouse upon it with his 
own hands (an Instance of patient ingenuitv by no 
means uncommon among his countrymen in hum- 
lile life,) he married, December 1757, Agnes 
Brown.* The first fruit of liis marriage was Ro- 
bert, the subject of the present sketch. 

In his sixth year, Robert was sent to a school, 
whete he made considerable proficiency in reailing 
-md writing, and where he discovered an inclina- 
tion for hooks not very common at so early an age. 
About the age of thirteen or fourteen, he was sent 
to the parish school of Dalrymplc, where he in- 
croast*d his acquaintance wiUi English grammar, 
•and gained some knowledge of the French. Latin 
w;is also recommended to him : but he did not 
make any great progress in it. 

The far greater part of his time, however, was 
employed on his father's farm, which, in spite of 
much industry, became so unproductive as to in- 
volve the family in great distress. His father having 
taken another farm, the speculation was yet more 
f atal, and Involved his atlairs in complete ruin. He 
died, Fell. 13, 1784, leaving behind him the char- 
acter of a good and wise man, and an aflTectionate 
fatlier, who under all his mi.sfortunes, struggled to 
procure his children an excellent eflucation ; and 
endeavoured, both by precept and example, to form 
their minds to religion and virtue. 

1 1 was between the fifteenth and sixteenth year 
of his age, that Robert, first ** committed the sin 
of rhyme." Having formed a boyish affection for 
a female who was his companion in the toils of the 
field, he composed a song, which, however extra- 
ordinary from one at his age, and in his circum- 

* This excellent woman is still living in the fa- 
mily of her son Gilbert. (May, 1813.) 


stances, is far inferior to any of his subsequent per- 
formances. He was at thi.s time “ an ungainly, 
awkward boy," unacquainted with the world, but 
wlio occasionally liad picked up some notions of 
history, literature, and criticism, frotn tlie few book-s 
vrithin his re.ich. These, he informs us, were Sal- 
mon’s and Guthrie’s Geographical Grammars, tlie 
.Spectator, Poj)e’.s Works, some plays of .Shakspeare, 
Tull and Dictson on Agriculture, tlie Pantheon. 
Locke’s Essay on the Human Understanding, 
Stackhouse’s History of tlie Bible, Justice’s Bri- 
tish Gardener’s Directory, Boyle’s Lectures, Allan 
Ramsay’s Works, Taylor’s Scripture Doctrine of 
Original Sin, a Select Collection of English Songs, 
and Hervey’s Meditations. Of this motley assem- 
blage, it may readily be supposed, that some would 
be studied, and some read sujierficially. There is 
reason to think, however, that he perused the works 
of Uie poets with such attention as, assisted by hi« 
naturally vigorous capacity, soon directed his taste, 
and enabled him to discriminate tendemew and 
subliiiiity from affectation and bombast. 

It appears that from the seventeenth to the twen- 
ty-fourth year of Robert’s age, he made no con- 
siderable iterary improvement. His aooetsions of 
knowledge, or opportunities of leading, could not 
be frequent, but no external circumstances could 
prevent the innate peculiarities of his character 
from displaying themselves. He was distinguished 
by a vigorous understanding, and an untameable 
spirit. His resentments were quick, and although 
not durable, expressed with a volubility of indigna- 
tion which could not but silence and overwhelm 
his humble and illiterate as-sociates ; while the oc- 
casional efiiisions of his muse on temporary sub- 
jects, which were handed about in manuscript, 
raised him to a local superiority that seemed the 
earnest of a more extended fame. His first motive 
to compose verses, as has been already noticed, 
was his early and warm attachment to the fisir sex. 
His favourites were In the humblest walks of 
life ; but during his passion, he elevated them to 
I.,auras and Saccharissas. His attachments, how- 
ever, were of the purer kind, and his constant 
theme the happiness of the married state ; to ob- 
tain a suitable provision for which, he engaged in 
partnership with a flax-dresser, hoping, probably, 
to attain by degrees the rank of a manufacturer. 
But this speculation was attended with very little 
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success, and was finalij ended oy an b«>cidental | objects which engrossed all attention and all eon 
fire I versatlon. 


On his father’s death he took a farm In conjui 
flon with his brother, with the honourable view of 
providing for their large and orphan family. But 
here, too, be was doomed to be unfortunate, al- 
though, in his brother Gilbert, he had a coadjutor 
of excellent sense, a man of uncommon powers 
boLi of thought and expression. 

During his residence on this farm he formed a 
connection with a young woman, the conseqnences 
of which could not belong concealeil. In this di- 
lemma, the imprudent couple agreed to make a >■ 
gal acknowledgment of a private marriag«*, and 
projected that she should remain with her father, 
while he was to go to Jamaica “ to push his for- 
tune.” This proceeding, however romantic it may 
appear, would have rescued the lady's character, ac- 
cording to the laws o£ Scotland, but it did not sa- 
tisfy her father, who insisted on having all the 
Written documents respecting the marriage can- 
celled, and by this unfeeling measure, he intended 
that it should be rendered void. Divorced now 
from all he held dear in the world, he had no re- 
•ourcc but in his projecte<l voyage to Jamaica, 
which was prevented by one of those circumstances, 
that in common cases, might pass without ob.ser- 
vafion, but which eventually laid the foundation 
of hi.s future fame. For once, hh pox'ertxf stood his 
friend. Had he been provided with money to pay 
for his passage to Jamaica, he might have set sail, 
and l)een forgotten. But he was destitute of every 
necessary for the voyage, and was therefore advised 
to raise a sum of money by publishing his poems in 
the way of subscription. They were accordingly 
printed at Kilmarnock, in the year I78fi, in a small 
volume, which was encouraged by subscriptions for 
about 350 copies. 

It is hardly possible to express with wh^t eager 
admiration these poems were every where received. 
Old and young, high and low, learned and ignorant, 
all were alike delighted. Such transports would 
naturally find their way into the liosom of the au- 
thor, especially when he found that, instead of the 
necessity of flying from his native land, he was now 
encouraged to go to Edinburgh and superintend 
the publication of a second edition. 

In the metropolis, he was soon introduced Into 
the company and received the homage of men of 
literature, rank, and taste; and his appearance 
and behaviour at this time, as they cxcinnled all ex- 
I>ectation, heightened and kept up tlie curiosity 
which his works had excite<l. He became the ob- 
ject of universal admiration, and was feasted, and 
flattered, as if it had been impossible to reward his 
merit too highly. But what contributed principal- 
ly to extend his fame Into the sister kingdom, was 
his fortunate Introduction to Mr. Mackenzie, who. 

In the 97th paper of the Lounger, recommended 
his poems by Judicious specimens, and generous 
and elegant criticism. From this time, whether 
present or absent, Bums and his genius were the 


It cannot lie surprising if this new scene of lifi- 
produceil efiects on Burns which were the source 
of much of the unhappiness of his future life: fur 
while he was admitted into the company of men of 
taste and virtue, he was also sedueeei, by pressing 
Invitations, into the society of those whose habits 
are too social and inconsiderate. It is to bo regret- 
ted that he had little resolution to withstand those 
attentions which flattered his merit, and appeared 
to be the just respect due to a degree of superioritv 
of which he could not avoid Iieing conscious. 
Among his superiors in rank and merit, his beha- 
viour was in general decorous and unassuming ; 
but among lii,s more equal or inferior associates he 
was himself the source of the mirth of the evening, 
and repaid the attenfion and submission of his 
hearers by sallies of wit, which from one of hi^ 
birth and education, had all the fascination of won- 
der. His introduction, about the same time, info 
certain convivial clubs of higher rank, was an in- 
judicious mark of respect to one who was destined 
to return to the jdough, and to the simple and 
frugal enjoyments of a peasant’s life. 

During his residence at Edinburgh, his finances 
were considerably improved by the now edition of 
his poems; and /his enabled him to visit several 
other parts of his native country. He left Kdiii- 
burgh, May 6, 1787, and in the course of his jour- 
ney wa.s hospitably received at the houses of many 
tleincn of worth and learning. He afterwards 
travelled into England as far as G.arlisle. In tlie 
beginning of June he arrived in Ayrshire, after an 
ibsenceofsix months, during which he had ex- 
perienced a change of fortune, to which the hojie* 
of few men in his situation could have aspired. 

companion in some of these tours was a Mr. 
Nicol, a man who w.as endeared to Burns not only 
by the warmth of his friendship, but by a certain 
congeniality of sentiment and agreement in habits. 
This sypipathy, in some other instances, made our 

!t capriciously fond of companions, who. In the 
eyes of men of more regular conduct, were insulli.r- 
able. 

During the greater part of the winter 17.S7-S, 
Burns again resided in Edinburgh, and entered 
with peculiar relish into its gayeiies. But as the 
singularities of his manner displ.ayed themselves 
more openly, and as the novelty of his appearance 
ire ofF, he became less an object of general atten- 
tion. Ho lingereil long in tliis place, in hojKS that 
some situation would have been offered which 
might place him in Independence : but as it did not 
seem probable that any thing of that kind would 
occur soon, he bijgati seriously to reflect that tours 
of pleasure and praise would not provide for the 
wants of a family. Influenced by these consUlera 
lions he quitted Edinburgh in the month of Febru- 
ary, 1788. Finding himself master of nearly .£500 
from the sale of his poems, he took the farm of EI- 
lisland, near Dumfries, and stocked it with part nf 
this money, besides generously advancing j£’200 to 
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ills brother <4iH crt, ■who wa» struggling with diffi- 
culties. He was now also legally united to Mrs. 
Mums, who joined him with their children about 
the end ol Uiis year. 

(Quitting now speculations for more active pur- 
suits, he rebuilt the dweiiitig-house on Ids farm; 
and during his engagement in tliis object, and 
while the regulations of the farm had the charm of 
novelty, ho passed his time in more tranquillity 
than he had lately experienced. Uut unfortunate- 
ly, his old habits were rather interrupted than bro- 
ken. Ho was again invited into soriat parties, 
with the additional recommendation of a man who 
iiad seen the world, and lived with the great; and 
again partook of those Irregularities for which men 
of warm imaginations, and conversation-talents, j 
find too many apologies. But a circumstance now , 
ooLiurred which threw many obstacles in his way as 
a farmer. 

Burns very fondly cherished those notions of in- 
dejiendence, which arc dear to the yoang and in- 
genuous. But he had not matured these by reflec- 
tion ; and he was now to learn, that a little know- 
ledge of the world will overturn many such airy 
falmcs. If we may fbrm any judgment, however, 
from his correspondence, his eitpectations were not 
very extravagant, since he expected only that some 
of his illustrious patrons would have plac.ed him, 
on whom they bestowed the honours of genius, in 
a situation where his exertions might have been un- 
interrupted by the fatigues of labour, and the calls 
of want. Hisappointed in this, he now formed a 
design of applying for the otiice of exciseman, as a 
kind of resource In case his expectations from the 
farm should be baffled. By the interest of one of 
his friends this object was accomplished ; and after 
the usual forms were gone through, he was appoint- 
ed exciseman, or, as it is vulgarly called, gai/gcr of 
the district in which he lived. 

“His tarm was now abandoned to liis servants, 
while he betook himself to the duties of hJs new ap- 
pointment. He might still, indeed, be seen in the 
spring, directing his plough, a labour in which he 
excelled, or striding with measijreil steps, along his 
tiinicd-up furrows, and scattering the grain in the 
earth. But his farm no longer occupied the prin- 
cipal part of his care or his Uiought.s. Mounted on 
horseback, he was found pursuing the defaulters of 
the revenue, among the hills and vales of Niths- 
U;ile.’’ 

About tills time (1792,) he was solicited, to give 
his aid to Mr. Thomson’s Collection of Scoti.sli 
Songs. He wrote, with attention and without 
delay, for this work, all the songs which appear in 
this volume; to which we have' added those he 
contributed to Johnson’s Musical Museum. 

Bums also found leisure to form a soclely for 
purchasing and circulating books among the farm- 
ers of tile neighbourhood ; but these, however 
praiseworthy emiOoyments, still interrupted the 
Mtentioiii hp ought to htvp beslowed on bis farm. 


it 

which became eo unproductive that he found it 
convenient to resign it, and disposing of his stock 
and crop, removed to a small house which he had 
taken In Dumfries, a short time previous to his 
lyric engagement with Mr. 'rhoqison. He had 
now received from the Board of Excise, an appoint- 
ment to a new district, the emolumeuta of which 
amounted to about seventy pounds sterling p«r 
annum. 

• 

While at Dumfries, his temptations to irregular- 
ity retairred so frequently as nearly to overpower 
his resuluiums, and which he appears to have 
formed with a perfect knowledge of what is right 
andg^rudent. During his quiet moments, however, 
he was enlarging his fame by those adiuirah.e 
comiKisitions he sent to Air. 'Ihomson : and Ids 
temporary sallies and flashes of imagination, in the 
merriiuent of the social table, still bespoke a ge- 
nius of wonderful strength and captivations. It has 
been said, indeed, that,, extraordinary as his poems 
are, they afford but inadequate proof of the powers 
of their author, or of that acuteness of observation, 
and expression, he displayetl on common topics in 
conversation. In the siMuety of persons of taste, 
he could refrain from those Induigenoee, which, 
among his more constant companions, probably 
formed his chief recommendation. 

The emoluments of his office, which now com- 
posed his whole fortune, soon appearetl insufficient 
for the maintenance of his family. He did not, 
j indeed, from the first, expect that they could ; bat 
he ha<l hopes of promotion, and would probably 
have attained it, if he had not forfeited the favour 
of the Board of Excise, by some conversi^tions on the 
state of public affkirs, which were deemed highly 
improper, and were probably reportetl to the Board 
in a way not calculated to lessen their effect. That 
he should have l>oen deceived by the atTairs in 
'i^rance during the early periods of the revolution, 
is not surprising ; he only caught a )>ortion of an 
enthusiasm which was then very general : hut that 
he .should have raised his imagination to a warmth 
beyond his fellows, will appear very singular, when 
we consider tliat ho had hitherto distinguished 
himself as a Jacobite, an adherent to the house of 
Stewart. Vet he had uttered opinions which were 
thought dangerous: and information being given 
to the Board, an inquiiy was instituted into hi* 
conduct, the result of which, although rather 
favourable, was not so much os to re-instate him in 
the good opinion of the commissioners. Interest 
was necessary to enable him to retain his office*, 
and he was informed that his promotion w'as defer- 
red, and must depend on his Aiturc behaviour. 

He is said to have defended himself, on this 
occasion, in a letter addressed to one of the Board, 
with much spirit and skill. He wrote another 
letter to a gentleman, who, hearing that he had 
been dismissed from his situation, proposed a sub- 
scription for him. In this last, he gives an account 
of the whole transaction, and endeavours to vindi- 
cate his loyalty ; he also contends for an Indepfend • 
ence of spirit, which he certainly possessed, but 
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which yet appears to have partaken of that extra- 
vagance of sentiment whicli is fitter to point a 
stanza than to conduct a life. 

A passage in this letter is too characteristic to be 
omitte<l.— “ Often," says our poet, •* In blasting 
auticipation have I listened to some future hackney 
scribbler, with heavy malice of savage stupidity, 
exultingly asserting that Burns, notwithstanding 
the fanfaronade of independence to be found In his 
works, and after having been held up to public 
view, and to public estimation, as a man of some 
genius, yet quite destitute of resources within him- 
self to support his borrowed dignity, dwindleti into 
a paltry exciseman ; and slunk out the restfsfhls 
insignificant exisUfnee, in the meanest of pursuits 
and among the lowest of mankind." 

This passage has no doubt often been read with 
sympathy. That Burns should have embraced the 
only opportunity In his power to provide for his 
family, can be no topic of censure or ridicule, and 
however incompatible with the cultivation of ge- 
nius the business of an exciseman may be, there is 
nothing of moral turpitude or disgrace attac hed to 
it. It was not his choice, it was the only help 
within his reach : and he laid hold of it. But that 
he should not have found a patron generous or wise 
enough to place him in a situation at least free 
from allurements to “ the sin that so easily beset 
him,” is a circumstance on which the admirers of 
Burns have found it painful to dwell. 

Mr. Mackenzie, in the 97th number of the 
Lounger, after mentioning the poet’s design of 
going to the West Indies, concludes that paper in 
words to which sufficient attention appears not to 
have been paid : “ I trust means may be found to 
prevent this resolution from taking place; and 
that I do my country no more than justice, when I 
su{>pose her ready to stretch out the hand to cherish 
and retain this native poet, whose “ wood notes 
wild" possess so much excellence — To repair the 
wrongs of suffering or neglected merit; to call 
forth genius from the obscurity in which it had 
pined indignant, and place if tvhere it may profit or 
delight the world .—these are exertions which give 
to wealth an enviable superiority, to greatness and 
to patronage a laudable pride.” 

Although Bums deprecated the reflections which 
might be made on his occupation of exciseman, it 
may be necessary to add, that from this humble 
step, he foresaw all the contingencies and grada- 
tions of promotion up to a rank uii which it is not 
usual to look with contempt. In a letter dated 
1791, he states that he is on the list of supervisors ; 
that in tyro or three years he should be at the head 
of that list, and be appointed, as a matter of course ; 
but that then a friend might be of service in getting 
him into a part of the kingdom which he would 
like. A supervisor's income varies from about jC 120 
to £200 a year: but the business is " an incessant 
drudgery, and would be nearly a complete bar to 
every species of literary pursuit.” He proceeds, 
however, to observe, that the moment he is ap 


! pointed supervisor he might be nominated on the 
Collector’s list, " and this is always a business pure, 
ly of political patronage. A collectorship varies 
from much better than two hundred a year to near 
a thoiLsand. Collectors also come forward by pre- 
cedency on the list, and have, besides a hantlsome 
income, a life of complete lei.sure. A life of literary 
leisure with a decent competence, is tht summit of 
ray wishes.” 

He was doomed, however, to continue in his 
present employment for the remainder of his days, 
which were not many. Ili.s con.stitution was now 
rapidly decaying; yet, his resolutions of amemi- 
ment were but feeble. His temper became irritable 
and gliKJtny, and he was even insensible to the kind 
forgiveness and sotthing attentions of his aifection- 
atc wife. In the month of June, 1790, he retnovisl 
to Brow, al>out ten miles from Dumfries, to try the 
effect of sea-bathing ; a remedy that at firs^he 
imagined, relieved the rheumatic pains in his 
limbs, wiUi which he had. been afflicted for sonic 
months : hut this was immediately followed by a 
new attack oft fever. When brought back to his 
house at Dumfries, on the 18lh of .July, he was no 
longer able to stand upright. The fever incrcasetl, 
attended with delirium and debility, and on the 
21st he expired, in the Uiirty-eighth year of his age. 

He left a widow and four sons, for whom the 
inhabitants of .Dumfries opened a subsc.-iiption, 
which being extended to England, produced a con- 
siderable sum for their immediate necessitie.s.* This 
has since been augmented by the profits of Ihc edition 
of his works, printed in four volumes, 8vo. ; to 
which Dr. Currie, of Liverpool, prefixed a life 
written with much elegance and taste. 

As to the person of our poet, he is described as 
being nearly live feet ten inches in height, and of a 
form that indicated agility as well ns strength. 
Ili.s well-raised forehead, shaded with black curJing 
hair, expressed uncommon capacity. His eyes 
were large, dark, full of ardour and animation. His 
face was well formed, and his countenance uncom- 
inonly interesting. His conversation is universally 
allowed to have been uncommonly fa.scinating, and 
rich in wit, humour, whim, and ta'casionally in 
scriou.s and appos;te reflection. This excellence, 
however, proved a lasting misfortune to him : for 
while it procured him the friendship of men of 
character and ta.ste, in whose company his humour 
was guarded and cha.ste, it had also allurements for 
the lowest of mankind, who know no difference be- 
tween freedom and licentiousness, and are never so 
completely gratified as when genius condescends (o 
give a kind of sanction to their grossness. He died 
poor, but not in debt, and left behind him a name 
the fame of which will not be soon eclipsed. 

* Mrs. Burns continues to live in the house in 
which the Poet died : tire eldest son, Robert, is at 
present in the .Stamp-Office ; the other two are offi- 
cers in the East India Company’.s army, William is 
in Bengal, and James in Madras, (May, 181.1) Wal- 
lace, the second son, a lad of great promise, died of 
a consumption. 



ON 

THE DEATH OF BURNS. 

nY MR. ROSfiOE. 


REAR high thy bleak, ms^estic hills, 

Thy shelter’d -vallejs proudly spread. 

And, Scotia, pour thy tliousand rills, 

And vave thy heaths vith blossoms red ; 

But, ah ! what poet now sliall tread 
'J'hy airy heights, thy woodland reign, 

.Since he the sweetest bard is dead 

That ever breath’d the soothing strain ? 

As green thy towering pines may grow> 

As clear tliy streams may speed along ; 

As bright thy summer suns may glow. 

And wake again thy feathery throng; 

But now, unheeded is the song. 

And dull and lifeless all around. 

For his wild harp lies all unstrung, 

And cold the hand that wak’d its sound. 

What though thy vigorous offspring rise. 

In arts and arms thy sons excel ; 

Though beauty In thy daughters’ eyes. 

And health in every feature dwell ; 

Yet who shall now their praises tell, 

In strains impassion'd, fond, and free. 

Since he no more the song shall swell 
T o love, and liberty, and thee ! 

With step-dame eye and frown severe 
His hapless youth why didst thou view !, 

For all thy joys to him were dear. 

And all his vows to thee were due 3 
No^greater bliss his bosom knew. 

In opening youth’s delightful prime 
Than when tlty favouring ear he drew 
To listen to his chanted rhyme. 

Thy lonely wastes and frowning skies 
To him were all with rapture fraught ; 

He heard with joy the terapesu rise 
That wak’d him to suhlimcr thought ; I 
And oft thy- winding dells he sought, 

Where wild flowers pour’d their rathe per 
And with sincere devotion brought [ftnxie. 
To thee the summer’s earliest bloom. 


But, ah, no fond maternal .smile 
His unprotected youth enjoy’d ; 

His limbs inur’d to early toil. 

His days vith ear !y hardships tried . 

And more to mark the gloomy void. 

And hid him feel his misery. 

Before his infant eyes would glide 
Day-dreams of immortality. 

Yet, not by cold neglect depress’d, 

With sinewy arm he turn’d the soil. 

Bunk with the evening sun to rest. 

And met at mom bis earliest smile. 

Wak’d by his rustic pipe, meanwhile ‘ 

The powers offkncy came along. 

And soothed his lengthen'd hour of toil 
With native wit and sprightly song. 

—Ah ? days of bliss, too swiftly fled. 

When vigorous health from labour springs 
And bland contentment smooths the bed. 
And sleep his ready opiate brings ; 

And hovering round on airy wings 
Float tl»e light forms of young desire. 

That of unutterable things 

The soft and shadowy hope inspire. 

I Now spells of mightier power prepare, 

1 Bid brighter phantoms round him dance ; 
j Let flattery spread her viewless snare. 

And fame attract his vagrant glance; 

Let sprightly pleasure too advance. 

Unveil’d her eyes, unclasp’d her zone, 

TUI lost In love’s delirious trance 

He scorn the Joys his youth has known. 

Let friendship pour her brightest blaze. 
Expanding all the bloom of soul } 

And mirth concentre all her rays, 

And point them from the sparkling bov ; 
And let the careless moments roll 
la socdal pleasures unconfln’d. 

And confldeoce, that spurns control, 

Unlock the inmost springs of mind. 
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A ad lead hU steps those bowers among, 
Where elegance with q>Iendour vies, 

Or science bids her favour'd throng 
To more refin’d sensation* rise ; 

Beyond the peasant’s humbler joys. 

And fireed from each laborious strlfr. 
There let him learn the bliss to prize 
That waits the sons of polish’d life. 

Then whilst his throbbing veins beat high 
With every impulse of delight. 

Dash from bis lips the cup of joy. 

And shroud the scene in shades of niglit ; 
And let despair, with wizard light, 

Disclose the yawning gulf below. 

And pour incessant on his right. 

Her spectei'd ills and shapes of wo i 

And show beneath a cheerless shed. 

With sorrowing heart and streaming eyes. 
In silent grief where droops her head. 

The partner of his early joys * 


And let his infants’ tender cries 
His fond parental succour claim. 

And bid him hear in agonies 
A husband and a father’s name. 

’I'is done — the powerful charm succeeds ; 

His high reluctant spirit bends; 

In bitterness of soul he bleeds, 

No longer with liis fate contends. 

An idiot laugh the welkin rends 
As genius thus degraded lies ; 

Till pitying Heaven the veil extends 
That shrouds the Poet’s ardent eyes. 

— Rear high thy bleak, majestic hills, 

Thy shcltei’d valleys proudly spread. 
And, Scotia, pour thy thousand nils. 

And wave thy heaths with blossoms red 
But never more shall poet tread 

Thy airy heights, thy woodland reign) 
Since he the sweetest bard is dead 

That ever breath’d the soothing strain. 



PREFACE 


TO THE FIRST EDITION OF 

BURNS* POEMS, 

PUBLISHED AT KILMARNOCK, 178(5. 


THE following trifles are not the production cf 
(he poet, who with all the advantages of learned 
art, and perh-'n^^ amid the elegances and Idlenesses 
of upper life, looks down for a rural theme, with an 
eye to Theocritus or u’l. To the autlior of 
tills, these and other celebrated names, their coun. 
trymen, are, at least in their original language, a 
fountain thxU up, and a Aoo/c tealtd. Unacquaint«<l 
w ith the necessary requisites for commencing poet 
by rule, he sings the sentiments and manners he 
felt and saw in himself and his rustic compeers 
around lum, in his and their native language. 

Though a rhymer from his earliest years, at least 
from the earliest impulses of the softer passions, it 
was not till very lately that the applause, perhaps 
the partiality, of friendship, wakened his vanity so 
far as to make him think any thing of his worth 
showing; and none of the following works were 
composed with a view to the press. To amuse 
himself with the little creations of his own fancy, 
amid the toil and fatigues of a lalioriuiis life ; to 
transcribe the variousfeclings, the loves, the griefs, 
the hopes, the fears, in his own breast : to find 
some kind of counterjioise to the struggles of n 
world, always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the 
pi>etical mind— these were his motives for nxirting 
the Muses, and In these he found poetry to be its 
own reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character of 
an author, ho does it with fear and trembling. So 
dear is fame to the rhyming tribe, that even he, an 
obscure, nameless Bard, shrinks aghast at the 
tliought of being branded as — An impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world: 
and, because he can make a shift to jingle a few 
doggerel Scotch rhymes togetlier, looking upon 


himself as a poet of no small consequence for- 
sooth ! 

It is an observaiion of that celebrated poet, 
Shenstone, whose divine elegies do honour to our 
language, our nation, and our species, that “ Hu- 
mility has depressed many a genius to a hermit, 
but never raised one to fame !” If any critic catches 
at the word geniut, the author tells him once for 
all, that he certainly looks ujion himself as posses- 
sed of some poetic abilities, otherwise his publish- 
ing in the manner he has done, would be a ma- 
noeuvre below the worst character which, he hopes, 
his worst enemy will ever give him. ^lut to the 
genius of a-Ramsay, or the glorious d awnings of tlie 
poor, unfortunate Fergusson, he, witli equal unaf- 
fected sincerity, declares, that, even In his highest 
pulst? ot vanity, he has not the most distant pre • 
tensions. These two justly admired Scotch poets 
he has often had in his eye in the following pieces ; 
blit rather witli a view to kindle at their flame than 
for servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his most 
sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow over a 
nter, but the heart-throbbing gratitude of the 
bard, conscious how much he owes to benevolence 
and friendship, for gratifying him, if he deserves it, 
in that dearest wish of every poetic bosom— to be 
distinguished. He begs his readers, particularly 
the leametl and the polite, who may honour him 
with a perusal, that they will make every allowance 
for education and circumstances of life ; but if, af- 
ter a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall 
stand convicted of dulness and nonsense, let him be 
done by as he would in that case do by others— let 
him be condemned, without mercy, to contempt 
and oblivion. 
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SECOND EDITION Of THE POEMS FORMERLY PRINTED. 
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TO THK 

NOBLEMEN AND GENTLEMEN 

OK TH E 

CALEDONIAN HUNT. 


it}/ Lords and Gentlemenj 

A Scottish Bard, proud of the name, and whose 
highest ambition is to sing In his Country’s service 
—where shall he so properly look for patronage as 
to the itluslrious names of Ids native Land; those 
who bear the honours and inherit the virtues of 
their Ancestors ? The Poetic Genius of my Coun- 
try found me, as the prophetic bard Elijah did 
Elisha — at the plough ; and threw her inspiring 
mantle over me. She bade me sing the loves, the 
joys, the rural scenes and rural pleasures of iny na- 
tive soli, in my native tongue; I tuned my wild, 
■irtless notes, as she insjtlred— She whispered me to 
come to this ancient Metropolis of Caledonia, and 
Lay my Songs under your honoured protection : I 
now obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I do 
not approach you, my lK>rds and Gentlemen, in 
the usual style of dedication, to thank you for past 
favours : that patli is so hackneyed by prostituted 
learning, that honest rusticity is ashamed of it. 
Nor do I present this Address with tlie venal soul 
of a servile Author, looking for a conUnnation of 
those favours : I was bred to the Plough, and am 
independent. 1 come to claim (he pomioon Scot- 
tish name with you, my iiluftrjkata Countrymen ; 
and to tell the world that 1 in the title. J 
come to congratulate my Country, UuU the blood 


of her ancient heroes still runs uncontainlnatcil : 
and that from your courage, knowledge, and public 
spirit, she may expect protection, wealth, and 
liberty. In the last place, I come to profibr niy 
wannest wishes to the Great Fountain of Honour, 
the Monarch of the Universe, for vour welfiire and 
happiness. 

\Yhen you go forth to waken the Echoes, in the 
ancient and favourite amusement of your fore- 
fathers, may Pleasure ever be of your party ; ami 
may Social Joy await your return: When ha- 
rassed in courts or camps with the jostlings of bad 
men and bad measures, may the honest conscious- 
ness of injured worth attend your return to your 
native seats; and may Domestic Happiness, witl\ a 
smiling welcome, meet you at your gates ! May 
corruption shrink at your kindling indignant 
glance ; and may tyranny in the Ruler, and licen- 
tiousness in the People, erjually find you an inexor- 
able foe ! 

I have the honour to be, 

^Vith the bincerest gratitude, 
and highest respect, 

My Lords and^lentlemcn, 
Your most devoted humble servant, 

' ROBERT BURNS. 

Sdinlisrfffi, 

AprU 4, 1787. 



POEMS, 


CHIEFLY SCOTTISH. 


THE TWA DOGS.. 

A TALE 


'TW^AS in that place o' Scotland’s isle. 

That bears the name o’ Auld King Coil, 

ITport a bonnie day in June, 

\vhen wearing through the afternoon, 

Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame. 
Forgather’d ance upon a time. 

The first I'll name, they ca’d him Cwsar, 

''^^as keepit for his Honour’s pleasure ; 

I Us hair, his si/e. his mouth, his In 
•'■I n .1 hi.' w.i» iiane o' S. -jtl ni.l’. lUu' . 

It it nil iljiii ^olne place lar .iliroad, 

Vt’here sailom gang to hsh for (.'ud. 

His locked, letter’d, braw brass collar, 

Show'd Ititn the gentleman and scholar ; 

Hut tltough he was ot high degree. 

The fient a jiridc, na pride had he ; 

Hut wad hae spent an hour caressln’, 

ISr’ii wi’ a tinkler-gypsey’s messin’. 

At kirk or market, haill or smiddic, 

Na'e tawted tyke, thongh e'er sac duddie. 

Hut he wad stawn’t, as glad to see him, 

Aud struan’t on staucs an hillocks wi* him. 

The tithcr wns a ploughman's collie, 

A rhyming, ranting, raving billie, 

Wha for his friend an’ comrade had him. 

And id his freaks had Lu(tth ca’d him, 

After some dog in Highland sang,* , 

VV as made lang syne— Ivord knows how lang. 

He was a gash an’ falthfu’ tyke. 

As ever lap a sheugh or dyke. 

His honest, sonsie, haws'nt face, 

Aye gat him friends in ilka plai .;. 

His breast was white, his tow/io back 
Weel clad wi’ coat o’ glossy hlack ; 

His gaweie tail, wi’ upward curl. 

Hung o’er his hurdies wi’ a swurl. 

Nae doubt liut they were fain o’ itlur. 

An’ unco pack an’ thick thegithcr ; 
tVi' social nose whyles snufl'’d and snowkit, 
Whyles mice an’ moudieworts they howkit ; 
Uftiyles scour’d awa’ In lang excursion. 

An’ worry’d ither In diversion ; 

Until wi’'dafTln weary grown, 

Upon a knowe they sat them down. 

And there tiegan a lang digression 
About the lords o’ the creation. 

CJESAR. 

I’ve aflen wonder’d, honest Luath, 

VVliat sort o’ life ]»oor dogs like you have ; 

An’ when the gentry’s life I saw. 

What way poor bodies liv’d ava. 

Our Laird gets in his racked rents. 

His coals, his kain, and a’ his stents ; 


• Cuchullin’s dog in OssUn’s Fingal. 


He rises when he likes himsel ; 

His flunkies answer at the bell ; 

He ca’s his coach, he ca’s his horse 
He draws a bonnie silken purse 
As lang’s my tail, whare, through the steoks. 
The ydlow letter’d Geordie keeks. 

Frae mom to e’en It’s nought hut toilinc, 

.\i h iKing, roistiiig, fiymg, boiling . 
in’ ihough (he gentry nrsi are stccliin, 

Vt t f\’n ilio ha’ fulk fill their perh m 
\t ■' '..111' f, rugi'uts. anil sii like tr.i-hii r -. 

Tb u % lilUe 'liort o’ il.iwnrlght w jsim . 
tiiir Whipprr III. wee hlasiii woniii-r, 

I’.ti.r worthU-bt elf. It eaU a dinner 
Hetter than ony tenant man 
His Honour has In a’ the Ian’ : 

An’ what poor cot-folk pit their painch in, 

I own it’s past my comprehension. 

LUATH. 

Tiowth, Csesar, whyles they’re fash't entugh ; 
A cottar howkin in a sneugh, 

Wi’ dirty stanes biggin a dyke, 

Haring a quarry, and sic like, 

Himself, a wife, ho thus sustains, 

A .smytrie o’ wee duddie weans, ‘ 

An’ nought but his han’ darg, to keep 
Them right and tight In thack an’ raiib. 

An’ when they meet wi’ salr disasters. 

I/ike loss o’ health, or want o’ masters, 

Ve maist wad tlilnk, a wee touch langer. 

An’ they maun starve o’ cauld an’ hunger; 

Hut, how it comes, I nevi>r kenn’d yet, 

Thiw’re malstly wonderfii’ contented ; 

An’ buirdly duels, an’ cb.'Vi.T hi/.vuos. 

Are bred in sic a way ac this is. 

CASSAR. 

But then to see how vo’ro negleckit, 

How huif’d, and cuff’d, and disrespeckit ! 

I.— <i, man. our gentry care as little 
For lid vers, ditchers, and sic rattle; 

They g.ang ns saucy by poor fo'k. 

Ah 1 wad by a stinking Wock. 

I’ve notic’d on our I.aird’s court-day. 

An’ mouy a time rny lieart’s h-jen wae, 

I’oar tenant bodies scant o’ cash. 

How they maun thole a factor’s snash : 

He’ll stamp an' threaten, curse an’ swear. 

He’ll apprehend them, poind their gear ; 

While they maun staum, wi’ asiiect humole. 

An’ hear it a’, an’ fear an’ tremble. 

I sec how folk live that hae idches ; 

But surely poor folk maun be wretches ? 

LUATH. 

They’re nae sae wretched’s ane wad thick ; 
Though constantly on noortllh’s brink ; 

They’re sae accustom’tl wi’ the sight. 

The view o’t gies them little fright. 

Then chance an’ fortune are sae miided. 
They’re aye in less or mair provided ; 



BVB.WSV POBIHS. 


An’ though fatigu’d wi’ close employment, 
A blink o’ rest’s a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o’ tl)clr lives, 

Their grushie weans an’ faithfti’ wives; 

The prattling things arc just their pride. 
That sweetens a’ their dre-side. 

An’ whylcs twalpennie worth o’ nappy 
Can mak’ the botiies unco happy ; 

They lay aside their private cares, 
vTo mend the Kirk and State affairs ; 

’They’ll talk o’ patronage and priests, 

Wi' kindling fury in their breasts, 

4)r tell what new taxation's coinin’. 

An’ ferlic at the folk in Lon’on. 

As bleak fac’d Hallowmass returns. 

They get the jovial, ranting kirns. 

When rural Itfe, o’ ev*ry station, * 

Unite in common recreation ; 

Ijove blinks. Wit slaps, an’ social Mirth, 
Forgets there’s Care upo’ the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 

They bar the door on ftrosty winds ; 

The' nappy reeks wi’ mantling ream. 

An’ hbed'. a hc.iri-Inspiring hieain . 
riif luiiiln' pi;H-, an’ -.ncohirr null, 

.\rc li.indcd roimd wi’ ij, bi guid u ill ; 

The (' mill- aulil I'ulks crackin' i n-ii.r, 
Thesoung ane*. ranim' ibruiigh the Ihmisc,— 
.M> lieirl his b»-i n sjie f.un lo s«-«- tliiiii, 

'1 lidt 1 tor jpy hae barLit ui' them. 

Still it’s owrc true that ye hae said, 

"Sic game is now uwre aften play’d. 

There’s monie a creditable stock, 

4)’ decent, honest, fawsont fo’k, 

Are riven out baith root and branch. 

Some rascal’s pridefu’ greed to quench, 

■ Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster 
In favour wi’ some gentle master, 

Wha. aiblins, thrang a-parliarnentin'. 

For liritain’s guid his saul indentin' — 

C.£SAR. 

Haith, lad, ye little ken about it ; 

For Britain's f'uid ! guid faith 1 doubt it ! 

Say ratker, gaun as Premiers lead him. 

An’ saying </;/« or tw 's they bid him. 

At operas an’ plays parading, 

Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading; 
t)r may be, in a frolic daft. 

To Hoi'ue or Calais takes a waft. 

To mak a tour, an’ tak a whirl, 

To learn bon ton, an’ see the warl’. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles 
He rives his father’s auld entails ; 

Or b> Madrid he takes the rout. 

To thrum guitars, and fecht wi’ nowt ; 

Or down Italian vista startles, 

Wh-re-hunting among groves o’ myrtles: 
Then Ixiuses drumly German water, 

'To mak himsel look fair and fatter, 

An’ clear the conseijuential sorrows 
Love-gifts of Carnival signoras. 

For Britain's ^uid ! for tier destruction ! 

Wi’ dissipation, feud, an’ faction. 

LUATH. 

Hech man ! dear Sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae monie a braw estate ! 

Are we sae foughten an’ harass’d 
For gear to gang that gate at last ! 

O would they stay aback IVae courts. 

An' please themseis wi’ kinlra sports. 

It wad for cv'ry nno tie better. 

The Laird, the Tenant, and the Cotter ! 

For thae ftank, rantin’, ramblin’ billies, 

Fient hact o’ them’s ill-hearted fellows ; 
Except for breakin’ o’ their timmer. 

Or SMakin’ lightly o’ their limraer. 

Or shpotin’ o’ a hare or moor-cock. 

The ne’er a bit they’re ill to poor folk. 

But will ve tell me, Master Ccesar, 

Bare great fcdk’i life’s a life o’ pleasure ? 


I Nae cauld nor hunger e’er can steer then^ 
The vera tliought o’t need na fear them. 

CiESAR. 

L— d, man, were ye but wliyles whare I am. 
The gentles ye wad ne’er envy ’em. 

Tfs true they need na starve or sweat, 
Through winter’s cauld, or simmer’s heat ; 
They’ve nae sair wark to craze their banes. 
An' fill auld age wi’ gripes an’ graues : 

But human bodies are sic fools. 

For a’ their colleges and schools, 

I'hat when nae real ills perplex them, 

They make enow themselves to vex tlicm; 

An* aye the less they ha’e to start them. 

In like proi^rtiun less will hurt them. 

A couniry fellow at the pleiigh. 

Hi. a. ri-5 nil i|. hi-v, i ,^bi cm ugh ; 

A kinir.i l.i'Mt at her uIilcI, 

Her di/zens done, she’s unco weel : 

But Gentlemen, an’ Ladies warst, 

W'i’ ev’ndown want o’ wark are curst. 

They loiter, lounging, lank, an’ lazy ; 

Though deil hact ails them, yet uneasy , 

Their days, insipid, dull, an’ tasteless ; 

Their nights unquiet, lang, an’ restless ; 

An’ e’en their sports, their balls on’ races, 
Tbeir galloping through public places ; 
There’s sic parade, sic pomp, an’ art. 

The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 

The men c-ast out in party matches. 

Then sowther a’ in deep tiebauches ; 

Ae night they’re mad wi’ drink an’ whoring, 
Neist day their life is past enduring. 

The Laifies arm-in-arm in clusters, 

As great and gracious a’ as sisters ; 

But hear their absent thoughts o’ ither, 
They’re a’ run dells and jans thegither. 

Whyles o’er the wee bit cup and platle. 

They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 

Or lee-lang nights, wt’ crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil’s pictur’d beuks ; 

Stake on a chance a farmer’s stackytird. 

An’ cheat like onic unhang'd blackguard. 

There’s some exception, man an' woman ; 
But this is Gentry’s life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o’ sight. 

An’ darker gloaming brought tne night ! 

The bum-clock hurnm’d wi’ lazy drone ; 

The kyo Moo,! rowtin’ i’ the Ir.an ; 

Will n up 111, y gal, and diook llicir lugs, 

Bej.iii ed tht \ were na men but i/.'gi . 

An’ each loot all' his several way, 

Kesolv’d to meet some itlier day. 


SCOTCH DRINK. 


GIE him sfror^ drink, until he wink. 

That’s sinkinfT m despair, 

.111’ It i-uid !.• fire his blind, 

Thai'^ ts'd u i’ gfirfu I.' , are ; 

Thrrr l,f him , iiii’ i/ir p , arouss, 

Wi’ bumpers Jlotuin^ o’er. 

Till he forgets his loves or debts. 

An' minds his t;Hefs no more. 

Solomon’s Proverbs, xxxl. o', 7 


LET other poets raise a feacas 

'Bout vines, an’ wines, an’ drunken Bacchus, 

An’ crabbit names an’ stories wrack us. 

An’ grate our lug, 

I sing Uie juice Scots bear can mak us. 

In glass or jug. 

O thou, my Muse I guid auld Scotch Drink 
Whether through wimpling worms thou jink. 
Or, riclily brown, ream o’er the brink. 

In glorious faem. 
Inspire me, till I lisp and wink. 

To sing thy namel 
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Let huiky Wheat the hauehs adorl:^ 

An’ Alts set up their awnie horn, 

An’ Pease and Beans at e’en or mom, 

Pertunie the plain, 
Jjceze me on thee, John Harlfi/corn, 

Thou king o’ grain ! 

On thee aft Scotland chows her cood. 

In souple scones, the wale o’ food 1 
Or tumblin’ in the boiling flood 

Wl’ kail an’ beef; 

But when thou pours thy strong heim’i* blood. 
There thou shines chief. 

Food fills the wame, an' keeps us livin’ ; 
Though life’s a gift no worth receivin’. 

When heiivy dragg’d wi’ pine an’ grievin’. 

But, oil’d by thee. 

The wheels o’ life gae down-hill, scrlevin’, 

Wi’ rattlin’ glee. 

Thou clears the head o’ doitetl I^ear ; 

Thun f heeri. the heart o’ droopin’ r-iro ; 
i liiiu Birjngt tho neivi-s o’ Labi ur i-air, 

Af» wc.ir. H'il, 

Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi’ gloomy smile. 

Aft, clad In massy siller weed, 

Wi’ Gentles thou erects thy head : 

Yet humbly kind in time o' need. 

The poor man’s wine ; 
His wee drap parritch, or his bread, 

, Thou kitcliens fine. 

Thou art the Ufe o’ public haunts ; 

But ihee, what were our fairs and rants ? 

Ev’n godly meetings o’ the saunts. 

By thee Inspir’d, 

When gaping they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly fir’d. 

That merry night wc get the com in, 

O sweetly then thou reams the horn in ! 

Or reekin’ on a New-year morning 

In cog or bicker, 

An’ just a wee drap sp’ritual hum in, 

An’ gusty sucker ! 

When Vulcan gles his bellows breath. 

An’ ploughmen gather wi’ their graith, 

O rare ! to see thee fizz an’ freath 

1' th’ lugi^t caup 1 

Then liurnewin* comes on like death 
At every chaup. 

Nae mercy, then, for aim or steel ; 

Tho brawnie, bainie, ploughman chiel 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel. 

The strong forohammer. 
Till block an’ studdie ring an’ red 

Wi’ dinsome clamour. 

When skirlin' weanles see the light. 

Thou maks the gossips clntlcr bright. 

How fumblin' culU tneir riearirs -iigiii ; 

Wae worth Uie name ! 
Kae howdie gets a social ni^t. 

Or plack frae them. 

When neehors anger at a nb-a. 

An’ just as wud as wud can be. 

How easy can the barley bree 

Gcroent the quarrel ! 

It's aye the cheapest lawyer’s fbo. 

To taste the barrel. 

Alake ! that e’er my Muse has reason 
To wyte her countrymen wl' treason ! 

But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi’ liquors nice. 

An’ hardly, In a winter’s season. 

E’er spier her price. 

Wae worth that brandy, burning trash ! 

Fell source o’ monie a pain an’ brash ! 

Twins monie a poor, doylt. drunken hash, 

O’ half his days; 


• Bumen'in — bum’fhe-mnd— the Blacksmi th- 
an appropriate title. B. 


j An’ sends, beside, auld Scotland’s cash 
! To her warsl lacs. 

Ye Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well 
Vi? c hief, to you my tale I tell, 

I’oor plackless deevils like inyscl' ! 

It sets you ill, 

Wi’ bitter, dearthfu’ wines to mell. 

Or foreign gill. 

Way gravel round his blather wreneJ), 
An’ gouts torment him inch by inch, 

Wlia twists his gruntle wi’ a glunch 

O’ sour disdain. 

Out owre a glass o’ nhitky yunch 

VVi^^honest men. 

O Whisky ! saul o’ plays an’ pranks ! 
Accept a Biu-die’s luimhfe thanks ! 

\^cn wanting thee, what tuneless cranl."! 

Are my poor via sc?. 
Thou comes— they rattle i their ranks 
At ither’s a— s 

Thee, Ferintosh ! O sadly lost ! 

Scotland, lamrtit fhie roast to c oast 
hioui colic grips, an' bark III hoa>.t 

M jy L ill u?> a' ; 

Fur fojal Forbes’ charivr'd' >.oai.i 

Is lu en awa ! 


Thae curst horse-leeches o’ the Excise,- 
Wha niftk the Whisky Stella their prl/e 1 
Maud up thy han’, Deil ! anee, twice, tiiricc ! 

There, seize the blinkei s ! 
And bake them up in bninstane rles 

For pooru— n’d drinkers. 


Fortune! if thou’ll but glc me still 
Hale brecks, a scone, and Whisky gill, 
An’ rowth o’ rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a’ the rest. 

An’ deal’t about as thy blind skill 

Direcu thee liest. 


THE 

AUTHOR’S EARNEST CRY AND p’raVI:!’.* 

TO THE 

SCOTCH REPRESENTATIVES, 

IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 


Dearrst yf Distillation ! last and best 

Horv art thou lost Parody on Milton. 


YE Irish Lords, ye Knights an’ Squires, 
Wba reyreamst our bnighs an' shires. 

An doucely manage our affairs 

In parliament, 

To you a simple Poet’s prayers 

Are humbly sunt. 

Alas ! roy roupet Muse is hearse ! 

Your Honours' hearts wi' grief ’twad pirrcc. 
To see her aittin’ on her a— 

Ijow 1’ the dust. 

An' scriechin* oat prosaic verse. 

An' like to burst ! 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an’ me's in great affliction, 

E’er sin’ they laid that curst restriction 
On Aijuavitee ; 

An' rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An’ move their pity. 


• This was written before the act anont tli« 
I Scotch Distilleries, of session 1786; for vbiih 
Scotland and the Author return their mott gTstc* 
I fui thunks. 
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Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier Youth, 

The honest, open, naked truth : 

Tell him o' mine an’ Scotland’s drouth, 

His servants humble : 
The muckle deevil hlaw ve south, 

If ye dissemble ! 

Hoes ony {jreat man glunch an’ gloom ? 

Speak out, an’ never fash your thumb ! 

Let posts an’ pensions sink or soom 

Wi’ them wha grant ’em : 
If honestly they conna come, 

•-* Par better -want ’em. 

In path’ring votes you ware na slack ; 

Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 

Ne’er claw your lug, an’ lldge your bark. 

An’ hum an’ haw; 

But raise your arm, and tell your crack 

Before them a’. ^ 

Paint Scotland greeting owre her thrissle; 

Her mutchkin stoup as toom’s a whisslo : 

An' d — irm’d Excisemen In a bussle, 

Seizin’ a StrU, 

Triumphant crushin't like a mOssel 

Or lampit shelL 

Then on the tither hand present her, 

A blackguard Smuggler ri^it behint her. 

An’ cheek-for-chow, a chutfie Vintner, 
Oolleaguing join. 

Picking her pouch as bare as winter 

Of a’ kind coin. 

Is there, that bears the name o’ Srot, 

But feels his heart’s bluid rising hot. 

To see bis poor auld Mithcr’s vot 

Thus tiung in staves. 

An’ plunder'd o' her hindmost groat 

By gallows knaves ? 

Alas ! I'm but a nameless wight, 

Trode i' tbe mire clean out o’ sight; 

But could I like Montgomeriet fight, 

Or gab like nottrrlt. 
There’s some sark^necks I wad draw tight, 

An’ tie some hose well. 

God bless your Honours, ran ye sec’t. 

The kind, auld, cantie Carlin greet, 

An’ noTget warmly to your feet, 

An’ gar them hear it. 

An' tell them wi' a patriot heat. 

Ye winna bear it ! 

Some o’ you nUelv ken the laws. 

To round the period, an’ pauile. 

An' wi’ rhetoric clause on clause 

To mak harangues; 

Then echo through Saint Stephen’s wa’s 

Auld Scotland’s wrangs 

.Dempeter, a true blue Scot, I'se warran ; 

Thee, aith -detesting, chaste Kilkerran •* 

An’ that gUb-gabbet Highland Baron, 

The J.aird o’ Oraham,f 
An' ane, a chap that’s d— mn’d auldforran, 
Dundat his name. 

ErektTie, a spunkie Norland billie ; 

True Carnp^U, Frederick an’ Hay ; 

An’ Livingstoiu, the bauld Sir Willie ; 

An’ monie ilhers, 

Wliam auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own fox blithers. 

Arouse, my boys ! exert your mettle. 

To get auld Scotland back her kettle ; 

Dr tklth ! I’ll wad my new pleugh-pettle, 

Yc’ll see’l. or lang. 

She'll teach you, wP a reekin’ whittle, 

Anithcr sang. 

This while she’s been in orankous mood. 

Her loti Militia fir’d her bluld ; 

(Dell na they never mair do guid. 

Flay’d her that plickie !) 


* Sir Adam Ferguson. E. 

f Tbe preaent Duke of Montroae. 1800. E. 
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I An’ now she’s like to not red-wud 
I About her Whisky. 

An’ L— d, if ance they pit her till’t. 

Her tartan petticnat she’ll kilt. 

An’ durk an' pistol at her belt, 

She’ll tak’ the streets. 
An rin her whittle to the hilt, 

I’ th’ first she meets ! 

For G-d sake, Sirs ! then speak her fair. 

An' stralk her cannie wi’ the hair, 

An’ to the muckle bouse repair, 

Wi’ instant speed. 

An’ strive wi’ a’ your wit and lear. 

To get remead. 

Yon ill-tongu’d tinkler, Charlie Foot, 

May taunt you wi’ his jeers an* mocks ; 

Butgie hlm’t het, my nearly cocks ! 

E’en cowe the caddie ; 
An’ send him to bis dicing box 

An’ sportin’ lady. 

Tell yon guid bluid o’ auld Boconnnekt 
I’ll be iiis debt twa mashluin bannocks. 

An’ drink his health in auld Nanee Tinnorkt% 
Nine times a-week, ** 
If he some scheme, like tea an’ winnock’s. 

Wad kindly seek. 

Could he some ctmttnulation broach. 

I’ll pbalgft my olth in guld braid Scotch, 

He Meed na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition. 

Yon raixtie-maxtie queer hotch-potch, 

The Coaltlion. 

Auld Scotland has a rancle tongue ; 

She’s Just a devil wi’ a rung ; 

An’ if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part. 
Though by the neck she should be strung. 
She’ll no desert. 

An’ now, ye chosen Five-and-Forfr/, 

May still your Mither’s heart 8up]>ort ye ; 
Then, though a Minister grow dorty, 

An’ kick your place, 
Ye’ll snap your fingers, poor and hearty. 

Before his face. 

God bless your Honours a' your days, 

Wi' sowps o^kail and brats o’ claiso. 

In spite o’ a’ the thievish kaes, 

That haunts Si. Jamii 'e 
Your humble Poet sings and prays 

While Rat) bit nante is. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


LET half-starv’d slaves In warmer skies 
See future wines, rich dust’ring, rise ; 

Their lot auld Scotland ne’er envies, 

Bui blythe and fitisky. 
She eyes her freeborn, martial boys, 

Tak aff'thehr Whisky. 

What tho’ their Phoebus kinder warms. 
While fragrance blooms and beauty charms. 
When wretches range in famish’d swarms, 
'I’he scented groves. 
Or hounded forth, dishonour arms 

In hungry droves. 

Their gun's a burden on their shouther ; 
They downa bide the stink o’ powther ; 

Their bauldest thought’s a hank’ring swither 
To Stan’ or rin. 

Till skelp— a shot— they’re aff, a' throwther. 
To save their skin. 


• A worthy old Hostess of the Author’s 
Mawhline, where he sometlraos studied Puiiti< ‘ 
over a glass of guid auld Stotch Drink. 
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But bring a Scotsman fVae his hill, 

Clap in his cheek a Highland gill. 

Say, sueh is royal George's will. 

An’ there's the foe. 

He has uac thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

Nae cauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death cdines, wi’ fearless eye he sees him; 

\Vi’ bluidy liand a welcome gies him : 

And when he fa’s, 

] 1 is latest draught o’ breatitin’ lea’es him 
In faint huzr.as. 

Sages their solemn eon may steek. 

An' raise a philosophic reek, 

And piivMcally causes seek, 

In clime and season ; 

Hut tell me M'/n's/../* name in tireek, 

1 II tell the reaniii. 

mv auld, respected Mither ! 

I'll..' viliii,.» ve m ..>iirv y.ur leather, 

T ill wiure ye sit, on i r.iio o' heather, 

Ve line your d im ; 

{Freedom and Whisky gang th^ither !) 

Tak air your dram ! 


THE HOLY FAIR.* 


A robe of seeming truth and trust 
ttiil crajh/ Obserrution ; 

Anti secret hum', rvilh vuison'd crust. 
The dirk of Defamation ; 

A mask that like the gorget shotv’d, 
Dyo twei/|,ig ii,i fhe f'U'eoii ■ 

Aililfi.-r ii III lilt/,’ /arg.’ and br,-jJ, 

H- n ij/./ ttnn in Keligiun. 

Hypoeriiy a-lj-mode. 


I. 

liPn\ a simmer Sunday morn. 

When Nature’s face is fair, 

I walked fortli to view tile corn. 

An’ snuff the caller air. 

The rising sun owre Galsfon rauirs, 

Wi' Klori.iu- hi.lit w IS gliiitin* ; 

Till.* h.irei wer.’ Iiirplin' down the furs. 
The lav’rocks they were chantin' 

Fu’ sweet that day. 


II. 

A.s lightsomely I glowr'd abroad. 

To see a si ene sae gay, 

Three hi/'/.ies, early at the road, 

(lam skelpin’ up tlie way ; 

T wa had mantecles o’ dolefii’ black, 

But ane wi’ lyart lining ; 

The third, that gaed a wee a-back, 

Was in the fashion shining 

Fu' gay tiiat day. 

jir. 


Tlie ttva appear’d like sisters twin. 

In feature, form an’ claes ! 

'I’heir visage, wither’d, lang, an’ thin, 
in’ sour as ony slaes : 

The third cam up, hau-step-an-lowp. 

As light as ony lambie. 

An’ wi’ a curchie low did stoop. 

As soon as e’er she saw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 

IV. 

Wi’ bannet afT, quoth I, “ Sweet lasa, 

I think ye seem to ken me ; 

I’m sure I’ve seen that bonnie face. 

But yet I canna name ye.” 

Quo’ she. an* laughin’ as she spak’. 

An’ takes me by the hands. 


• Holy Fair U a common phrase In the Wes* of 
Motland for a Sacramental occasion. 


“ Ye, for my sake, hae gi’en the feck 
Of a’ the ten commands 

A scrciKl some day. 


" My name is Fun— your cronic dear. 
The nearest friend ye hae ; 

An’ tliis is Superstition here. 

An’ tliat’s kyvnerisy. 

I’m gaun to •**b*»*e* 

To spend an hour in dattin’ : 

Gin ve’ll go there, yon runkl’d pair. 

We will get famous laughin’ 

At them this day. 


VI. 

Quoth I, “ With a’ my heart, I’ll do’t : 

I'll get my Sunday's .sark on. 

An’ met*t you on the holy spot ; 

•Faitli, we’se hao fine remarkin’ !” 

'Tlien 1 gaed hainc at crowelie-time 
An’ soon 1 made me ready , 

For roads were clad, fVae side to side, 

Wi’ monie a wearie body. 

In droves that day. 

VII. 

Here farmers gash, in ridin’ gralth, 

Gaed hoddin by their cotters ; 

There swankies young, in braw braid-claitli,. 
Are springin’ o’er the gutters. 

The lasses, skelpin barent, thrang. 

In silks an’ scarlets glitter ; 

Wi’ sfvrct-milk cheese, m monie a whang. 

An" furls bak'd wi' butter 

Fu’ crump that d.iy. 


VIII. 


When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heaped up wi’ ha’pence. 

A greedy glowr Black Bonnet throws. 

An’ we maun draw our tlppence ; 

Then in we go to .see the show. 

On cv’ry side they’re gatherin’, 

Some carrying dales, some chairs an’ stools. 
An’ some arc busy bleihrin’ 

Right loud that day. 

IX. 


Here stands a shed to fend the show’rs. 
An’ screen our kintra (.lentry, • 

There, racer Jess, an’ twa-three whoros. 
Are blinkin’ at the entry. 

Here sits a raw of tittlin’ jades, 

Wi' heaving lircast ami bare neck, 

An’ there a batcli of wabster lads, 

Blackguarding frae K ck 

For/un this day. 


Here some are thinkin’ on their sins. 

An’ some upo’ their claes ; 

Ane curses feet that fyl’d his shins, 
Anither sighs an’ prays; 

On tliis hand sits a chosen swatch, 

Wi’ screw’d up grace-proud faces ; 

On that a set o’ chaps at watch, 

Thrang winkin’ on the lasse.s 

To chairs that day 

XI. 

O happy is that man an’ blest ! 

Nae wonder that it pride him I 

Wha.se am dear lass, that he lik^ best, 
('omes clinkin’ down beside him ! 

WI’ arm repos’d on the chair back. 

He sweetly does compose him 1 

Wliich, by oegrees, slips round her neck, 
An’s loof upon her bosom, 

Unken’d that day, 

XII. 


[»w a’ tlje congregation o’er. 

Is silent expectation 

speels the holy door 
Wi’ tidings o’ d-mn-t — n. 
loiUd Hornie, as in ancient days, 

’Mang sons o’ G— present him, 

He rera sight o’ •’* face, 

To’s ain het hame had sent him 

Wi’ fright that da;; 
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BUHKB* 


xin. 

Hear how he clears the points o* faith, 

\Vi’ rattlin’ an' wi’ thumpin’ ! 

Now meekly calm, now wild in wratli. 

He’s stampin' an’ he’s jumpin’ ! 

His lengthen’d chin, his turn'd up snout. 

His eldritch squeel and gestures. 

Oh how they lire the heart devout. 

Lake cantnaridian plasters, 

On sio a day ! 

V XIV. 

But, hark ! the tent has chang’d its voice ; 

There's peace air’ rest nae langcr : 

For a’ the real judge* rise, 

They canna sit for anger. 

» * * ft • opens out his cauld harangues, 

On practice and on morals ; 

An’ all’ the godly pour in thrangs, l 

To gie the jars an’ barrels 

A lift that day. 

XV. 

U’hat signifies his barren shine 
Of moral pow’rs and reason ? 

His English style, an’ gesture fine, 

Are a’ clean out o’ season. 

Like Socrale* or Antonine, 

Or some auld pagan Heathen, 

The moral n»an ne does define. 

But ne’er a word o’ faith in 

I'hat’s right that day. 

XVI. 

In guid time comet an antidote 
.\gainst sic poison’d nostrum ; 

For ft ft ft ft * ft ft, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum ; 

See, up he’s got the word o’ (} — , 

An’ meek an’ inlm has view'd it. 

While Ci.<inf»on-Srnte has ta’en the road. 

An’ ail', an' up the Cowgate, 

Fast, fast, Uiat day. 

XVII. 

Wee ft ft ft ft ft «, nicst, the Guard relieves. 
An’ Orthodoxy raibles, 

Though in his heart he weel believes. 

An’ thinks It auld wives’ fables : 

But, faith ! tlie birkie wants a Manse, 

So, oannily he hums them ; 

Although his carnal wit an’ sense 
Like naihins-ways o’ercornos him 

At times Utat day. 

XVIII. 

Kow butt an’ ben, the Change-house fills, 

Wi’ yill-caup Commentators : 

Here’s crying out for bakes and gills. 

An’ there the pint stowp clatters ; 

While thick an' thrang, an’ loud an’ lang, 
Wr I>ogic an’ wi’ Scripture, 

They raise a din, that in the end. 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O’ wrath that day. 

XIX. 

Leere me on Drink ! it gies us mair 
Then either School or College : 

It kindles wit, it waukens lair. 

It pangs us fou o' knowledge. 

Be’t whisky gill, or penny wheep. 

Or ony stronger potion. 

It never fkils on drinking deep. 

To kittle up our notion 
^ By night or day. 

XX. 

The lads an’ lasses blythely bent 
To mind baith saul an’ body. 

Sit round the table weel content. 

An’ steer about the toddy. 

On this ane’s dress, an' that ane’s leuk. 
They’re making observations ; 

While some toe cozie i’ the neuk. 

An’ formin’.assignations. 

To meet some day. 

XXI. 

But now the Tj— d's ain trumpet touts 
Tilt a' the hills art railin'. 


BOSMIB. 

An’ echoes back return the shouts 
Black • • * * * * Is na spairin’ : 

His piercing words, like Highland swords. 
Divide ttie joints an’ marrow ; 

His talk o’ H-ll, where devils dwell. 

Our vera sauls does harrow* 

Wi’ fright that day 

XXII. 

A vast, unbottom'd, boundless pit, 

Fill’d fou o’ lowin' hrunstane, 

Wha’s ragin’ flame, an scorchin’ heat. 
Wad melt the hardest whun-stane ! 

The half asleep start up wi’ fear. 

An’ think they hear it roarin’. 

When presently it does appear, 

'Twas but some neebor snorin’ 

>■' Asleep tiiat day. 

XXIII. 

’Twad be owre lang a tale, to tell 
How munie stories past. 

An’ how they crowded to the yill 
When they were a dismist ; 

How ilrink gacd round, in r. gs an cap', 
.\maiig the furiiis .m’ I'l-iii. In . ; 

An' cheese an' bread trae ii '■> lai ‘, 
Was dealt about in hmchbs, 

An’ dawds that day. 

XXIV. 

In comes a gaucie gash Guldwife, 

An’ sits down by the fire. 

Sync draws her kehhuck an' her knife. 

The lasses they are shyer. 

The auld (juulmen about the grace, 

Frae side to side they boUier, 

Till some ane by his bonnet lays. 

An’ gi’es Uicm’t like a tether, 

Fu' lang that day 

XXV. 

Waesucks ! for him that gets nae lass, 

Or lasses that bae nacthing ! 

Sma’ need has he to say a grace, 

Or melvie his braw claithing ! 

O wives, be mindfu’, ance yoursel. 

How bunnie lads ye wanted. 

An’ dinna, for a kebbuck-heel, 

Let lasses be aiiVontetl 

On sic a day ! 

XXV 

Now Cltnkttmbell, wl’ rattlin' tow. 

Begins to jow an’ croon ; 

Some swagger hame, the best they dow 
Some wait the afternoon. 

At slaps the billies halt a blink. 

Till lasses strip their shoon : 

Wi' faith an' liojie, an' love an’ drink, 
They’re a' in famous tune. 

For crack that day. 

XXVII. 

How monie hearts this day converts 
O’ sinners and o’ lasses 
Their hearts o' stane, gin night are gane. 
As saft as ony flesh is. 

There’s some are fou o’ love divine; 

There’s some are fou o’ brandy 
An’ monie jobs that day begin, 

May end in Houghmagandie 

Some ither day. 


DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK. 


A TRUE STORY. 


SOME booki are lies frae end to end, 

And some great lies were never penn’d 
Ev'n Ministers, they hae been kenn’d, 

In holy rapture 

A rousing whid, at times, to vend. 

And nail’t wl’ Scripture 

' * bhaaspeare’s Homlirt. 
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Bintxsrsv poBMs. 


But this that I am /faun to tell. 

Which lately on a night befel, 

1» just as true’s the Deil’s in hell 

Or Dublin city : 

'That e’er he nearer comes oursel 

'8 a muckle pity. 

The Clachan yill had made me canty, 

I was na fou, but just had plenty ; 

I stacher’d whyles, but yet took tent aye 

To free the ditches ; 

An’ hillocks, stones, an’ bushes kenn’d aye 

Frae ghaists an’ witches. 

The rising moon began to glow’r 

The distant Cumnock hills out-nwre: 

To count her horns, wi’ a’ rny pow’r, 

I set mysel ; 

But whether she had throe or four, 

I cou’d na tell. 

I was come round about the hill, 

And todlin’ down on Willie' t mill, 

Setting my statf'wi' a* tny skill, 

'To keep me sicker : 

Though leeward whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 


“ Ye ken Jock Hornbook i’ the Clachan, 
Deil mak his king’s-hood in a spleuchan . 
He’s grown sae well acquaint wi’ Buchan 
An' ither chaps. 

The weans baud out their fingers laughin’. 
And ponk my hips. 

“ See, here’s a sithe, and there’s a dart. 
They hae pierc’d monie a gallant heart ; 
But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art 

And cursed skill. 

Has made them baith no worth a t— t. 

Damn’d haet they’ll 

“ ’Twas but yestreen, nae farther gaen, 

I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less. I’m sure, I’ve hundreds slain ; 

But deil-ina-core. 

It Just play’d dirl on the bane, 

# But did nae mair. 

" HornhMk was by, wl’ ready art. 

And had sae fortifieil the part, 

That when 1 looked to my dart. 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart 
Of a kail -runt. 


I there wi’ Somethine did forgather. 

That put mo in an eerie swither ; 

An’ awfu’ sithe, out-owre ae shouther. 

Clear-dangling, hang ; 

A three-tae’d leister on the ither 

Bay, large an’ lang. 

Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa, 

The queerest shape that e’er I saw. 

For fient a wame it had ava ! 

And then, its shanks. 
They were as thin, as sharp an’ sma’ 

As checks o’ branks. 

“Guid-een,” quo’ I ; “Friend! hae ye been 
When ither folk are busy sawin’ [mawiti’. 

It seem’d to mak a kind o’ stan’. 

But naething spak; 

At length, says I, “ FriemI, wharc ye gaun. 

Will ye go back ?" 

It spak right howe,— “ My name is Death, 

But be na fley'd." — ^uoth I, “ Guld frith, 

\’e're maybe come to stiui my breath ; 

But tent me, billie : 

1 red yc weel, tak care o’ skaith. 

See, there’s a gully !” 

“ Guidman,” quo’ he, “put up your whittle, 
I’rn no design’d to try its mettle; 

But if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be mislear’d, 

I wad na mind it, no, that spittle 

Out-owre ray beard." 

“ Weel, weel !’’ says I, “ a bargain bc’t ; 

Come, gies your hand, an’ sae we’re gree’t ; 

We'li ease our shanks an’ tak a seat, 

Come, gies your news ; 
I'liis wliile f ye hae been monie a gate 

At monie a liouse." 

“ Ay, ny !’’ quo' he, an’ shook his head, 

“ It’s e'en a lang, lang time Inileed 
Sin’ I began to nick the thread, 

A n’ choke the breath : 
Folk maun do something for their bread. 

An’ sae maun Death. 

“ Sax thousand years are near hand tied 
Sin’ I was to the hutching bred, 

An’ monie a scheme in vain’s lieen laid, 

■■ To Ktap or scar me : 

Till ane Hornbook't t ta’en up the trade. 

An’ faith, he’ll waur me. 


• This rencounter happened In seed-time, 1785. 
^ T An epidemical fever was then raging in that 

t '^is gentleman. Dr. Hornbook, Is, profession- 
ally, a brother of the Sovereign Order of the Ferula; 
imt, by Intuition and inspiration, is at once an 
Apothecary, Surgeon, arid Fhysician, 


“ I drew my sithe in sic a fury, 

I nearhand cowpit wi’ my liurry. 

But yet the bauld Apothecary 

VVitnstood the shock ; 

I might as weel hae trieil a quarry 

O’ hard whin rock. 

“ Ev’n them he canna get attended. 
Although their fare he ne’er had kend it, 

./ust in a kail-blade, aud send it. 

As soon’s lie smells’t, 

Baith their disease, gnd what will mend it 
At once he tell&’t. 

“ And then a’ doctors’ saws and whittles. 

Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles, 

A’ kinds o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles. 

He's sure to hae ; 

Their Latin names as fast he rattles 
As ABC. 

“ Calces o’ fossils, earth, and trees ; 

Tnie Sal-marinum o’ the seas ; • 

The Farina of beans and pease. 

He has’t in plenty ; 
Aqua-fontis, what you please. 

He can content ye. 

“ Forbye some new, tincomraon weapons, 
Ilrmus Hpiritus of capons ; 

Or Mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 
Dlstiil’d per ae ; 

Sal-alkali o’ Midge-tail clippings, 

And monie mae.’’ 

“ Waes me for Johnie Ged’a Hole f now,” 

Ouo’ I, “ if that the news be true ! 

Ills braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 

Sae white and bonnie, 
Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew ; 

They’ll ruin Johnie !" 

The creature grain’d an eldritch laugh. 

And says, “ Ve need na yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyards will soon he till'd eneugh. 

Tak’ ye nae tear ; 
They’ll a’ be trench’d wi’ monie a sheugh 
In twa-three year. 

“ Whare I kill’d ane a fair strae-death. 

By loss o’ blood or want o’ bieath. 

This night I’m fireo to tak my aitli, 

That Hornbook’s skill 
Has clad a score I’ their last claith. 

By drap an’ pill. 

“ An honest Wahster to his trade, 

Wha.se wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel bred. 
Gat tippence- worth to mend her head. 

When it was aair ; 


• Buchan’s Domestic Medicine, 
f The Grave-digger. 
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The wife slade caimie to her bed, ’ 

But ne’er &pak inoir. 

" A kintra Laird had ta’en the liaits. 

Or some curtnurring in his guts. 

His only son for Hornbook sets. 

An’ pays him well ; 

The lad, for twa guid gimmer pete, 

Was laird lUmsel’. 

" A bonnie lass, ye kend her name, 

*Some ill-brewn ditnk had hov'd her wame : 

Sher trusts hersel', to hide the shame. 

In Hornbook's care ; 

Horn sent her aff'to her lang hame. 

To hide it tliere. 

“ Thai’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way ; 

Thus goes he on firom day to day. 

Thus does he poison, kill, and slay, 4 

An's weel paid for’t; 

Yet stops me o’ my lawfii’ prey, 

Wi* his d-mn’d dirt: 

" But hark ! I’ll tell you of a plot. 

Though dinnaye be speaking o’t j 
I'U nail the self-conceited sot. 

As dead's a herrin’ ; 

Niest time we meet. I’ll wad a groat. 

He gets fiis fairin’ !” 

But just as he began to tell, 

The auld kirk-hainmer strak the bell 
Some wee short hour ayont the in’al. 

Which rais’d us baith, 

I took the way that pleas'd mysel’, 

Aud sac did Death. 


THE BRIGS OF AYR, 


A POEM, 


Inscribed to J. Esq. Ar/r. 

THE simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, 
I/carning nis tunenil trade from every bough ; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 
Hailing the setting sun, sweet, in the green thorn 
bush ; 

The soaring lark, the perching red-breast shrill. 

Or deep-ton’d plovers, gray, wild-whlsUing o’er the 
Slrall he, nurs'd in the peasant’s lowly shed, [hill ; 
To hardy Independence bravely bred. 

By early Poverty to hardship steel’d. 

And train’d to arms in stem Misfortune's field. 
Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes. 

The servile mercenary Swiss of rhymes ? 

Or labour hard the panegyric close. 

With all the venal soul of dedicating Prose ’ 

No ! though his artleu strains he rudely sings. 

And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings. 

He glows with all the spirit of the Bard, 

Fame, honest feme, his great, his dear reward. 
Still, if some Patron’s gen’rous care he trace. 
Skill’d in the secret, to bestow with grace ; 

When ]}•♦»•••••* twfriends his humble name. 
And hands the rustic stranger up to fame, 

With heart-felt throes his grateful bosom swells. 
The godlike bliss, to give, alooe excels. 


•Twas when the stacks get on their wlnter-hap. 
And thack and rape secure the toil-won crap ; 
Potatde-blngs are snugged up frae skolth 
Of ootning Winter’s biting, frosty breath ; 

The bees, rejoicing o'er their summer tolh, 
IJnnumlHfr’a buds an’ flowers' delicious spoils. 
Seal’d up with frugal egre in massive waxen piles. 
Are doom’d by man, that tyrant o’er the weal. 
The death o* devils smoor’d wi’ brimstone reek : 
The thuTMlering guns are heard on ev’ry side. 

The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 

'iTie feather’d field-mates, bound by Nature’s tie, 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie : 

< What warm, poetic heart, but Inly bleeds. 

And execrates man’s savage, ruthless deed i) 


BOBMS. 

Nae mair the flower in field or meadow springa ; 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 

Except perhaps the Robin’s whistling glee. 

Proud o’ the height o’ some bit half lang tree: 

The hoary morns precede the sunny days. 

Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noontide bla/o, 
Wliile thick the gossamer waves wanton in the rajs. 
’Twas in that season, when a simple bard. 
Unknown and poor, simplicity’s reward, 

Ae nfeht, within the ancient bnigh of Ayr, 

By whim inspir’d, or haply prest wi’ care ; 
lie left his bed. and took his wayward route. 

And down by Simpson's * wheel’d the left about : 
(Whether impell’d by all-directing Fate, 

To witness what I after shall narrate ; 

Or whether, rapt in meditation high, 

He wander’d out he knew not where nor why ;) 
The drowsy Dungeon-clock f had numlier’d two, 
And Wallace Toner f bad sworn the fact was tnie , 
The tide-swoln Firth with sullen sounding roar. 
Thro’ the still night dasli'd hoarse along the sliorc - 
All else was hush'd as Nature’s closed e’e ; 

The silent moon shone high o'er tower and tree : 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 

Crept, irently crusting, o’er the glitterinu; stream.— 
When, lo ! on either nand the list’ning Bard, 

I’he clangiM sugh of whistling wings is heard || 
Two dusky forms dart through the midnight ai“ 
Swift as the Qos j: drives on the wheeling narc ; 
Ane on th’ Auld Brig his ^ry shape uprears. 

The ither flutters o’er the rising piers ; 

Our warlock Rhymer instantly uescried 
The Sprites that owre the Brigs <if'Ayr preside. 
(That Bards are second-sighted Is nac joke. 

And ken the lingo of the sp’ritual folk ; 

Fays, Spunkies, Kelpies, a’, they can explain them, 
And ev’n the very deils th^ brawly ken them.) 
duld Brig appear’d of ancient PicUsh race. 

The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face : 

He seem’d as he wi’ Time had warsU’d lang, 

Yet teughly doure. he bade an unco hang. 

Hen Brig was buskit in a braw new coat. 

That he, at Lofi'on, frae ane Adams, got ; 

In’s hand five taper staves as smooth's a bead, 

Wl' virls and whirlygigums at the head. 

The Goth was stalking round with anxious searcli 
Spying the time-worn flaws in ev’ry arch ; 

It chanc’d his tiew-come neebor took his e’e. 

And e’en a vex’d and angry heart had he ! 

Wi’ thieveless sneer to see nis modUl: mien. 

He, down the water, gi’es him this guldeen 


AULD BllIG. 

I doubt n8,firien’, ye’ll thitik ye’re nae sheep-shant 
A nee ye were streekit o’er frae bank to bank ) 

But gin ye ^ a brig as auld as me, 

7'lu>ugh faiih ili.it .lay, 1 doubt. m-’II never 
There II be, if that date (oine, I’ll wad a i>oddl< , 
Some fewer whigmeleent, in jour nodule. 

NEW BRIG. 

Auld Vandal, ye but show your little mense, 
.Tust much about it wl’ your scanty sense ; 

Will your poor, narrow footpath of a street, 

AVherc twa wheel-barrows tremble when they mei t, 
Your ruin'd, formless bulk o’ stane and lime, 
Compare wi’ bonnie Brigs o' moilcrn time ? 
There’s men o’ taste would tak’ the Ducat-strenvu^ 
Though tliey should cast the very sark and swim, 
Kre they would grate their feelings wl’ the view, 
Of sic an ugly Gothic hulk as you. ' 


AULD BRIG. 

Conceited gowk ! puff'd up wi' windy pride .' 
Thi.H monie a year I've stood the flood an’ tide ; 
And tho’ wi' crary eild I’m sair forfaim. 

I’ll lie a Brig, when ye’re a shaj>eless calm .' 

As yet ye little ken about the matter. 

But twa-three winters will inform you hotter. 
When heavy, dark, contlntied, a’-day rains, 

Wi’ deepening deluges o'erflow the plains ; 

When from the hills where sjirin^ the brawliiV 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil. 


* A noted tavern at the .4uld Brig end. 
t The two steeples, 
t The goi-hawk, or falcon. 

S A noted ford, just above the Auld Brig. 
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BURSTS* POSIMS. 


Ox where the Oreenock winds his moorland course. 
Or haunted Carpal* draws his feeble source. 
Arous’d by blust'iinff winds an’ setting thowes. 

In nionie a torrent down hts sna-nroo rowcs ; 

While crashing ice, borne on the roaring speat. 
Sweeps dams, an' mills, an’ brim, a’ to the gate; 
And from Glenbuck,j; down to the Rotlenkey,1^ 

A uld Ayr is just one lengthen’d, tumblJng.sea ; 
Tlien down ye’U hurl, deil nor ye never rise ! 

And dash the gumlie jaups up to the pouring skies : 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 

I'hat Architecture’s noble art is lost ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Fine Architecture, trowth, I needs must say’t o’t ! 
The li— d be thankit that we’ve tint the gate o’t ! 
Oaunt, ghastly, ghaist-alluring edifices, 

Hanging with threat’ning jut, like prech'ices; 

O’er arching, mouldy, glooiu-inspinng coves. 
Supporting roofs fantastic, stony groves ; 

Windows and doors, in namciess sculpture drest. 
With order, symmetry, or taste unblest ; 

Forms like some bedlam’s statuary’s dream. 

The craz’d creations of misj^ided whim ; 

Forms might be worshlpp’u on the bended knee. 
And still the second dread command be fVee, 

Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. 
Mansions that would di^race the building taste 
t)f any mason, reptile, bird, or beast ; 

Fit only for a doited Monkish race, 

Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embrace. 

Or cuifs of later times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our good Brugh tlenies protection. 

And soon may they expire, unblest witlv resur- 
rection ! 


AULD BRIO. 

O ye, my dear -remember’d, ancient yealings. 
Were ye but here to share ray wounded feelings I 
Ye worthy ProvesscH, an’ monie a Bailie, 

^Vha in the paths o’ righteousness did toil aye ; 

Ye dainty Deacon* and ye douce Conveeners, 

To whon’i our modems are hut causey-cleaners ; 

Ye gotlly Councils wha hae West this town ; 

\’e godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 

V\’ha meekly gle your hurdics to the smiters ; 

And (what would now be strange) yegod/t/ Writers : 
A’ ye douce folk I’ve home aboon the brdo. 

Were ye but here, what would ye say or do ? 

How would your spirits groan in deep vexation, 

To see each melancholy alteration : 

And, agonizing, curse the time and place 
^V’hen ye begat the base degenerate race ! 

Nac langer Rev’rend Men, their country’s glory, 

In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain braid story ! 
Nae langer thrifty Citizens, an’ douce. 

Meet owre a pint, or in the Council-house ; 

But staumrel, corky-headed, graceless Gentry, 

'Phe berry ment and ruin of the country ; 

Men, three parts made by Tailors and by Barbers, 
Wlia waste your well-haln'd gear on d — a new Brigs 
and Harltours ! 

NEW BRIG. 

Now baud you there ! for faith ye've said enough. 
And muckle raair than ye can inaK to through. 

As for your priesthood, I shall say but little, 
f orhies and Clergy are a shot right kittle ; 

But under favour o’ your langer beard, 

Abuse o’ Magistrates weel be spar’d : 

To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say, comparison* are odd; 

In Ayr, Wag-wits nae malr can hae a handle 
To mouth “ a Citizen,” a term o’ scandal : 

Nae mair the Council waddles down the street. 

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit ; 

Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an raisins, 

< )r gather’d lib’ral views in Bonds and Seisins. 

If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 

Had shor’d them with a glimmer of his lamp. 


And would to Common-sense, for once betray’d 
them. 

Plain, dull Stuplmty stept kindly in to aid them. 


What farther cUshmaclaver might been said. 
What blooily wars, if Sprites had olood to slied. 

No man can tell ; but all before their sight, 

A fairy train appear'd in order bright ; 

Adown the glittering stream they featly danc’d ; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses glanc'd ; 
They footed o’er the wat’ry glass so neat, 

The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet; 
While arts of Minstrelsy among them rung. 

And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties sung. 

O ha<l M* Ijuuchlan,* thairm-insplring Sage, 

Been there to hear this heavenly band engage. 
When tliro’ his dear Strathspeys they bore with 
Highland rage, 

(hr ^en they struck old Scotia’s melting airs, 
'Ph^over’s raptur’d joys or bleeding cares ; 

How would his Highland lug been nobler fir’d. 
And cv’n liis matchless hand witli finer touch in 
spir’d ! 

No guess could tell what instrument appear’d. 

Hut all the soul of Music’s self was heard : 
Harmonious concert rung in ever^ part. 

While simple melody pour’d moving on the heart. 

The genius of the Stream in front appears, 

A venerable Chief advanc’d In years: 

His hoary head with water-lilies crown’d. 

His manly leg with mrter tangle bound. 

Next came the lovefiest pair in all the ring. 

Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring; 
Then, crown'd with flow’ry hay, came rurai Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid -beaming eye : 
All-cheering Plenty, wi’ her flowing horn, 

Led yellow Autumn wreath’d with nodding com ; 
Then Winter’s tiine-bleach’d locks did hoary sliow 
By Hospiulity with cloudless brow. 

Next follow’d Courage with his martial stride. 
From where the Feal wild-woody coverts hide i 
Benevolence, with mild benignant air, 

A female form, came from the tow’rs of Stair 
T^eaming and Worth in etjual measures trodc 
From simple Ca trine, their long-lov’d abode : 

Last, whlte-rob’d Peace, crown’d with a hazel 
wreath, 

To'rnstic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken iron instruments of death ; 

At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their Uiulttng 
wrath. • 


THE ORDINATION. 


For seme fhei/ little owe to Frugal Heaven— 
To please the Mob they hide the little given. 


I. 

KILMARNOCK Wabsters fidge an’ claw, 
An’ pour your creeshie nations: 

An’ ye wha leather rax an’ draw. 

Of a' denominations, 

Swith to the Laigh Kirk, ane an a’. 

An’ there tak up your stations; 

Then all' to B-gb— ’s in a raw. 

An' pour divine libations 

For joy this day. 

II. 


Curst Common Sense, that imp o’ hell, 
Cam in wi’ Maggie Lauder :t 
But O **•***'♦ aft made her yell. 
An’ R • • • • * sair misca’d her ; 

This day M‘ •****•* takes the flail. 
An’ he’s the boy will blaud her 1 
He’ll clap a shangan on her tail. 

An’ set the bairns to daub her 

VVi' ^rt this day. 


• The hanks of Carpal Water is one of the few 
places in the West of Scotland, where those fency- 
« caring beings, known by the name of Qhaists, still 

contiime pertinadoualy to inhabit, 

t The source of the river Ayr. 

t A small landing place above tbe large key. 


• A well known performer of Scottisli music on 
tbe violin. 

f Alluding to a scofRng ballad which was matle 
on the admission of the late Reverend and wortliy 
Mr. L. to the Lalgh lUrk 
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BVICWSV POBM8. 


III. 

Mak haste an’ him king David owre. 

An lilt wi’ holy clangor ; 

O double verse come gie us four, 

An’ skirl up the Bangor : 

This day theVirk kicks up a stoure, 

Nae mair the knaves shall wrung her, 

For Heresy is in her now’r, 

An’ gloriously shall whang her 

Wi’ pith this day. 

IV. 

Come, let a proper text be read. 

An’ touch it aff wi’ vigour. 

How graceless Ham\ leugh at his Dad. 
Which made Catutan a niger^ 

Or Phineiu t drove the murdering blade, 

Wi’ whore-abhorring rigour ; 

Or Zivporah, 8 the scauldin’ jade, 4 

Was like a Lliddy tiger 

I* th’ inn that day. 

V 

There try his mettle on the creed. 

And bind him down wi’ caution. 

That Stipend is a carnal weed 
He taks but for the fashion ; 

An’ gie him o’er the flock, to feed. 

And nunish each trans^ession ; 

Especial, ranu that cross the breed, 

Gie them sufScient thrcshin’. 

Spare them nae day. 


Now auld Kilmarnock cock thy tail. 

And toss thy horns fu’ canty ; 

mair thou'lt rowte out-owre the dale. 
Because thy pasture’s scanty ; 

For lapfu’s large o' gospel kail 
Shall fill thy crib In plenty. 

An’ runt* o’ grace the pick an' wale. 

No gi’en by way o’ dainty, 

But ilka day. 


Nae mair by BaM$ efreams We’ll weep. 
To think ujHin our Zion ; 

And hing our fiildles up to dreep. 

Like baby-clouts a-di^in’ : 

Come, screw the pegs wi’ tunefu’ cheep, 
And ti’er the thairms l*e trjin’ ; 

Oh, rare ! to see'our clbucks wheep. 

An’ a' like lamb-tails flyin’ 

Fu’ fast this day 1 


VIII. 


I.ang Patronage, wi' rod o' aim. 

Has shor’d the BLirk's undoin'. 

As lately F-nm-ck sair forfairn. 

Has proven to its ruin ; 

Our Patron, honest man ! Glencaim, 

He saw mischief was brewin' ; 

And like a godly elect bairn. 

He’s wal’d us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 

IX. 


Now R******* harangue nae mair. 
But steek your gab for ever : 

Or try the wicked town of A** * 

For there they’ll think you clever ; 

Or, nae reflection on your Icar, 

Ve may commence a Shaver ; 

Or to the N-th-rt-n repair, 

Ajid turn a Carpet- weaver 

Ad-hand this day. 

X. 

M • • • • • ana you were just a match. 
We never had sic twa drones: 

Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch. 
Just like a winkin’ baudrons ; 

And aye he catch’d the tlther wretch. 

To fry them in his caudrons ; 

But now his honour maun detach, 

Wi’ a’ his brimstone muadrons. 

Fast, fast this day. 


• Genesis chap. ix. ver. 22. 

♦ Numbers ch. xxv, ver. 8. 
i Exodus, cb. iv. Ver. 26. 


XI. 

See, see auld Orthodoxy’s faes. 

She’s swlngeln’ through Uie city : 

Hark, how the nine-tail’d cat she' plays 
1 vow it’s unco pretty : 

There Learning, with bis GreeVish face, 
Gnints out some Latin ditty , 

And Common Sense is gaun, she says. 

To inak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint tliis day. 


But there's Morality himsel’, 

Embracing all opinions ; 

Hear, how he gies the tithcr yell. 

Between his twa companions ; 

See, how she jieels the skin an’ fell. 

As ane were peelin’ onions! 

Now there — they’re packed aff to hell. 

And banish’d oux dominions. 

Henceforth this day. 

XIII. 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice ! 

Come liouse about the porter ! 

Morality’s demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 

IVf« •*•*••*, R****d, are the boys, 
That Heresy can torture ; 

•They’ll gie her on a rape and hojse. 

And cow her measure shorter 

By th’ head some day- 

XIV. 

Come, bring the tithcr mutchkin in. 

And here’s for a conclusion, 

To every Nrn' Light* mother’s son, 

From this time forth, Confusion : 

If mair they deave us with their din, 

Or Patronage intrusion, 

We'll light a spunk, and, cv’ry skin. 

We’ll rin them aff in fusion 

Like oil, mmc day. 


THE CALF. 

TO THE REV. MR. 

On his Text, Malachi, ch. iv. ver. 2. “And the* 
shall go forth, and grow up, like calves of the stall.’' 


RIGHT, Sir ! your text I’ll prove it true, 
'J'hotigh Heretics may laugh ; 

For instance ; there’s yoursel’ just now, 
God knows, on unco Ca(f'! 

And should somfe Patron be so kind. 

As bless you wi’ a kirk, 

1 doubt na, Sir, but then we'll find. 

Ye’re still as great a Stirk. 

.But. if the Ixjver’s raptur’d hour 
Shall ever bo your lot, 

Forbid it, ev’ry heavenly Power, 

You e’er should be a Stvt ! 

Though, when some kind, connubial Dea 
Your but-and-hen adorns, 

The like has been that you may wear 
A noble liead of harm. 

And !n your lug, most reverend Jamet, 
To hear you roar and rowte. 

Few men o’ sense will doubt your claims 
To rank among tlie norvte. 

And when ye’re number’d wi' the dead. 
Below a grassy hillock, 

Wi’ justice they may ntark your head— 
Here lies a famous Bullock !" 


• New JAght is a cant phrase, in the West of 

Scotland, for those religious cminions which Dr. 

Taylor or Norwich has defimded so strenuously. 
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BVXtKS’ 


ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 


O Prince! O Chiffcifmany throned Powers, 

Thai led ih' cnd)atiled Seraphim to war, Alilton 


O THOU ! whatever title suit thee, 

Auld Hornic, Satan, Nick, or (ilootie, ' 

VVha in yon cavern (frlm an’ sootie. 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairges ai>out the brunstane cootie. 

To scaud ,»oor wretches ' 

rtear me, aidd Mancie, for a wee. 

An’ let poor damned bodies be: 

I’m sure sma’ pleasure it can gie, 

K’en to a deil, 

I’o skelp an’ scaud poor dogs like me. 

An’ hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy pow’r, an’ ^eat thy fame ; 

I'ar kend and noted is thy name; 

An’ tliough yon lowin’ heugh’s thy hame, 

'Thou travels far : 

An’ faitli ! thou’s neither lag nor lame. 

Nor blate nor scaur. 

NV3iyles, ranging like a roarin’ lion, 

For prey, a’ holes an’ comers tryin’ ; 

M'hyles'on the slrong-wing’d tempest flyin’, 
Tirllng the kirk's ; 

W'hyles, in the human bosom pryin’, 

Unseen thou lurks. 

I’ve heard my reverend Grannie hiiy, 

In lanely glens ye like to stray ; 

Or where auld ruin’d castles, gray. 

Nod to the moon, 

Ve flight the nightly wand'rer’s way, 

VVi' eldritch croon. 

When twilight did my Grannie summon 
To say her jirajers, douce, honest woman 
Aft yont the dyke she’s heard you bummin’, 

Wi' eerie drone ; 

Or, ru.stlin’, through the hoortrees coinin’, 

Wi’ heavy groan. 

Ae drean, windy, winter night, 

Till- suns dioi down wi’ ^kIen(in' light, 

\\ t ><> 11 , ioyi<J', 1 gal a trighi, 

Ayuiu the lough 

V.', like a r.ish-buah, stiixl in sighi, 

Wi’ waving sugh. 

The cudgel in my nievc did shake, 

F/ach bristl'd hair stood like a stake, 

When wi’ an eldritch, stoor quaiok—qualck— 
Amang the springs, 
Awaye squattcr'd, like a di^e, 

tin #histling wings. 

lyOt nnrlocks grim, an’ wither’d /tag*. 

Tell how wi’ you on ragweed nags 
Tliey skim the muirs, an’ diz/.y crags, 

Wi’ wicked 8i>eetl ; 

And in kirk yards renew their leagues , 

Owre howkit dead. 

Thence kintra wives, wi’ toil an’ pain, 

III ay plunge an’ plunge the kim In vain ; 

Fui , oil ! the yellow treasure's ta’en 

By wiUhing skill ; 

An’ tlawtlt, twal-plnt Hawkic’s gaen 

As yell’s the Bill. 

Thence mystic knots mak great abuse. 

On young Guidman, fond, keen, an’ crouse; 
VVTien the bast wark>lume i’ the house, 

By cantrip wit, 

is instant made no worth a louse, 

Jurtatthe bit. 

'WTien thowes dlnolve the anawy hoord. 

An’ float the Jinglin’ Icy-boord, 

Then fVater-ke/piee haunt the foord. 

By your direction. 

■An’ nighted Trav’llcrs are allur’d 

To tlielr desti’ucUon. 


POBMS. 

An’ aft your moss-traversing Spunkus 
Decoy the wight that late an’ drunk is ; 

The bleezin’, curst, mischievous monkeys 
Delude his eyes. 

Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne’er mair to rise. 

When Masons’ mystic word an’ grip 
In storms an' tempests raise you up. 

Some cock or cat your rage maun stop. 

Or, strange to tall ! 

Tlie youngest Brother ye wad whip ^ 

Atfstraught to hell ! 

Lang syne, in Eden’s bonnie yard. 

When youthfu’ lovers first were pair’d. 

An’ all the soul of love they shai^d. 

The raptur’d hour. 
Sweet on the flagrant, flow’ry swaird 
In shady bow ’r; 

Then you, ye auld, snic-drawing dog ! 

Ye came to Paradise incog, 

An’ play’d on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa’ 1) 

An* gied the infant warld a shog, 

’Maist ruin’d a’. 

D’ye mind that day, when in a bizz, 

Wi’ ri*ekit duds, an’ reestit gizz. 

Ye did present your smoutie phiz, 

’Mang better fo’k 
An’ sklented on the man of Ux 

Your spitefu’ joke ? 

An’ how ye gat him 1’ your thrall. 

An’ brak him out o’ house an’ hall, 

Wlule scalis an' blotches did him gall, 

Wi bitter claw, 

An’ lows’d his ill-tongu’d, wicked Scawl, 

Was warst ava ? 

But a’ your doings to rehearse. 

Your wily snares an’ feehtin’ fierce, 

Sin’ that day Mithael* did you pierce, 

Down to this time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tonme, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

An’ now, auld Cloots, I ken ye’re thankin’ 

A certain Bardie’s rantin’ drinkin*. 

Some luckless hour will send him linlnn’. 

To your black pit ; 

But, faith ! he’ll turn a comer jinkin’. 

An’ cheat you yot. 

But, fare you weel, auld Nickie ben! 

(> wad ye tak’ a thought an’ men’ ! 

Y'e alblins might — 1 tlinna ken — 

Btlll hae a stake — 

I’m wae to think upo’ yon den, 

Ev’nfor your sake'. 


THE 


DEATH AND DYING WORDS 


OP 

POOR MAILIE, 

THE author’s only PET YOWE. 


An Unco Mottmfu’ Tale. 


As Mailie. an’ her lambs theglfher, 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether. 
Upon hercloot she coost a hitch. 
An’ owre she warsl’d in the ditch ; 
There, groaning, dying, she did He, 
When Hitghoe\ he come doy tin by. 


• Vide Milton, Book VI. 
f A neebor he*d osllan. 
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Birxtsrs’ 

Wi' jjlowrin een, an’ lifted lian’s. 

Poor Hu^hoc like a statue staJi’s: 

He saw ner days were near-hand ended. 

But, waes my heart, he could na mend it ! 

He Raped wide, but naething spak ! 

A t length Poor JUailie silence brak. 

“ O thou, whase lamentable face 
Aj) pears to mourn my wofu’ case ' 

^ly dijirtg tvordt attentive hear, 

An’ bear them to my master dear. 

' “ Tell him, If e’er again he keep. 

As muckle gear as buv a sheep, 

<). bid him never tie them mair 
VV'i' wicked strings o’ hemp or hair. 

But ca’ them out to park or hill. 

An’ let them wander at their will ; 

So may his flock increase an’ grow 
To scores o’ lambs, an’ packs o’ woo’ 

Tell him, he was a master kin’. 

An’ ay w;is giiid to me and mine ; 

An’ now my dying charge I gie him. 

My helpless lambs I trust them wi’ him. 

“ O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Fraeuogs, an’ tods, an’ butchers’ knives! 

But gie them guid cow-milk their lilJ, 

'rill they be fit to fend themsel ; 

An’ tent them duly, e’en an’ morn, 

\Vi’ teats o’ hay an’ rips o’ corn. 

“ An' may ihfv nirer Ic.im the g n fs 
i 11 iilicr vile » mrcsllu’ pi M ' 

To slink thro’ slaps, an ’reave an’ steal. 

At stacks o’ pease, or stocks o’ kail. 

"i-n may they, like their (treat forbears, 

P.ir inonie a Viar come thru the 
v. . « , ves tt ilf cic them lilts o’ l.reaii, 

An b iims griwt for tlu-in wluii thev tc > 1 . 4 I 

“ My poor ioop-lamb, my son an’ heir, 

O, bid him breed him up wl' care ! 

An’, if he live to be a beast, 

To pit some bavins in bis breast ; 

An’ warn him, what I winna name. 

To stay content wi’ yowes at hame ; 

An’ no to rin an' wear his cloots. 

Like ither menseless, graceless brutes. 

“ .\n niest my yotvu, silly thing, 
flude keep thee frae a tether string ! 

<■), may thou ne’er forgather up 
\Vi’ oriy blastit, moorland loop ■, 

But ay keep mind to moop an’ raelF, 

WV sheep o’ credit like thysel 

“ And now, my bairns, wi’ my last breath 
I lea’e my lilcssin’ wi’ you baith ; 

An' when you think upo' your Mithcr, 

Mind to be kin’ to ane anither. 

“ Now honest Huf'hoc, dinna fail. 

To tell my master a’ my tale ; 

A n’ bid him burn this cursed tether. 

An’, for thy pains, thou’se get my blather." 

This said, poor Mailie turn’d her head. 

An' clos’d her e'en amang the dead. 


POOR MAILIE’S ELEGY. 


fi ament in rhyme, lament In prose, 

Wi’ saut tear* trickling down your nose; 

Our bardie’s fate is at a close. 

Past a’ remead ; 

The last sad cape^stane of his woes ; 

Poor Mailie’ t dead ! 

It’s no the low o’ wnrl’s gear, 

That could sae bitter draw the tear, 

‘.jr mak our bardie, dowie, wear 

The mourning weed, 
lo«t a friend and neebor dear, 

In Mailit dead. 


BOSMS. 

Thro’ a’ the town she trotted by him ; 

A lang half-mile she could descry him ; 

Wl’ kindly bleat, wlven she did spie him, 

She ran wi’ speed : 

A friend mair faithfU’ ne’er cam nigh him, 
Than MaUic dead. 

I wat she was a sheep o’ sense, 

An’ could behave horse! wi' mensc : 

1 '11 say t she never brak’ a fence. 

Thro’ thievish greed. 
Our bardie, lanely keeps the spence 

Sin’ Maine's dead. 

Or, if he wanders up the howc. 

Her living image in her yorve. 

Comes bleating to him owre the knowc. 

For bits o’ bread ; 

An’ down the briny pearls rowe 

For Mailie dead. 

She was nae get o’ moorland tips, 

^V’i’ tawted ket, an’ hairy hips ; 

For her furliears were brought in ships 

Frae yont the TmecA , 
A bonnier Jleesh ne’er cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie dead. 

Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie thing — a rape ! 

It maks guid fellows girn an’ gape, 

Wi’ (hokin’ drcail ; 
An’ Robin's bonnet wave wi’ crape. 

For Mailie dead. 

O, a’ yc bards on bonme Boon ! 

An’ wha’ on Ayr your chanters tune ! 

Come, join the melancholious croon 

O’ Robin's reed ! 

Hit heart will never get ahoon ! 

His Misilie dead. 


TO J. S****. 


Friendship ! mysfrriotts cemenl ojT (he soul' 
Swfii'ner of life, and solder <f soeiely, 

I owe ihvt much. Blair. 


DEAR tlie slecst, paukie thief. 

That e’er attenipfetl .stealth or rief. 

Ye surely hue some warlock- breef 

Owre human hearts ; 

For ne’er a bosom yet was prief 

'Against your arts. 

For me, I sweiu: by sun an’ moon. 

And ev’ry star thm blinks aboon, 

Ye’ve cost me twenty pair o’ shoon 

.fust gaun to soe you ; 

And ev'ry ither pair thars done, 

Mair ta'en I’m wi’ you. 

That auld, capricious carlin. Nature, 

To raak' amends for scrimp! t stature, 

She's turn’d you aff, a human creature 
On her first plan, 

And in her freaks, on ev’ry feature. 

She’s wrote the Man. 

.Tust now I’ve ta’en the fit o’ rhyme. 

My barmie no«ldle’s working prime. 

My fancy yerkit up sublime 

Wi’ hastv summon • 

Hae ye a leisure-moment’s time 

To hear what’s cornin’ ? 

Some rhyme a neebor’s name to lash ; 

Rome rhyme (vain thought !) for needfu’ cash ; 
Rome rhyme to court the kintra clash. 

An* raise a din ; 

For me, an aim I never fash ; 

I rhyme for ftxn. 

The star that rules my lucklcis lot. 

Has fisted mo the russet coat. 
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An’ damn’d my fortune to the ^oat; 

Hut In re<iuit. 

Has bleu’d me wi’ a random shot 
O’ kintra wit. 

This while my notion’s ta’en a sklent. 

To try my fate in (juid black ^rent : 

Hut still the mair I’m tliat way bent, 

Homothing cries, " lloolie ! 

1 red you, honest man, tak’ tent ! 

Ye’ll shaw your folly. 

“ There’s ither poets, much your betters. 

Far seen in Greek, deep men o’ letters. 

Hae thought they had ensur’d their debtors, 

A’ fhture ages ; 

Now moths deform in shapeless tetters. 

Their unknown pages.*’ 

Then fareweel hones o' laurel-boughs. 

To garland my poetic brows ! 

Hencefortli I’ll rove where busy ploughs 
Are whistling tlirang. 

An' teach the lanely heights an’ n owes 
My rustic sang. 

I’ll wander on, with tentless heed, 
ll-i» ni'vrr bji'ine mnmeni. -.poi-d. 

1 ill t'dte tli iii all ip ibr. brittle iliri-.id , 

Then, all unknown. 

I’ll lay me with the inglorious dead, 

Forgot and gone ! 

Hut why o’ death begin a tale ? 

Just now we’re living sound and hale, 

Then top and maintop crowd the sai*. 

Heave care o'er side ! 

And large, before eiyoyment’s gale. 

Let’s tak’ the tide. 

This life, sac far’s I understand, 

Is a’ enchanted, fairy land, 

\Vhere pleasure is the magic wand, 

That wielded right, 

Maks hours, like minutes, hand in hand. 

Dance by fu’ light. 

The magic-wand then let us wield ; 

For, ance that tive-an-forty’s speei’d. 

See crasy, weary. Joyless cild, 

Wi’ wrinkl’d face, 

Comes hostln, hirpUn uwre the held, 

Wi’ creepin’ pace. 

When smee life’s day draws near the gloamin’. 
Then fari-weei vacani'carele-’S niamin* : 

-An' fareweel i.heariu‘ i.iiik irds foiiiun'. 

An social noise ; 

An fareweel dear, deluding woman. 

The joy of joys! 

O life, how pleasant in thv morning. 

Young Fancy’s rays the hilfc adorning ! 

Cold i>ausing Caution’s lesson scorning. 

We frisk away, 

LikeachooLboys, at th’ expected warning. 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 

We eye the rose uixm the brier, 

Unmindful that tlie thorn is near, 

Among the leaves, 

A nd though the puny wound appear, 

Snort while it grieves. 

Some, lucky, find a flow’ry spot. 

For which they never toil'd nor swat ; 

They drink the sweet, and eat the fat. 

But care or pain ; 

And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain ; 

With steady aim some fortune chase ; 

Keen Hope does every sinew brace ; 

'Thro' fair, thro’ foul, they urge the race. 

And seize the prey : 

Then cannie, in some cozie place. 

They close the day. 

And others, like your humble servan’, 

I’oor wights ! nne rules nor roads observin’ ; 

To right or left, eternal swervin'. 

They zig-zag on ; 


Till curst with age, obscure an’ starvin’, 

They aften groan. 

Alas ! what bitter toil an’ straining — 

But truce with peevish, poor complaining ! 

Is fortune’s tickle Luna waning ? 

E’en let her gang ! 

Beneath what light she has remaining. 

Let’s sing our sang. 

My pen I here fling to the door, 

And’knoel, “ Ye powers!” and warm implorf, 
“ Tho’ I should wander terra o’er, 

In all lier climes. 

Grant me but-'this, I ask ho more, 

Aye rowth o’ rhymes. 

“ Giedreeping roasM to kintra lairds, 

Till icicles hing frae their beards ; 

(lie braw line claes to fine life-guards, 

And maids of honour ; 

And yill and whisky gie to cairds, 

LTuil they sconner ; 

“ A title, lirmpttcr merits it ; 

A garter gle to Willie Pitt ; T 

Gie weal& to some be-ledger’d cit, 

In cent, per cent.. 

But give, me real sterling wit. 

And I’m content. 

“ While ye are jileas’d to keep me hale. 

I'll sit down o'er my scanty m»Hl, 

Bc't water-broee, t^r ^unth'i.i .ii/, 

W'l i heerl’u fjcr, 

As lung’s the muses dinna fail 

To say the grace ” 

An anxious e’e I never throws 
Behint iny lug, or by my nose : 

I jouk bcheatl) mislortune’s blows 

As weal’s I may ; 

Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 

() ye douce folk, that live by rule, 

Grave, tideless-blooded, calm and cool. 
Compar’d wi' you— O fool ! fool! fool! 

How much unlike : 

Your hearts are just a standing pool. 

Your lives, a dyke*! 

Nae hair-hrain’d, sentimental traces 
In your un letter’d, nameless faces I 
In arioso trills ana graces 

Ye never stray, 

But, gravitsimo, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye’re rvite ; 

N ae ferly tho’ ye do despise 

“I'he luuruin-scairum, ram-stam boys. 

The rattlin’ sejuad : 

I .sec you upward cast your eyes — 

— \ e ken the road — 

AVhilst T — but I shall had me there— 

Wi’ you I’ll scarce gang ony where— 

Then, Jamie, I shall sae nae mair. 

But aont my sang. 

Content wi’ you to mak a pwr, 

Whare’er I gang. 


A DREAM. 


Thoughtt, Tvnnis, and deeds, the statute hlamcc »i ifii 
reason ; 

Hut surely dreams were ne'er indicted treason. 

[On reading, in the public papers, the Lanunfe's 
Ode, with the other parade ot .Tune 4, tin 

author was no sooner dropped asleep, than lie 
imagined himself transported to the birth-day 
levee ; and in his dreaming fancy made tlic fol- 
lowing Address.] ^ 

GIJID-MOHNIN' to your Majesty.’ 

May ileav’n augment your blisses. 

On every new birth. day ye see, 

A humble poet wishes ! 

B 2 
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My bardshin here, at your levL‘e, 

On sio a clay as this Is, 

Is sure an uncouth siaht to see, 

Amang the birth-a^ dresses 

»ae fine this day. 

ir. 

I see ye’re complemented thrang. 

By monie a lord and lady ; 

“ Gw save the king !*’ ’s a cuckcx) sang 
That’s unco easy said aye ; 

* The^ets, too, a venal gang, ' 

Wi' rhymes weel-tum’d and ready. 

Wad gar ye trow ye ne’er do wrang) 

But aye unerring steady. 

On sic a day. 

III. 

For me ! before a monarch’s face, j 

Ev’n there I winna ilatter ; 

For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your humble del)tor : 

So, nae reflection on i/our grace, 

Vour kingship to bespatter ; 

There's monie waur been o’ the race. 

And aiblins ane been lietter 

T)>an you this day. 

IV. 

’Tis very true my sovereign king, 

Mv skill may weel be doubtinl : 

But lacU are cniels tliat winna ding. 

An’ downa be disputed : 

Y(«ir royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e’en right reft kn’ clouted, 

And now tlie third part of the strirg, 

An’ less, will gang about it 

Thau did ae day. 

V. 

Far he’t frae me that I aspire 
To blame your legislation,' 

Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation ! 

But, faith ! I muclcle doubt, my Sire, 

Ye’ve trusted ministration 
To ehaps, wha, in a barn or bjTe, 

Wad better fill their station 

Than courts yon day. 

VI. 

And now ye’ve gi’en auld Britain peace. 

Her broken shins to plaster ; 

Ytnir sair taxation does her flooce. 

Till slie has scaroe a tester ; 

For me. thank God, iny life's a Uasc, 

JVae bargain wearing fasterr. 

Or, faith ! I fear, that wi’ the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture, 

I’ the craft some day. 

VII. 

I'm no mistrusting Willie Pitt, 

When taxes he enlarges, 

(An’ Will’e a true guid fallow’s get, 

A name not envy spairges.) 

That lie intends to pay your clebt, 

An’ lessen a’ your charges ; 

Bui, G-d-sake ! let nae eavinp-fit 
A bridge your bonnie barue- ' 

A n’ bodin ilii- il.iy . 

VIII. 

Adieu, my Liege! may fireedotn geek 
Beneath your high protection ; 

An’ may ye rax roiTupiion’s neck. 

And gi'e her fog dissection ! 

But since I’m here. I’ll no neglect. 

In loyal, true affection, 

To pay your Queen, with due respect, 

MyVealty an’ subjection 

This great birth-day. 

IX. 

Hail, Majtetv Mott Excellent ! | 

While nobles strive to please ye. 

Will ye accept a compliment , 

A umple poet gi’es ye ? I 

Thae bonnie baimtlmc, Heav’n has lent, 

Still higher may tliev hecze ye j 

Jn bliss, till fate some day is sent, i 

For ever to release ye i 

Frae care that day. ' 
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X. 

For you, young potentate o’ W , 

1 tell your Bighneti fairly, 

Down pleasure's stream, wi’ swelling sails. 

I’m tauld ye’re driving rarely ; 

But some day yc may guaw your n.iils, 

An’ curse your folly sairly. 

That e’er ye brak’ Diana’s pales. 

Or rattled dice wi’ Charlie, 

By night or day. 

XI. 

Vet aft a ragged cotvle't been known 
To make a noble ntrer ; 

So, ye mav doucely fill a throne. 

For a’ their clisn-ma-claver ; 

There, him • at Agincourt wha shone, 

Few better were or braver ; 

And yet, wi’ funny, queer Sir Joltn,\ 

.He was an unco shaver 

For monie a day. 

XII. 

For you, right rcv’rcnd O , 

Nane.sc-ts the lati’n-tlcrvc swteli r, ^ 

Although a rilihan al your lug 
Wad neon a drcbS completer : 

As ye di.sown yon paughtv dog 
That bears the keys of IVter, 

Then, swith I an’ wd a wife to hii", 

Or, trouth I ye’ll stain the niitic 

Some luckU: s day. 

XIII. 

Young, royal Tarry Brrtkt, I ler.ni. 

Ye’ve lately coirie athwart h- r ; 

A L-Iorious fc'n//cv.t stem an’ Ftt rn, 

U ell tigg d I' r rcni.i’ r : 

Bui i<r*l biog tb.ii i>lii.'ii ib ein 
Vour hymeneal charter. 

Then heave aboard your grapple aim, 

> An’, large upo’ her uuartei , 

. Come full that day. 

XIV'. 

Ye, lastly, bonnie blossoms a’. 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 

Heav'n niak’ you guid as wed as hraw. 

An* gie you lad.s a-plenty : 

But sneer nae Hrilish boyt awa'. 

For kings are unco sc ant ay ; 

An’ German gentles are but 

They’re bettei just than trani aye 
On onie ilayT 

XV. 

tjod Mess you a’ ! consider now. 

Ye’re unco muekle dautet ; 

But, ere the rourte o’ life be through. 

It may be bitter sautet ; 

All’ I ha’e seen tbdr toggle fou. 

That vet ha’e tarrow’t at it ; 

But or the day was done, I trow, 

The laggen they hae clautet 

Fu’ clean that day. 


THE VISION. 


1)UAN FIRST.j 

THE sun had clos’d the winter day. 

The curlers quat their roaring play. 

An' liuiigi-r'd iiiaiiLin ta’en her way 

To kail-.'.itds grttp, 
VV'hile faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has bixu. 


• King Henry V. 

f Sir John FalstatT : %Hae Shakspeare. 

Alluding to the newspaper account of a ccitaiu 
royal sailor’s amour. 

§ Duan, a term of Ossian’s for the different oi- 
visions of a digressive |H)em. See his Cath-Lvdii, 
vol. ii. of M ‘rherson’s translation. 
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The thresher’s 'Wiwryji inkin' -tree 
The lee-ltinn daV had tired me ; 

.Arid wlian the clay had clos'd his e’c, 

I'ar i’ the west, 

Jlcn i’ the sjjence, ri^jht t)e»isi»elie, 

I (jaed to rest. 

There, l.tnely, by the inf'le-cheek, 

T sat Hiul ey’d the hpewiiij; reck, 
fhat fill’d, wi’ hoast-provokinfj smeek. 

The auld clay bit^gin’ ; 

An’ heard the restless rations squeak 

About the rlggin’. 

All in this mottie, misty rllme, 

T hat kward mus’d on wasted time. 

How I had spent my youthfu’ prime. 

An’ done nne-thing. 

But stringin’ blethers up in rhyme. 

For fools to sing. 

H id 1 to guid advice but harkit, 

1 might, by this, hae led a market, 

( Ir strutted in a bank an’ clarkit 

My c I'.h arrounf • 

Wilde here, half-mad, half feil, half -iiiut. 

Is a’ th’ amount. 

I sfirt.’d. mutt’rinp, blorkhoid ' roof. 

\iid III' tv'll on high my w.iukit luet, 

I .1 -I*. ,r by a" >.-n -iiirv r'M.i’, 

t »r -ouie ravfi a'lh, 

1 lui J, herii'ororih, woiiM he 

fill in.) Ia.<l brtr.aih — 

When click ! the string the snick tlid draw ; 

A nd Jee ! the door gaed to tlie wa’ ; 

An’ by ray irgle-lowc 1 saw, 

Now bleezin’ bright, 

\ tight, outlandish Htzzie, braw, 

Come full in sight. 

Yr need m doubt, f hrld my whisht; 

'I'hi ml'.iMi .Hill, hall-fiirm il, vv .is cru.sht ; 

J 1,10* I’d .,eellesrdheenilnshl 

In some wild glen ; 

When sweet, like mode.st worth, she blusht. 

And stei>ped ben. 

(Tfeen, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
\Vi're twisted, gracefu’, round her brows ; 

1 took her for some ScoHish Muse, 

Hy that same token ; 

An’ come to stop those reckless vows, 

Would soon been broken. 

A “ hair-brain’d, sentimental trace,” 

Was strongly marked in her face; 

A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her ; 

Her eye, ev’n turn’d on empty space. 

Beam'd keen with honour. 

Down flow’d her rohe, a tartan sheen ; 

Till half a leg was scriinply seen ; 

And such a leg ! my bonnle Jean 

Could only peer it ; 

Sae straught, sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else inline near if. 

Her nuintle large, of greenish hue, 

-Aly gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 

Deep lights and shades, bold-mlngling threw, 

A lustre grand ; 

-And seem’d, to my astonish’d view, 

A well known land. 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 

There, mountains to the skies were tost : 

Here, tumbling billows mark’d the coast. 

With surs^ng foam ; 
'I'herc, distant shone Art’s lofty boast. 

The lordly dome. 

Here, Boon pour’d down his far-fetch’d floods ; 
Tliere, well-fed Irmine stately thuds; 

Auld hermit Ayr staw through his woods. 

On to the shore ; 

And many a lesser torrent scuds. 

With seeming roar. 

Low, In a sandy valley spread. 

An ancient borough rear’d Wr head ; 


POBMS. 

Still, as in Scottish story read. 

She boasts a race. 

To ev’ry nobler virtue bred. 

And polish’d grace. 

By stately tow’r or palace fair. 

Or ruins pendent in the air, 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could di.scern ; 

Some seem’d to muse, some seem’d to dare, 

VYith feature stern. «»* 

My heart did glowing transport feel. 

To see a rai;e* heroic wheel. 

And brandish round the dec;p-dled steel 
In sturdy blows ; 

While back-recoiling seem’d to reel 
^ Their suthron foes. 

Ri.s Country’s Saviour,! mark him well ! 
B~.ld V herri.: swell ; 

1 lie vliul uii V,./. § all.) gli.ri'iu, le'l. 

In high command 
And he whom ruthless fates expel 

His native land. 

There, where a scepter’d Pirtish shade, [], 
.Stalk’d round hi.s ashes lowly laid, 

I mark’d a martial race, portr.iy’d 

In colour? stronc ; 

Bold, soldier fe-iiur-l, iiniiiiin.ii il 

1 hey strode uionif. 

Through many a wild, romantic grove," 
Near many a hermit -fancied cove, 

(Fit haunts for friendship or for love) 

In musing mood. 

An aged judge, 1 saw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 

With deep-struck reverential awe** 

The Icarnea sire and son I saw, 

To Nature’s God and Nature’s law 

They gave thoir lore. 
This, all its source and end to draw, 

That, to adore, 

Urydone's brave ward HI well coultl spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye ; 

Who call’d on fame, low standing by,» 

To hand him on, 

Where many a patriot name on high, 

And hero shone. 
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AVITH musing-deep, astonish’d stare, 

I view’d the heaveniv-seeming/atr ; 

A whispering throb did witness bear, 

Of kindretl sweet. 
When witli an elder sister’s air 

She did me greet. 

“ All hail ! my o-wn inspired bard ! 

I n me thy native muse regard ! 


* The Wallaces. 

! AYilliam AYall.icc. 

I t Adam Wallace, of Richardton, cousin to the 
immortal preserver of Scottish Independi.-nce. 

§ Wallace, Laird of CraiCie, whb was second i>\ 
command under Dougins, harl of Ormond, at the 
famous battle on the banks of Sark, fought anno 
1448. That glorious victory was iirincipally owing 
to the judicious conduct and intrepid valour of the 
( gall.-int Laird of Craigie, who died of his wounds 
! after the action. 

II Coilus, king of the Pi' ts, from whom the div- 
i trict of Kyle is said to take its name, lies buried, .is 
I tradition wavs, near the family-seat of the Mont- 
I gomeries of Coils-field, where his burial place i.s 
still shown. 

^ Barskimming, the seat of the late Lord .Tus. 
I tice Clerk. 

' ** Catrine, the seat or the late Doctor, and pre- 

' sent Professor Stewart. 

f }• Colonel Fullarton. 
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Nor longer mourn thj fate is hard, 

TIiun ))oorly low ! 

I come to give thee such reward 

As we bestow. 

“ Know, the great gniuu of Uiis land 
Has many a light, aerial band, 

M'bo, ull beneath Ids high conimand, 
Harmoniously, 

A s arts or arms Uiey understand, 

^ Their labours ply. 

“ They .Scotia’t race among them share , 

Some tire the soldier on to dare ; 

Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption’s heart : 

Some teach Uie bard, a dailing care. 

The tuneful art. 

« 

" 'Mong swelling floods of reeking gore. 

They, ardent, kincTling spirits pout ; 

Or, 'mid the venal senate's roar, 

Thr*' sightless, stand, 

T o mend the honest patriot-lore, 

And grace the hand. 

“ And when tlio bard, or hoary sage, 

O'arrn or instruct the future age. 

They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy. 

Or jioint the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 

" Hence Fullarton, the brave and young 
Hence Demytter't zeal-inspiretl tongue ; 

Hence sweet Iiartnunlous Uealtie sung 

His ‘ Minstrel lays 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

llie sceptic’s bays. 

“ To lower orders are as.sign’d 
The humbler ranks of human-kind. 

The rustic Bard, the lab’ring Hind, 

, The Artisan ; 

All choose, ns various tliev’re inclin'd. 

Tile various man. 

“ MTion yellow waves the heavy grain, 

The threat 'ning storm some strongly lein ; 

Some teach to meliorate the plain 

^ With tillage-skill ; 

And some instruct the shepherd-train, 

Blythe o'er the hill. 

“ Some hint tire lover's harmless wile ; 

Some grace the maiden’s artless smile ; 

Some Soothe the lab’rer’s weary toil. 

For humble gains, 

And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and pains. 

“ Some, bounded to a district-space, 

Fxplore at large man’s infant race , 

To mark the embryotic trace 

Of nutic Bard ; 

And careful note each on’iving grace, 

A guide aud guard. 

“ Ofihene am I — Coila my name ; 

And this district as mine I claim. 

Where once the Camybi lit, chiefs of fame. 

Held ruling jKiw’r : 

I mark’d thy embi 70 tuneful flame. 

Thy natal hour. 

" With future hope, I oft would gaze 
Fond, on thy little garly ways. 

Thy rudely caroll’d cMiinlng phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes. 

Fir’d at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

“ T saw thee seek the sounding sliore. 
Delighted with the dashing roar ; 

Or when the north his fleecy store 

Drove through the sky, 

I saw grim nature’s visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye. 

“Or, when the deep green-mantled earth 
Warm cherish’d ov’ry llow’ret’s birth. 

And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev’i;j grove. 
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1 saw thee eye the gen’ral mirth 

Witli boundless love. 

“ When ripen'd fields, and azure skies 
Call’d forth tne reaper’s rustling noise, 

1 saw tliee leave their evening joys, 

And lonely stalk. 

To vent tliy bosom’s swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 

“ When youthful love, warm-blushing, slrerif;, 
Keen-shivering shot thy nerves along. 

Those accents, grateful to thy tongue, 

'I'h' adoreef Mutne, 

1 taught thee how to pour in song. 

To soothe thy flame. 

“ I saw thy pulse’s maddening play. 

Wild send thee pleasure’s devious way, 

Alisled by fancy's meteor ray, 

By passion driven ; 

But yet the light that led astray 

Was light from heaven. 

“ I taught thy manners-painting sfralius, ^ 
The ioves, the ways of sinijile swains, “ 

Till now, o’er all my wide domains 

Thyr fame extends ; 

And some, the pride of Cot la’s plains. 

Become thy ii lends. 

“ Thou canst not learn, nor can I show , 

To paint with Thovtson't landscape-glow ; 

Or wake the bosom-inelting tlirue. 

With Shentltme's art ; 

Or jiour, with Gray, the moving tlow 

Warm on tlie heart. 

“ Yet all lieneath th’ tmri vail’d rose. 

The lowly tbiisy sweetly blows; 

'I'liougU laige U.u forest’s moiuinh throws 

His army shade, , 
Vet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

A down Uie glade. 

“ Then never murmur nor repine ; 

Strive in thy humble sphere to shine ; 

And trust me, not Potosi’s mine, 

' Nor kings’ regui cl. 

Can give a blisa o’ermalching thine, 

A rustic Hard. 

“ To give my counsels all in n-'c. 

Thy tuneful llaine still c areful fan ; 

J’rescrve the Digitily liJ'Man, 

With soul eic ; t ; 

-And ti-ust, the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 

“ And wear thou this ” — she solemn said, 

And bound the Holly round my heacl : 

The polish’d leaves, and berries red. 

Did lustling play , 

And, like a passing thought, she fled 
lu light away. 


ADDRESS TO THE UNCO (H I! , 

OR, 

THE RIGIDLY RIGHTfiHUS. 


MY son, these maxims make a rule, 

Aral lump them aye thegither ; 

The Rigid Righteous it afoot. 

The Rigid n'ise anither: 

The cleanest corn that e’er was dight 
May hae tome pyles o’ tuif'in ; 

So ne'er afellow-creaftire slight 
For random Jits o' dajjin'. 

Solomon — Eccles. ch. vii. ver. II 


I. 

O YE wha are sae guid yoursel’, 

Sae pious and sae holy, 

Ye've nought to do but mark and tell 
Vour neebor’s faults and folly ! 
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l^'hase life is like a woel-gaun mill, 
SuppUe<l wi’ store o’ water. 

The lieapet happer's ebbltiB still. 

And still the clap plays clatter. 

II. 

Hear me, ye vencrab e core, 

As counsel for poor mortals, 

That frequent pass douce Wiilom’s door, 
For fjlai'kit F oUy’s portals ; 

I, for their thuu(;htleSK, careless sakes. 
Would here propone defences, 

Their donsie tricks, their l)lacL mistakes, 
'I'heir failings and m'schances. 

III. 

Ye see your state wi' theirs compar’d. 

And shudder at the niffer. 

But cast a tnorneni’e fiir rcfird, 

\\ ha I rii tk s the iiilt;hty dillt-r : 

Hiscount what scapt occasion gave. 

That purity ye pride in. 

And (what’s aft tnair than a' the lav*') 
Your better art o’ hiding. 

IV. 

Think, when your castigated pulse 
(lies now .iiid then a wallop. 

What ragings must his veins convulse. 
That still eternal gallop ; 

Wi’ wind and tide fair i' your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way ; 

But in the teeth o’ baith to sail. 

It inaks an unco leeway. 

V. 

iiee social life and glee sit down, 

.\ n j >viju. and umhinlmg, 

Till, ‘imie irjM-.mu^^rilS‘d, the./n' gr ,.vn 
Debauchery and drinking • ' 

O, would they stay to calculate 
Th’ eternal consequences ; 

Or Your more dreaded hell to stale, 
Damiiatiou of expenses! 


Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Tietl up in godly laces. 

Before ye gie poor^'miVh/ names, 

Supjto.se a change o' cases ; 

A dear lor’d lad, convenience snug, 

A treacherous inclination — 

But, let me whisjier i’ yo.ir lug, 

Ve're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII. 

Then gently sc.an your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman; 

Though they may gang a kennin’ wrung ; 

To step aside i.s human ; 

One point must still he greatly dark. 

The moving tvhif they do it ■. 

And just as lamely can ye mark. 

How far pcrhajts they rue it. 

VIII. 

Who made the heart, 'lis He alone 
Decidedly can try us, 
lie knows each chord— its various tone. 
Each spring, its various bias : 

Then at the balance let’s be mute. 

We never can adjust it ; 

What’s dont we partly may compute. 

But know not what’s retinted. 


Or R •*•••• *f again grown woe!. 

To preach an’ rcad^ 

“ Na, waur than a !” cries ilka chiel, 

Tam Samson t dead ! 

K *•*•**••• lang may grunt an’ grane, 


An’ sigh, an’ sab, an' greet her lane, 

An’ deed her bairns, man, wife, an’ wean. 

In mourning weed ; 

To death, she’s dearly paid the kane, 

Tam Samson's dead L"* 

The brethren of the mystic level 
May liing their head in woefu’ bevel. 

While l>y their nose tlie tears will revel. 

Like ony bead ; 

Death’s gien the lodge an unco (level ; 

^ Tam Samson’s dead ! 

When winter muffles up his cloak. 

And binds the mire like a rock ; 

When to the louglis the curlers flock, 

Wi’ glee'oiiie »p(ed, 
Wlia will they station at the cork f 

Tam Samson’s dead I 

He w.as the king o' a’ the core. 

To gii.ird, or ilraw, or wick -a hon.'. 

Or uj) the rink like Jehu roar 

In time of neotl ; 

But now he lags on death's ho^'-srorc ■ 

Tam Samson's dead ! 

Now safe the stately sawmont sail. 

And trouts hcdropji’d wi’ crimson hail, 

Aiul eels weel keim’d for souple tail. 

And gods for greed, 
Since dark in denth’s Jfsh-ct eel we wail 

Tain Samson dead ' 

\e f.lrring p li^rli k« i’ : 

Vi- . k ,, I ti'ii I Iv 1 r iw ; 

Ye maukiM'., I'-ik yi.ur iiid t'.i l-n .. 

\V iihuuien (tread ; 
Vour inoTtal fae Is now awa , 

Tam Samson’s dcail ! 

That wofu’ morn he ever mourn'd. 

Saw him in shootin’ graith adorn’d. 

While pointers round Impatient bura’d, 

Frae couples freed ; 
But, och ! he gaed and ne’er return’d ! 

1'am Samson’s doth ! ! 

In vain auld age his body batters; 

In vain the gout bi« ankles* fetters- 
In Y.iin Ibe l-urn-i came d..i»ii like uartr,. 

.\n a. re br.iid ' 

Now ev’ry auld wife, greetin’, clatters, 

Tatn Samson’s dead ! 

Owre many a weary hag he limpit. 

An’ aye the tithcr shot he thunijiit, 

'nil coward death behind him jumpit, 

Wi’ deacily fidtlc ; 

Now he proclaims, wi’ tout o’ trumpet, 

Tam Samson’s dead I 

When at his heart he felt the dagger. 

He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger. 

But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi’ well aim’d heed : 

“ L — d, five !” he cried, an’ owre did slaifger : 

Tam Sain.son'b dead 


TAM SAMSON’S* ELEGY. 


A a honest man's the noblest tnork of God. Pope. 


HAS auld K •*•***••• seen the Deil ? 
Or great M‘* • * • * ^ *1 thrown his he<*l ? 


• When this worthy old sportsman went out 
lost muir-fowl season, he’ HUjmosed it was to be. in 
Osaian’s phrase, “the last or his fields;” and ex- 
pressed an ardent wish to die and be buried in the 
muirs. On this hint the author composed his elegy 
•ind epitaph. 

t A certain preacher, a great favourite with the 

million. Vide Uie Ordination, staiixa 1 1. 


Ilk hoary hunter mourn’d a brither ; 

Ilk sportsman youth liemom’d a fatJu-r 
Von auld gray stane, amang tue heather, 

Marks out his he.ul, 

Wharc Burns has wrote, in rhyming blether, 
Tam Samson’s dead > 

There low he lies, in lasting rest ; 

Perhaps ujion his mould’ring breast 
Some spltefii’ muirfowl l>igs her nest. 

To hatch an’ breed ; 
Alas ! nae mair he’ll them molest 

Tara Samson's dead 


f Another preacher, an equal favourite with the 
few, wlio was at that time ailing. For him, see 
aUo Uie Ordinauon, stanza IX. 
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WTien Aufiiust winds the heather wave. 
And iqiortsinen wander by yon (ira.\e. 

Three volleys let his mem'ry crave 

O’ iK)uther an’ lead. 
Till Echo answer fVae her cave, 

Tam Samson’s dead ! 

HGav*n rest his saul.whare'er he be ! 

Is fh’ wish o' monie tnae than me ; 

Jle had twa faults, or may Ikj three, 

•» Yet what rcmead .■» 

Ae social, honest man want we : 

Tam Samson’s dead ! 


THE EPITAPH. 

TAM SAMSON'S weel-wom clay here lies, . 

Ye cantinK zealots, spare him ! 

If honest worth in heaven rise. 

Ye ll mend or ye win near him. 


PER CONTR.V. 

t’lO, Fame, an’ canter like a fdly 
Through a' the streets an' neuks o' Killir,* 
Tell ev'ry social honest hillie 

To cease his grievin’, 
VoT yet, unskaith'd by death’s gleg gullie, 

Tam Satnson's livin’. 


HALLOWEEN.} 

IThe following Poem will, by many readers, be 
well enough understood : but for the sake of those 
who are unacquainted with the manners and tra- 
ditions of the country where the scene is cast, 
notes are adde<l, to give some account of the 
principal charms and spells of that night, so big 
with propihecv to the peasantry in the west of 
Scotland. The passion of prying Into futurity 
makes a striking part of the history of human 
nature in its rude state, in all ages and nations; 
and it may l»e some entertainment to a philoso- 
jihic min/i, if any such should honour the author 
with a persual, to see the remains of it, among 
the i|iore unenlightened in our own.] 


j ' lint fhc rifh den'df. thf prenut dhdain, 
Thr sinifdf plriisurfl (\f the loudtf train ; 

'J'lj me niorr dear, ci'm'eniiil to imi heart. 

One native charm, than alt the gtom nf art. 

(ioldsmith. 


I. 

I (PON that night, when fairies light, 
t)n Caseili* litnritanei dance, 

Or owre the lays, in splendid blaze. 

On sjnightly coursers prance ; 

Or for Colean the route Is ta’en, 

Heneath the moon’s pale lieams ; 

There up the cove,§ to stray an’ rove 
A mang the rocks and strean)s 

To sport that night. 

II. 

A mang the Injnnie winding banks, 

Where Doon rins, wimpling clear, 


• Ki/tie is a phrase the country-folks sometimes 
n.se for Kilmarnock. 

t Is thought to lie a night when wih'hes, devils, | 
and other mischief-making beings, are all abroad j 
on their baneful, midnight errands; particularly ; 
those aerial people the Fairies, are said on that J 
night to hold a grand anniversary. I 

I Certain little, romantic, rocky, green hills. In j 
tlie neighbourhood of the ancient seat of the Earls 
of Cassilis. I 

S A noted cavern near Colean-house, called The i 
Cove of Colean; which, as Cassilis Downans, is 
famed in country story for being a favourite haunt ■ 
of fairies. 


Where llnice* ance rul’d the martial ranks. 
An’ shook bis Carrick spear. 

Some merry, friendly, countra folks. 
Together did convene, 

T<i hum their nits, an’ pou their stocks, 

A n' baud their Hallomeen 

Fu’ blythe that night. 
III. 

The lasses feat, an’ cleanly neat, 

Mair braw tlian when they're fine ; 

Their faces blythe, fti’ sweetly kythc. 

Hearts leal, an’ warm, an’ kin’ : 

The lads *ae trig, wi’ wooer-babs ; 

Weel knotte<l on their garten ; 

Some unco blatc, and some wi’ gabs. 

Gar lasses’ hearts gang startin’ 

Whiles fast .at night. 

IV'. 

Then first and foremost thro the kail, 

Their s(ocki\ maun a' be sought ance ; 
They sleek ttieir een, an’ grain an’ wale, 

For muckle anes an’ straugnt anes. 

Poor hav’rel Will fell aff the drift. 

An’ wander’d thro' iha how-knit. 

An’ pou’t, for want o’ better shift, 

A runt was like a sow-tail, 

tsae bow't that night. 

V. 

Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane. 
They roar and cry a’ fhrou’ther ; 

The vera wee things, todlin’, rin 
Wi’ stocks out-owre their shouther ; 

An’ gif the cunfoc's sweet or sour, 

Wi’ jocUdegs they taste them ; 

Syne co/.iely, ahoon the door, 

" Wi' tanhie care they nlace them 

To lie that niglu. 

V 

The lassos st.iw frae ’mang them a’ 

To pou their xtntki) o' corn 4' 

But Rah slips out, an’ jinks about, 

Bebint tlio mill kle fnorn 
llegnep. <1 Nellv hard an' la»l ; 

Loud skirl’d a’ tlie lasses ; 

But her tap-pu kle. malst was lost, 

When kiutlin in the fause-house§ 

Wi’ him that night. 

VII. 

The auld gttidwife’s weel hoordet 
.\re r. iiiid an’ r-iund divi.Ud, 

.t n* ■ll•.llle i.'iiK' mill , 

Are there that night decided 


* The famous family of that name, the ancestori 
of Robert the great deliverer of his country, wi rc 
Plarls of Carrick. 

t The first ceremony of Halloween, is, pulling 
each a stock, or jilant of kail. 7'heY must go out, 
hand in hand, with eyes shut, and pull flie firsi 
they meet with : Its being big or little, straight o; 
crooked, is prophetic of the size and shape of tlu 
grand object of all their spells — the husband o. 
wife. If any vied, or earth, stick to the root, th.';i 
is tocher, or fortune; and the taste of the cusln 
that is, the heat t of the stem, is indicative of tin 
natural temper and disposition. Lastly, the stems, 
or, to give them their ordinary appellation, tin 
runts, arc blared somewhere above the bead of tlu 
door ; anil tbe Christian names of the people win m 
chance brings into the house, are according to the 
priority of placing the runts, the names in qucstioii- 

} They go to the bam yard and pull each, 
three several times, a stalk of oats. If the third 
stalk wants the top-pickle, that is, the grain at the 
top of the stalk, the party In question will come to 
the inarriage-bed any thing but a maid. 

$ When the com is In a doubtful state, by being 
too' green, or wet, the st.ack-hullder, by means i f 
old timber, he., makes a large a[)artmcnt in h ' 
stack, with an opening in the side which Is fain- t 
ertjiosed to the wind ; this he calls afnuse-housr. 

II Burning the nuts is a famous charm. Thi ' 
name the lad and lass to each pariicuhar nut, as 
they lay them in the fire, and accordingly as they 
burn quietly together, or start from Tieside or.*’ 
another, the course and issue of the courtship will 
I be. 
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Some kindle, couOiie, side by side, 

An* burn theglther trimly : 

Some start awa ■wi' saucy pride. 

And jump oul-owre the chimlie 

Fu’ high that night. 

VIII. 

Jean slips in twa >ri’ tentie e’e; 

Wha ’twas she wadna tell ; 

Jhit this is Jock, an' this is we. 

She says into hersel’ : 

He bleep’d owre her, an’ she owre him. 

As they wad never mair part ; 

Till fuff ! he started up the lum, 

And Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see t that night. 

IX. 

Poor Willie, wi’ his hom -kail -runt. 

Was brunt wi’ primsic Mallie; 

An' Mallie, nae doubt took the drunt. 

To be compar’d to Willie : 

Af-ill't. nit lap out wi’ pridefn' fling, 

\ n' her am fit it hrimi It ; 

\\ bile M iHii- lap, and auuur hs j/ug, 
’Tuaijuai Utb way he wanted' 

To be that night. 

X. 

Nell had the fau8c-hn\u.« in her min’. 

She pit* hersel' an' Hob in ; 

In loving blee/.e they swtH?tly join. 

Till white in ase they’re s'obbiti’ : 

Nell’s heart was dancin’ at the view. 

She whisper'd Hob to leuk for't : 

Hob, stowlins, prie’d her bonnie mou, 

Ku’ cozie in tlie neuk for’t. 

Unseen tliat niglit. 

XI. 

Rut Merran sat Iwhint their backs. 

Her thoughts on Andrew Hell ; 

She lea’es them gashin' at their cracks. 

And slips out hy hersel’: 

She thro’ the yard the nearest taks, 

An’ to the kiln she goes then. 

An’ darklins graped for the bawks, 

And in the blue-clw * throws then. 

Right fear't that night. 

XII. 

An’ aye she win’t, an’ aye she swat, 

1 wat she made nae Jaukin’ ; 

Till something held within the pat, 

(juid U— d ! but she was quakin’ ! 

But whether 'twas the Deilhirasel’, 

Or wliether ’twas a bauken’, 

Or whether it was Andrew Hell, 

She did na wait on talkin' 

■J’o spier that night. 

XIII. 

M’ec Jenny to her (Irannie tays, 

“ Will ye go wi' me. grannie ? 

I’ll rat the apple f at the (’last, 

I gat Irae uncle .lohiiie 

She mfr’t her pipe wi’ sic a lunt. 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin’. 

She notic’t na, an azle brum 
Her braw new worset ai<ron 

Out thro’ that night. 

XIV. 

“ Ve little skelpie-llmmer’s face ; 

How daur you try sic sportin’, 
seek the foul thief ony place, • 

i'or him to spae your tortunu ; 


• Whoever would, with success, try this siHill, 
uiust strictly observe these directions: Steal out, 
=i'l alone, fn the kiln, and, darkling throw into the 
; a , lue ol blue yarn ; u md it in a new clue off 
■ <.iil (.ne; aiid, lowanls the latter end, some- 
imII h<ild ilie thread; demand ti'Aa bauds; 
i- e. who holds? an answer will be returned from 
<Ih; kiln-pot, by naming tlic (Christian and surname 
o! vour future spouse. 

f Take a candle, and go alone to a looking glass ; 
e.U an apple before It, and some traditions sav, you 
''hould comb your hair, all the time ; the face of 
y>)ur conjugal i^mpanion, to he, will bo seen in the 
K‘ass, as If peeping over your shoulder. 


Nae doubt but ye may get a tight J 
(Jreat i;ause ye hac to fear It ; 

For innnic a ane has gotUm a fright. 

An’ liv’d an’ di’d deleeret 

On sic a night. 

XV. 

“ Ae hairst afore the Sherra-nioor, 

I mind’t as weel’s yestreen, 

I was a gilpey then, I’m sure 
I was na jiast fyfteen : 

I'lie 'iiiiiner hid’becri canid an’ wat, • * 

An" Mull i3 Hill o KTi-en ; 

An’ a> a riiiiiii kirn we gat, 

All' ju.t on HatUai'ten 

It fell that nigiit. 

XVI. 

“.Our stibble-rig was llab M'Oraen, 

A clever, sturdy fallow ; 

He’s sin’ g:it Kppie Sim wi’ wean. 

That liv’d in Aclttnacalla ; 

He gat hemp-seed,'* 1 mind it weui. 

An’ he iiiado unco light o't ; 

But munie a dav was In/ hiinsd. 

He was sae sairly fri(^ite<l 

That vera night." 

XVII. 

Then up gat fechtin’ .Tamie Klci k, 

An’ he swoor l»v his conscience, 

rii it li .- 1 iiuM f m h' flip- o a pt,. k . 

'1 hi- .lulil giiidm.m riiiglii iliiwn ihciMii k, 

An' lint .1 h.iiidl'u' gml him ; 

>Mi«. I- III Inm "III! fr.ii iiinigihi i. ik 
^ulll<.llnle ttliiii II. le Jiic ei ii I 

An' try’t that night. 

XVllI. 

He marches thro’ amang the st.acks, 

Tho’ ho was something stuntin’ ; 

The graip ho for a hnrrini' laks, 

An' haurls at his curjiin ; 

An’ ev’ry now an’ then, he says, 

“ Hemp-seed 1 saw thee. 

An’ her that is to lie my lass. 

Come after me, and draw thoe. 

As fast this night. 

XIX. 

He whistled up Lord Lenox’ march. 

To keefi his courage theeiie ; 

Altho’ his hair hegaii to arch. 

He was sae tley’d an’ eerie : 

Till presently he hears a squeak. 

An’ then a grane an’ gruntle ; 

He hy hi.s shouther gae a keek 
An tumbl’d wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night. 

XX. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout. 

In dreadfu’ desperation ! 

Ati' young an’ auld came rinnin’ out. 

To hear the satl narration ; 

He swoor ’twaahilchin Jean M'Craw, 

Or c.rouchie Merran Hum]>bie, 

Till stoji ! she trotteil thro’ them a’ ; 

An’ wha was it but Grttmphie 

Asteer that night ! 

XXL 

Meg fain wad to the bam gaen 
■To win three nee his o’ tiaethiug ,}• 


• .Steal out unperceived, and sow a handful of 
hemp seed; harrowing it with any thing you can 
conveniently draw alter yon. llepeat now and 
then, Hemp seetl 1 saw thee, hemp seed I saw 
thee; and him (or her) that is to be my true-love 
come after me and pou thee.” Look over your 
left shoulder, and you will see the appearance of 
the person invoked, in the attitude of pulling hemp. 
Some traditions say, “ come after me, and sliaw 
thee,” that is, show thyself : in which rase it sim- 
ply appears. Others omit the harrowing, and say , 
“ come after me, and harrow thee.” 

f This charm must likewise lie performed unper- 
ceived, and alone. You go to the barn, and ojien 
l»oth doors, taking them off the hinges, if possible ; 

; for there is danger that the being, about to appear. 
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But for to meet the deil her lane, 

She pat but little faith m : 

She Kies the herd a pickle nits. 

An’ twa red cheekit apples. 

To watch, while for the burn she sets. 

In hopes to see Tarn Kipples 

That vera night. 

XXII. 

She turns the key wi’ oannic thraw. 

An’ owre the threshoid ventuies ; 

s|tut lirst un Sawnie gies a ca* 

Syne bauldly in she enters; 

A ratiim rattl(^ up the wa’. 

An’ slie i;rv’d L — d preserve her! 

An' ran tliro' ntidden-hole an' a’, 

An' pray’d wi’ zeal an' fervour, 

Fu’ fest that night. 

XXIII. 

They hov’t out Will, wi’ sair advice: 

They hech’t him some fine braw ane ; 

It chanc’d the stack hefaddfmi’d thrice,* 

Was titnirter propt for thrawin’ ; 

lie taks a swirlie, auld moss-oak. 

For some black, grousome carlin’;' 

An' loot a winze, an’ drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes caine hanrlin’ 

AfF's nieves that night. 

XXIV. 

A wanton widow Leezie was. 

As canty as a kittlen ; 

But Och ! that night, amang the shaws. 

She got a fearfu’ settlin’ ! 

She thro’ the whins, an’ by the cairn, 

An’ owre the hill gaed scrievin, 

Wharc three lairds' lands met at a Awruf 
To dip her left sark-sleeve in, 

Was bent that night. 

XXV. 

Whyles owre a linn the bumie plays. 

As thro’ the glen it wiinpl’t ; 

Wl^les round a rocky scar it strays : 

Whyles in a wiel it dimnl't ; 

Whvles glitter’d to the nightly rays, 

Wi’ bickering, dancing dazzle ; 

Whyles cooklt underneath the braes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

, Unseen tliat night. 

XXVI.; 

Amang the brachens, on the brae, 

Between her an’ the moon. 

The deil, or else an cutler quey, 

(lat up an’ gae a croon : 

Poor I^eezie’s heart maist lap the hool ; 

Near iav’rock height she jurapit. 

But mist a fit, an’ in the pool 
Out-owre the lugs she plumpit, 

Wi’ a plunge that night. 

XXVII. 

In order, on the clean hearth-stane. 

The Iwggies three| are ranged. 


may shut the doors, and do you some misi hief. 
Then take that instrument used in winnowing the 
corn, which, in our country dialect, we call arccc/it . 
and go through all the attitudes of letting down corn 
against the wind, llepeat it three times ; and the 
third time an apparition will pass through the 
barn, in at the windy door, and out at the other, 
having Iwth the figure in question, and the apiwar- 
anc.e or retinue, marking the employmentor sution 
in life. 

* Take an opportunity of going, unnoticcil to a 
fleer-stack, and fathom it three times round. The 
last fathom of the last time, you will catch in your 
arms the appearance of your future conjugal yoke- 
fellow. 

t You go out, one or more, for this is a social 
spell, to a south running spring or rivulet, where 
" three lairds’ lands meet,’’ and dip your left shirt 
sleeve. Go to he<l in sight of a fire, and hang your 
wet sleeve before It to dry. Lie awake; and 
sometime near midnight, an apparition, having 
the exact figure of the grand object in question will 
come and turn the sleeve, as if to dry the other side 
of it. 

i Take three dishes; put clean water in one, 
foul water in another, leave the third emi-ty; 


And ev’ry time grekt care is ta’en. 

To see them duly changed ; 

Auld uncle John, wha wedlock’s joys 
Sin Marr’s years did desire, 

Because he gat the toom dish thrice. 

He heav’d them on the fire 

In wrath that night, 

XXVIII. 

W meriw sangs, an’ firiendly cracks, 

1 wat they dulna weary ; 

An’ unco tales, an’ futmie jokes. 

Their sports, were cheap an’ cheery. 

Till butter’d so’ns,* wi’ fragrant lunt, 

.Set a’ their gabs a-steerin’ ; 

Syne, wl' a sooal glass o’ strunt. 

They parted atf careerin’ 

Fu’ blythe that night. 


THE AULD farmer’s 
NEW-YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 
TO 

HLS AULD MARE MAGGIE, 


On giving her the accustomed Ripp of Corn to 
hansel in the New Year. 


A GUID Nem-year I wish thee, Maggie i 
Hae, there’s a ripp to thy auld baggie : 

'Though thou’s howe-barkit, now, an’ knaggie. 
I’ve seen the day. 

Thou could hae gaen like onie staggle 

Out-owre the lay. 

Though now thou’s dowic, stiff, an’ crazy. 
An’ thy auld hide’s as white’s a daisy, 

I’ve seen thee dappl’t, sleek, and glaizic, 

A Ixinnie gray : 

He should been tight that daur’t to raize thee, 
Ance in a day. 

Thou anre was 1’ the foremost rank, 

A ////»/ huirdly, sleeve, an’ swank, 

An’ ^t weel down a shapely shank, 

As e’er tread yir 

An’ could hae flown out-owre a stank, 

Like onie bird. 

It’s now some nine an’ twenty year. 

Sill’ thou was my guid father’s meere' 

He gied me thee, o’ tocher clear. 

An’ fifty mark ; 

Though it waJ sma’, 'twas weel-won gear. 

An’ thou was stark. 

^V^len first I gaeit to woo my Jenny, 

Ye then was trottin’ wi’ your minnie : 

'Though ye was trickle, sleo, an’ funnie. 

Ye ne’er was donsie ; 
But hamely, tawie, quiet, an’ rannie. 

An’ unco sonsie. 

That day, ye pranc’d wi’ muckle pride. 
When ye bure hame my bonnie bride : 

Au’ sweet, an’ gracefu’ she did ride, 

Wi’ maiden air ! 

Kyle Stewart I could bragged wide 

For sic a pdir. 

Though now ye dow but hoyte and hobble, 
An' wintle like a saumont-coblile, 


I blindfold a person, and lead him to the heaitt 
i where the dishes are ranged ; he (or she) dips ili' 
; left hand : If by chance in the clean water, tin 
1 future husband or wife will come to the bar ; 

! iiiiitriiiiony a maid ; if in the foul, a widow; if i' 
I the empty dish, it foretells, with equal certainty, c' 
I marriage at all. It is repeated three times, ant 
1 every time the arrangement of the dishes is alien u 
I • .Sowens, with batter instead of milk to Uie'" 

' is always the Halloween Supper. 
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That day ye was a jinker noble, 

For heels an* win’ ! 

An' ran them till they a’ did wauble. 

Far, far behin’. 

When thou an’ I were young an’ skcigh, 

,An' itable-incals at lairs were dreigh. 

How thou wad prance, an’ snore, an’ skreigh. 
An’ tak the road 1 

Town’s bodies ran, and stood aheigh. 

An’ ca’t thee mad. 

A\'lien thou was com’t, an’ I was mellow, 
t.'.-k tilt' rond avc like a swaP 'w : 

.\I Ihuu had nt'i r .1 h lluw, 

I'or |iiili .in' .pcid : 

JIui tail (hou fia\ 1 iln iii huiiou, 

W hiTe'tr ihuu gti-il. 

The srm’, droop mmpl’t. hunter nttle, 

M ichi .iiljliii. waur'i itae ibr .1 hr itilc : 

Jliji . ix ''i.ul. h ^lde^ lll■■u iry i ilu ir iin tile. 

An’ gar't them whaizle : 
Kae whip nor spur, but just a wattle 

O’ saugh or liazel. 

Thou was a noh\e, fitHe4an\ 

As e’er in tug or tow was drawn ! 

Aft thee an’ I, in aught luiurs gaun, 

( m gniui M.irih weather, 
llae turn d sax rootl bc.-ide our han’, 

For days thegithcr. 

Thou never braindg’t, an’ fetch’t, an’ fliskit. 
But thy auld tail thou wad hae whiskit, 

Au' spread abreed thy weel-fill’d brisket, 

Wi’ pith, an’ pow’r. 

Till spritty knowes wad rair’t and risket. 

An' slypet owre. 

When frosts lay lang, an’ snaws were deep. 

An thn-aliri'd lahour bji k to keep, 

I gild ihv tug a weediit heap 

Aboon the timmer ; 

I kenn’d my Magg^ie wad na sleep 

For that, or simmer. 

In cart or ear thou never reestit ; 

The steyest brae thou wad hae fac’t It; 

Thou never lap, and sten’t, and breastit. 

Then stootl to blaw ; 

Hut just thy stop a wee thing hastit, 

Thou snoov’t awa. 

]\fy filfugh is now thy baim-tlme a’ : 

Four gallant brutes as e’er did draw ; 

Forbye sax mae. I’ve sell’t awa, 

That thou hast nurst : 
'J’hcy drew me tlirettcen pund an’ twa, 

I'he vera warst. 

IMonic a sair daurk wo twa hae wrought. 

An’ wi’ the weary wurl’ fought ! 

An’ monie an anxious day, 1 thought 

Wo wad be beat! 

Vet here to crazy age we’re brought, 

Wi’ something yet.. 

And think na, my auld trusty servan’. 

That now perhaps thou’s less deservin’. 

An’ thy auld days may end in starvin’. 

For my lasl/o«, 

A heapit stimpart, I’ll reserve ano 

Laid by for you. 

Wo’ve worn to crazy years thegither; 

We’ll tovte about wi’ ano anither ; 

^Vi’ teutic care I’ll flit thy tether, 

To some hain’d rig, 
Whare ye may nobly rax your leather, 

Wi’ sma’ fatigue. 


TO A MOUSE, 

On turning her up in her nest with the Plough, 
Novemher 1785. 


WEE, sicekit, cow’rin', tlra’rous bcastle, 
0, wliat u panic’s in thy breostie I 


BOSMS. 

7'hou need na start awa sae hasty, 

Wi’ bickering brattle ! 

1 wad be laith to rln an* chase thee, 

Wi’ murdering pattle ! 

I’m truly sorry man’s dominion 
Has broken Nature’s social vnion. 

An’ justifies that ill opinion. 

Which maks thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' fellow mortal! 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may tliieve ; 
What tlien ? poor beastie, thou maun live 
A daimcti-icker in a thrave 

’8 a sma’ request ; 

I’ll get a blessin’ wi’ the lave. 

And never miss’t ! 

Thy woo bit housie, too, in ruin ! 

Its silly wa’s the win’s are strewin’ ! 

An’ naething, now, to big a now ane, 

O’ foggage green !; 

An’ bleak Decerabci’s winds ensuin’, 

Baith snell and keen ! 

Thou saw the fields laid bare an’ waste. 

An' weary winter coinin' fast, 

An’ ro/.ie here, beneath the blast. 

Thou thought to dwell. 
Till crash ! the cruel coulter past 

Out tnrough thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o’ leaves an’ stibble, 

Has cost thee monie a weary nibble ! 

Now thou's turn’d out, for a’ thy trouble. 

But house or bald. 

To IhoU: the winter’s sleety drilible. 

An’ cranreueh cauld, 

But, Mousio, thou art no thy lane. 

In y-r-'s'ii.g f, ,, may be vjln ; 

I he U-,l Lud M htllies ml , , all' iri.'ii, 

t.i mg iti a gi. y 

An' loi'e us nought but gro 1 .iiul 

For jiroiiii . d jiiy. 

Still thou art blest, compar’d wi’ •' 

'The present only foucheth thee; 

Hut, Och ! 1 backward cast my e'e, 

On prospects |}rear ! 

An’ forward, though I canna see, 

I guess an’ fear. 


A WINTER NIGHT. 


Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er pon are. 

That hid ' the pelting of this pitiih'HS sierm ' 

J/.'ii ill v-'iir hi iiseliSs h-tiai, ini i mifiii ii'./rt, 

y .i,r itiiij, w'd .ht, u.i I, 

I re'll Kijjeii, such ns these I tshakitpi'irte. 


WH EIN biting Boreas, fell and doure, 

Sharp shivers through the leafless iiow’r ; 
When Phoebus gies a short-liv'd glow'r 

Far south the lift, 
Bim-dark’ning through the flaky show’r. 

Or whirling drift : 

Ac night the storm the steeples rock’d, 
Poor labour sweet in sleep was lock’d, 

While burns, wi’ snawy wreaths up-chock’d, 
Wild eddying swirl. 
Or through the mining outlet bock’d, 

Down headlong hurl. 

I'ist’ning, the doors an winnocks rattle, 

I thought me on the ourle cattle, 

Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 
O’ winter wgr. 

And through the drift, deep-lairing sprattle. 
Beneath a scar. 

Ilk happing bird, wee, helpless thing. 
That, in the merry months o* spring, 
Delighted me to bear thee sing. 

What comes 0 ’ thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow*! thy chitterlng wing, 
An' close thy e'e ? 
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Kv'n yo’4 on murcl’rinB errands toil'd, 

Ijone from your savaKe homes exit’d, 

Ttie hlood'gtairi'cl roost, and shccp-cote spoil’d, 
My heart forgets, 

White pityfew the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phrbe, in her midnight reign. 

Dark inuill'd, view’d the dreary plain ; 

Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul, 

JV'hen on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole-^ 

“ Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust ! 

And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost I 
Descend, yc chilly, smothering snows ! 

Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
itlore hard unkinduess, unrelenting, 

\’engoful malice unrcpentlng, ! 

Thau neav’n-illumin'd man on brother man be- 
S,‘(> stem opprevsion’s iron grip. 

Or mad ambition's gory hand. 

Sending, like blood-hounds fnnn the slip. 

Wo, want, and murder o’er a land ! 

Kv’n iu the pca<-eFul rural vale, 

Tniih, wta-iiitiL:, tOB ihi 
How p imper .1 liixiiry, ll.ill’rv le. h« r Mde, 

The parasite empoisoning her ear. 

With all the servile wretches in the rear 
I,ooks o'er proud property, extotided wide ; 

And eyes the simple rustic hind. 

Whose toil upholds the glitt'ring show, 

A creature of another kind, 

Some coarser sulistance, unrefin’d, [low ; 
Plac’d for her lordlv use thus far, thus vile, be- 
Where, where is love’s fond tender throe. 
With lordly honour’s lofty brow. 

The pow’rs you proudly own ? 

Is there, beneath lova^/inhle name, 

( .in harliQur, dark, thwseltish .mu. 

To lile“. him-elf aloiiH ! 

Mark inaiden-itmocencc a prey 
To love-pretending snares. 

This boasted honour turns away, 

Shunning soft pity’s rising sway. 

Regardless of the tears, and unavailing prayers ! 
Perhaps, this hour, in niisTy's s(]u.alid nest. 

She strains your infant to her joyless breast. 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rocking 
^ blast ! ^ 

Oh ye ! who sunk in beds of down, 

Feel not .a want but what yourselves rre.ate. 
Think, for a moment, on his wretched fate, 
Whotn friends and fortune quite disown ! 

] ll-«;atisfted keen nature’s clam’rous call. 
Stretch'd on his straw he lays himself to sleep. 
While through the ragged roof and chiiiky wall, 
Chill o’er his slumbers piles the drifty heap ! 
Think on the dungeon's grim confine. 

Where guilt and poor misfortune |>ine! 

(luilt, erring man, relenting view ! 

But shall thy legal r.ige pursue 
The wretch, already crushed lew 
By cruel fortune’s undeserved blow ? 

A miction’s kons are brothers in distress, 

A brother to relieve, how exquisite the bliss !" 

I heard nae malr, for Chanticleer 
Shook otf the pouthery snaw. 

And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 

But deep this truth Impress’d my mind— 
Through all hjs work.s abroad. 

The heart, benevolent and kind. 

The most resembles God. 


EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET.* 

Januartf— 

WHILE winds frae aff Ben Lomond blaw. 
And bar the doors wl’ driving maw. 


• David Sillar, one ot the club at Tarbolton, and 
aathor of a volume of Poems in the Bcotti^ ^a- 
lect. lit 


Anil hlng us owre the ingle, 

I set me down to ])ass the time. 

And spin a verse or twa o’ rhyme. 

In hamely wesUin’ jingle. 

While fro.sty wind.s blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chtmla lug, 

I grudge a woo the great folks’ gift. 

That live sae hien an’ snug : 

I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-side ; 

But hanker and c.anker. 

To see their cursed pride. 

II. 

It's hardly in n boily’s pow'r, 

'I'o keep, at times, frac being sour. 

To see how things are shar’d ; 

How best o’ chiels are whiles in w.ant, 

While coofs on countless thousands rant. 
And kon na how to wair’t : 

But, Davie, lad, ne’er fash your head, . 

Though we hae little gear. 

We're fit (o win our daily bread, 

A.s laiuj’s we’re hale and tier : 

“ MHir spier na’, nor fear na,”f 
Auld Jige ne’er mind a feg, 

The last o’t, the warst o’t. 

Is only for to beg. 

III. 

To lie in kilns and barns at e’en. 

When banes are craz’d and bluid is thin, 

Is doubtless, great distress ! 

Yet then content could make as blest ; 

Ev’n then, sometimes wo’d snatch a t;ut« 

Of truest happiness. 

The honest heart that’s free frac a* 
intendetl fraud or guile, 

However f-rtune kick the bV. 

H.as .aye some cause to smile. 

And mind still, you'll find still, 

.\ ciiiiifurt this n.ae .in, a' ; 

N ii- m.nr then, we'll t ire then, 

Nae fart her can wi fa'. 

lY. 

What though, like commoners of air, 

We wander out, wo know not where, 

But either house, or h.all ? 

Yet nature's ih iriii>, the bills and w.if .ls, 

'I he sweeiniig vale», ind fii.iiniiig lleii.l', 
Are fni’ aliki* to ill 
In days when d.aisies deck the ground, 

And blackbirds whistle clear. 

With honest joy our hearts will bound. 

To see the coming year : 

On braes when we please, then. 

We’ll sit an’ sowth a tune ; 

Syne rfoynj# till't we’ll time till’t, 

And king ’t when we hae done. 

V. 

It's no in titles nor in rank ; 

It's no in wealth like Lon’on bank, 

To jiurchase peace and rest ; 

It’s no In makin’ muckle rnair : 

It’s no in books; it's no in lear, 

To make us truly blest ; 

If happiness hae not her seat 
And centre in the breast, 

We may be wise, or rich, or great, 

But never can be blest ; 

Nae treasures, nor pleasures, 

Gould make us happy lang; 

The heart aye’s the part aye. 

That make* us right or wrang. 

VI 

.Think ye, that sic as you and I, 

Wha drudge and drive ilirough wet and dry, 
Wi’ never-ceasing toil ; 

Think ye, are we less blest than they, 

Wlm scarcely tent u.s iu their w.ay. 

As hardly worth their while ? 

Alas ! how aft in haughty mow!, 

God’s creatures they oppress ! 

Or else, neglecting a’ that's guid. 

They riot in excess ! 

Bmth careless, and fearle.ss 
Of either heaven or hell ! 


I 


Ramsay. 
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Esteemin<c, and deeming 
lt’» a’ an idle tale ! 

VII. 

Then let us cheerfu’ acquiesce , 

Nof make our scanty pleasures less, 

Hj pining at our state ; 

And, even should misfortunes come, 

I here wha sit, hao met •wi' some, 

’ An’s thankfti’ for them yet. 

They gie the wit of age to youth ; 

They let us ken oursel’ : 

'J’lR'y make us sec the naked truth. 

The real guid and ill. 

Though losses, and crosses. 

Be lessons right severe. 

There’s wit there, ye’ll get there. 

Ye'll find nae other where. 

VIII. 

Rut tent me, Davie, ace o’ hearts ! 

( J’o sav aught les.s wad wrang the cartes. 
And ilatt’ry I detest) 

This life has joys for you and I ; 

And jovs that riches ne’er could buy ; 

And'joys the very best. 

There’s a’ the pleaeurea o* the heart. 

The lover an’ the ftrlen’ ; 

Ye hae your Meg, your dearest part, 

And I iny darling Jean ! 

It warms me. It charms me. 

To mention but her name ; 

It boats me it beeU me. 

And sets me a’ in flame ' 

IX. 

0 all ye pow’rs who rule above ! 

T/iom, whose very self art love ! 

TIum know’bt my words sincere ! 

Ti.. life Mood streaming through my lie.art, 
Or mv more de ir, immortal part, 

Is hot more fondly dear ! 

^Vhen heart-corroding care and griet 
Deprive my soul of rest. 

Her near idea brings relief 
And solace to my breast. 

Thou Being, All-seeing, 

O hear my fervent pray'r ; 

Btill take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar care ! 

X. 

^’l htil, ye lender feelings dear! 

1 r.i -iiiili- of love, the frit-ndly tear, 

I he -viup.illietic glow ; 

I "iig Nlni'e, ihla world', (homy ways 
Had numbcrc*d out my weary days. 

Had it not been for you ! 

Fate still has Mess’d me with a fklcnd. 

In every care and HI ; 

And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender still. 

It lighten.s, it brightens 
The tenebrific scene, 

To meet with, and greet with 
My Davie or my Jean. 

XI. 

D, liow that name inspires my style! 

The words come skelphT rank and file, 
Amaist before I ken i 
The ready measure rins as fine, 

A, Phoebus and the famous Nine 
Were glowrin’ ownre my pen. 

spa Viet Pegaeua will limp. 

Till ance he’s fairly het ; 

And then he’ll hilch, and stilt, and jimp. 
An’ rin an unco fit : 

But least then, the beast then. 

Should rue this hasty ride. 

I’ll light now, and dight now 
His sweaty wlzen’cf hide. 


THE LAMENT, 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNPORTDNATE 
ISSUE OK A friend’s AMOUR. 

A/fi* > how (\ft doet CooJneta wound iltetf, 

4rul tnetl j\ffiction yrove the spring i\fwo ! Home. 

I. 

® silent shines, 

vvnue care-untroubled mortals sleep ! 


Thou seest a wretch that Inly pines. 
And wanders here to wall and weep ! 
With wo I nightly vigils keep. 

Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep. 

How l\fe and love are all a dream. 


I jwless view thy rays adorn 
The faintly-marked distant hill ; 

I joyless view thy trembling horn, 
Keilected in the gurgling rill : 

My fondly-fluttering heart, be still 
Thou busy pow’r, Ilemembrance, ces 
Ah 1 must the agonizing thrill 
For ever bar returning peace 1 
III. 


No Idly-feign’d noetic pains, 

* My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim ; 
ivo shepherd's pijie — Arcadian strains ; 

No fabled tortures, quaint and tame : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested pow'rs above i 
The promis'd Father’s tender name : 
These were the pledges of my love ! 


IV. 


Encircled in her clasping arms. 

How have the rai>tur’d moments flown I 
How have 1 wish’d for fortune’s charms. 
For her dear sake, and hers alone i 
And must 1 think it ! is she gone. 

My secret heart’s exulting boast ? 

And does she heedless hear my groan ? 

And is she eve), ever lost ? 

V. 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart. 

So lost to honour, to truth, 

As from the fondest *wer part. 

The plighted husband of her youth! 

Alas ' life’s jiath may be unsmooth. 

Her way may lie through rough distress ! 
Then who her pangs and pains will soothe. 
Her sorrows share, and make them less r 

VI. 


Ye winged hours that o’er us past, • 
Enraptur’d more, the more enjoy’d. 
Your dear remembrance in my breast. 
My fondly-treasur’d thoughts emploj’d. 
That breast how dreary now, and void, 
For her too scanty once of room I 
Kv’n ev’ry ray of hope destroy'd. 

And not a wish to gild the gloom ! 

VII. 


The mom that warns th’ approacning day 
Awake.t me up to toil and wo : 

I see the hours in long array, 

I'hat I must suffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe. 
Keen reroUecuon’s direful train. 

Must wring my soul, ere Phoebus, low, 
yhall kiss the distant, wesleni main. 
VIII. 

And when my nightly couch I try, 
8ore-harass’d out with care and grief. 
My toil- beat nerves, and tear- worn eye. 
Keep watchings with the nightly thief : 
Or if 1 slumber, fancy, ebie^ 

Keigns haggard-wild, in sore affright : 
Ev'n day, all-oitter, brings relief, 

From such a horror-breathing night. 

IX. 


O ! thou blight queen, who o’er th’ expanse. 
Now highest reign’st, with boundless sway. 
Oft has thy silent-marking glance 
Observ’d us. fondlv-wamPring, stray I 
'rhe time, unheeded, sped away. 

While love’s luxurious pulse beat high. 
Beneath thy silver-gleatnmg ray. 

To mark tlie mutual kindling eye. 

X. 


Oh! scenes in strong remembrance set I 
Scenes, never, never, to return 1 
Scenes, if in stupor 1 forget. 

Again I feel, again I burn i 

c 
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From ev’ry joy and p\eatux« tom. 

Life's wesry Tale I’ll wander through : 

And ho^less, comfortless, 1*11 mourn 
A faltbleu woman's broken vow. 


DESPONDENCY. 


AN ODE. 


I 

OPPRESS'D with ffrief, oppress'd with care, 
A t>iirden more than I can bear 
' 1 sit me down and sigh ; 

O life ! thou art a galling load. 

Along a rough, a weary road, 

To wretches such as I ! 

Dim backward as I cast my viow. 

What sick’ning scenes appear ! 

IV'hat sorrows yet may pierce me through, 
Tooiustly I may fear! 

Still caring, despairing. 

Must Iw my bitter doom ; 

My woes here shall close ne’er. 

Hut with the closing tomb 1 

II. 

Happy, ye sons of busy Hfb, 

Who equal to the bustling strife, 

No other view regard ! 

Ev’n when the wished end ’s denied. 

Yet while the busy meanA are plied. 

They bring their own reward : 
iVhilst I, a hoiie-ubandoii'd wight, 

Unlittwl wiiti an aim, 

Meet ev'ry sad rrturning night, 

And joyless mom the same ; 

You, buAling, and ^istllng. 

Forget ea^i grief and pain ; 

I, listless, yet restless, 

Find every prospect vain. 

nr. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 

\Yh'', all forgetting, forgot, 

\V nhin his humlile coll, 

I'lie < avern wild with tangling mots, 

Sits o’yr his newly-gather’d ftruits, ' 
Ijeside his crystal well ! 
t)r. haplt, to his ev’iiing thought, 

By unfre<iuented stream. 

The ways or men are distant brought, 

A faint collected dream : 

While praising, and raising 
His tnoughbi to heav’ii on high. 

As wandYing, meand’rhig, 

He views the solemn sky. 

IV. 

Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
Where never human footstep trac'd, 

I^ess fit to play the pan ; 

The lucky moment to improve, 

And iiiAt to stop, and jmet to move. 

With self-respecting art : 

But ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys, 
^Vlric•.h I too Keenly taste. 

The Solitary can despise. 

Can want, and yet M blest ! 

He nec^ not, he heeds not, 

Oi human love or hate, 

■Whilst I here must cry here. 

At perfidy ingrate I 

V. 

Oh j envIaWe, eariy days. 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze. 
To care, to guilt unknown! 

How ill exchang'd for riper times. 

To feel the follies, or the crimes. 

Of others, or my own J 
Fe tiny elvq^ that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush, 

Ye little know the ills ye court, 

When manhood is your wish I 
The losses, the crosses. 

That active man en^^ge ! 

The fears ail, the tears all 
Of dim-declining age! 


W I N T ER, 


A DIROE. 


I. 

THE wmary west extends his blast. 

And hau and rain does blaw ; 

Or, the stormy north sends driving forth 
The blinding sleet and snaw : 

While imnhMng brown, the hum comes down. 
Ami r.iif', I'rae hank to brae; 

And biril Dili liea'<i In niv^ri rt',t 
And pass the heartless day. 

II. 

“ The swooping blast, the sky o’ercast,”* 

The joyless winter-day. 

Let others fear, to me more dear 
Than all the pride of May : 

The tempest's liowl, it soothes ray soul. 

My griefs it seems to join, 

The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine ! 

HI. 

Thou Pom'r Supreme, whose mighty schemut 
These wof's of mine fulfil. 

Here, lirm, 1 rest, they tntiil lie best. 

Because they are Thy Will ! 

Then all I want (O, do thou grant 
Tbis..ne request of mine ') 

Jsiil. e (•> ibou dost dill', 

.\»3i-i nil- 10 icjigii. 


THE, 


COTTER’S SATURDAY NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED TO R. A****, ESQ. 


Let not ambition moek their tueful foil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscure : 

Nor grandeur hear, rvith a disdainful smite. 
The short but simjde annals nf the poor. Ora. 


I. 

MY lov’d, my honour’d, much respected friend 
No mertenary bard his homage pavs ; 

With honest jirlde I scorn each selfish end ; 

My dearest meed, a friend’s osteeinand pr.ai'i 
To vou I sing, in simple Scottish lays, 

'The lowly train In life’s sequester’d scene . 
Tlie native feelings strong, the guiltdess ways. 
What A**** in a cotta^ would have been ; 
Ah ! though hU worth unknown, far happier then 
I ween. 

H. 

November chill blaws loud wi’ angry sugh ; 

The short’nlng winter-dM Is near a close ; 
The miry beasts retreating irae the pleugh ; 

The black’ning trains o^craws to their repoi« 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labour goes. 

This night bis weekly moll Is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his hoes, 
Hoping the morn In ease and rest to spend, 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does liaim 
ward bend. 

III. 

At length his lonely cot appears in view. 
Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; , 

Th' expectant rvee-things, toddlin' stacher thro 
To meet their Dad, wi’ fllcbterin' noise s'! 
glee. 

His wee bit ingle, blinkin’ bonnily. 

His clean hearth-stane, his thriflie rv\fie’* smiit’ 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee, 

Does a’ his weary, carking cares beguile. 

An’ makes him quite forget his labour an’ his tou- 


• Dr. Foung. 
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IV. 

Bel j ye the elder bairns come drapping In, 

At service out, smang the farmers roun* ; 

Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie riti 
\ rannie orrann to a neeltor town ; | 

Tinrir . l.lr*! hojie, their Jennu, woman grown, ' 
In V .iiinfu' liloom, love sparkling m her i-V. j 
i .iiiiC' haine, pi-rnnps, to show ahraw new gown, i 
Or lier sair won oennv -Ke, 

I n help her parenu dear, if they in hardship be. 

V I 

Wi’ joy nnf>?ign'd brothers and sisters meet, i 
An’ (‘ 1 ' h for other’s weelfare kindly ‘spiers • | 

TIih •')' III h->iir<, swift- wing'd unn-jiii. 'd lit- i ; 

ii lell’ ihe unros Thai he see- nr heir* . ; 

riu- l in iii', pariial, eye Iheir hiiperiil veu,, I 
lull- i|'iiion IVirwanl noinis the view. I 

In- wi hnr iii'fili.' an' lier sheers, 

■ ,r - iLii'l I I les iixik aniai>i as wei I'vihe rii >i , 

'[ , I ur mixes a' wi' admunliion due. 

VI. 

'r';u‘ir mastiT’s an’ their mistress’s command, 1 
I'he yoiinlters a’ are warned to obey ; j 

“ An’ mind their labours wl’ an eydent hand, 

( !■' Ill r. tliuiik:b uui o' sight, ii.> j ink. or play : 
An I)' I..- -'ire In Tear ihe L..rdaloa;.' 

An' mind your duty, duly, morn an’ night ! 

Lest in temptation’s jiath ve gang astray. 

Implore bis counsel amt assisting might; 

I'hev never sought in vain that sought Uie Lord 
aright !” 

vir. 

Jlut hark ! a rap comes gently to the door, 

Jenny, wha kens the nieaning o’ the same, 

Tells how a neelior lad cam o’er the moor, 

To (In some.' errands, and convoy her hame. 

1 li-- wily iii'iilier sees the « unacious ilame 
''pirkli' HI Ji lino’s e’e, and llush her i hetk ; 
^V^tn heart-struck, anxious care. Inquires his 
name, 

While Jenny hafftins is afraid to speak ; 

VV'eel pleas’d the mother tiearti. it’s nae wild, worth- 
less rake. 

VIII. 

’.Vi’ kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he taks the mother’s eye; 
r.l .ihi- Ji .irii/ seii> the visit’s no ill la’en ; 

I III- I'.iiiier crai ks of horses, nleughs, and kje. 

1 - vi..uiig.fi i’. arlles. hoari otrfl..w, hi’j,i>'. 

llul t'l.iii and liithiu', si'Jrt.e o.iii weellieli'ave , 

I '' m..|lier, wT a woin in's wiles, t an 'py 
ii ii ii III ik.’s ihe youth -ae lushfii' an' s.ie gr i\,-. 
W'eei jiieas'd to think her bairn'a respected like tlie 
lave. 

IX. 

<1 happy love ! where love like this is found ! 

_ I ) noart-felt raptures I bli.ss beyond compare ! 
Tvo (?accd much this weary moHa/ round, 

.\nd sage experience bids me this declare — 

“ If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure sjiare, 
One cordial in this melancholy vale, 

Ti- when a youthftil, loving, moiU*st nair, j 

In miIuTs arms brealhe out ihe icuji r t.il-. j 

!'■ Haiti the milk-white ihoriilhal oienu ilie ■ * n 
ing gale.” 

X. 

Is there, In human form, that bears a heart— 

^ ^ A wretch ! a villain ! lost to love and trutli 1 
T hat can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ! 

Curse on his perjur'd arts ! dissembling smooth ! 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil’d ? 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

^ 1 oints to the parents fondling o’er their rbiJd ■> | 

I lien paints the ruin’d maid, and ilieir distrai iiori 
wild? 

XI. 

But now the supper crowns their simple bo.ird, 

,i * ne halesome parriteh, chief o’ Scotia’s food : 
t lie soupe their only Hawkie does atlbrd, 
mi 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood : 

I he dame brings forth in oomplimental mood, 
t o grace the lad, her weel-hain’d kebbuck, fell, 
An aft he's prest, an’ aft he ca’s it guid ; 


The frugal wlfte, garrulous, will tell. 

How ’twas a towmond auld, sin’ lint was i' Uie belt 
XII. 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi' serious face, 

'i'hey, round the ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wT’ patriarchal grace. 

The hig ha'- Hibte, ance his father’s pride: 

His bonnet rev’rently is laid aside. 

His lyart haifets wearing thin an’ bare ; 

Those strains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 
He wales a portion with judicious care ; 

And “ Let us norship God !" he says, witli solemn a#. 

XIU. 

They chant their artlean notes in simple gniT; 

They tune their hearts, by far the nobleht aim . 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures ris^. 
Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
tif noble Elgin beets the heav’nward ilame. 

The .we, le-si far uf ViYi.i’# h-.>lv lays ! 
Coiiip.ir‘.l wiih lliene, Italian inifsare tam--. 

The iii-krU oars no heart felt rapiuies r>i . ; 
Nae uiuson hae they with uur Cu-alor'i ptai» . 

XIV. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred p.igc’, 

How Ahe.qm w'ls the friend ofOiHl (>n hi;-li : 
Or. 1/ -sn liade iiernal w-irt'arr wugi- 
U'idi .SinnhK s ungraciniis iTi'Ceiiv ; 

< ir how the t.iijai hard did gro.iiiiog In- 

Beneath the Stroke of Heaven’s avi ngipg n.. , 
Or, Job’s pathetic plaint, and wailing cry ; 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire ; 

Or otlier holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

XV 

Pi-rhaps the Christian vnlums Is the Ihemr. 

H<im gUihlesS bliiod l.-ir giilll\ n,aa u ns All I . 
Hi-w He, who bore in Heaven the *« i ■> id n i. .. , 
Had not on earth whereon to lay his hi-.ad ; 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land •. 
How he, who lone in Putnws banished, 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 

And heard cTeat Jiab’lon's doom pronounc'd by 
Heav’n’s command. 

XVI. 

Then kneeling down, to Heav’n’s Eternal King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband pra>s 
Hope “springs exulting on triumphi^t wing,”* 
That thru they all shall meet in future days ; 
There ever bask in uncreated rays, 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator’s praise, 

III such society, yet still more dear; [.iphere. 
While circling time moves round in an eternal 

XVII. 

Compar’d with this, how poor Religion's pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of art. 

When men display to congregations wide. 
Devotion’s ev’ry grace, except the heart 
The Potv'r, incens’d, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole; 

But hiplv, in ‘^ome cotfuge far apart, 

M-i. Ii.-.ir, Wl ll pleas'd, the luiii;<i iCi-'M'lti,. -..i.i; 
And 111 his l-uuk vj lij'i the inmates pooi t ir..i. 

XVIII. 

Then homeward all take off their sev’ral way ; 

'I'he youngling cottagers retire to rest 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay, 

.And prolfer up to Heaven the warm request 
That Hr who stills the raven's clam’rous nc*st. 
And decks the lilv fair in flow’ry pride. 

Would, in the way nis wisdom sees the best, 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 

But chiefly, in their hearu with grace divine preside. 
XIX. 

From scene* like these old Scotia's grande’ r 

That makes ^er lov'd at home, rever’d abroad ; 
Princes and lords are but the# reath of kin^s, 

“ An honest man’s the noblest work of God 
And certes, in fair virtue’.s heavenly road. 

The cottage leave.s the palace far behind ; 

Wiat is a lordling’s pomp ! a cumbrous load. 

• Pope’s Windsox Forest. 
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Diiigulung oft the wretch of human kind. 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin’d ! 

XX. 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil ! 

For whom iny warmest wish to Heaven is sent 
Long.raay thy hardy sons of rustic toil. 

Bo bless’d with health, and peace, and sweet 
content 1 

And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 
Prom luxury’s contagion, weak and vile ! 
Then, howe’er crowns and coronets be rent, 

* A virtuous vopulace may rise the while. 

And stand a wall of tire around their much<luv’d/s/c. 

XXI. 

O Thou ! who pour'd the patriotic tide 
That stream’d thro’ Wallace’s undaunted heart, 
AVho dar’d to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die, the secona glorious part, « 
(The patriot’s God, pecullam thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward f) 

O never, never, Scotia’s realm desert : 

But still the patriot and the patriot bard. 

In bright succession raise, her ornament and guard ! 


MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 


A DIRGE. 


I. 

WHEN chill November’s surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare. 

One ev’ning, as I wander'd forth 
Along the banks of Ayr. 

I spied a man, whose aged step 
Seem’d weiiry, worn with care; 

His face was furrow’d o’er with years. 

And hoary was his hair. 

II. 

” Young stranger, whither wand’rest thou ?” 

Began the reverend sage ; 

“ Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain. 

Or ytuUiful pleasure’s rage ; 

Or haply, press’d with cares and woes. 

Too soon thou hast b^an 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 
The miseries of man I 

III. 

“ The sun that overhangs yon moors, 
Out-sprea<Ung far and wide. 

Where hundreds labour to support 
A haughty lordling’s pride ; 

I’ve seen yon weary wintry sun 
Twice forty times return ; 

And ev’ry time has added proofs, 

That man was made to mourn. 

IV. 

O man ! while in thy early years. 

How prodigal of time ! 

Miy^nuing ^1 thy precious hi,urs, 

Tny glorious youthful primo ! 

Alternate follies take the sway ; 

Licenticcs passions bum ; 

Which tenfold force gives nature’s law. 

That man was made to mourn. 

V. 

“ JA>ok not alone on youthfbl prime. 

Or manhood’s active might ; 

Man then is useful to his kind. 

Supported is his right: 

But see him on the edge of life. 

With caret and sorrows worn. 

Then age and want. Oh I ill- match’d pair! 
Show man was made to mourn. 


But, Oh ' what crowds in ev’iy land. 

Are wretched and forlorn ; 

Through weary life tliis lesson learn. 
That man was made to mourn. 

VII. 

“ Many and sharp the num’rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

More pointed still we make ourselves. 
Regret, remorse, and shame ! 

And man, whose heaven-erected face 
The smiles of love adorn, 

Alan's inhumanity to man 
Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

VIII. 

“ Sec yonder poor, o’erlabour’d wight. 

So abject, mean, and vde. 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil , 

And see his lordly J'ellow- worm 
Tlie poor petition spurn. 

Unmindful, Uio’ a weeping wife 
And helyless offspring mourn. 

IX. 

“ If I'm design d yon lurdling's slave,— 

By nature's law design’d. 

Why was an independent wish 
E’er pl.mted in iny mind i* 

If not, why am 1 subject to 
His cruelty or scorn ! 

Or why has man the will and pow’r. 

To make his fellow mourn f 

X. 

Yet let not tliis, too much, mj son. 
Disturb thy youthhil breast : 

This partial view of humaisrkind 
Is surely not the last’. 

The poor, oppressed, honest man. 

Hall never, sure, been born 
Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn .' 

XI. 

“ O death ! the poor man's dearest friend. 
The kindest and Uie best ! 

Welcome the hour my aged limbs 
Are laid with tiiee at rest ! 

The great, the wealthy, fear thy blow. 
From pomp and pleasure tom ; 

But, Oh 1 a bless’d relief to those 
That wearv'laden mourn !'* 


A PRAYER 

IN THE 

PROSPECT OF DEATH. 

I. 

O THOU unknown, Almighty Cause 
Of all my hoi>e and fear ! 

Ill whose dread presence, ere an hour, 
l’erha]>s 1 must appear ! 

II. 

If I have wander'd in those paths 
Of life I ought to shun ; 

As something, loudly, in my breast. 
Remonstrates 1 have done ; 

III. 

Thou know’st that thou hast formed nic 
With passions wild and strong ; 

And lisrnlng to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

IV. 

Where human weakness has come short, 
Orfraittu stept aside, 

Do thou, Alt-Good! for such thou art. 

In shades of darkness hide. 


VI. 


V. 


" A few teem favourites of fate. 

In pleasure’s lap carest ; 

Ye*, think not all the rich and great 
,Are likewise truly blest. 


Where with intention I have err’d. 

No other plea I have, 

But, Thou art good ; and goodness still 
Delighteth to forgive. 



BVltWS’ 

STANZAS 

ON TFrE SAME OCCASION. 

W^HY am I loath to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing charms ? 
Some drops of joy witli draughts ot ill between ; 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing storms : 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ? 

( )r death’s unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 

For guilt, for guilt, my terrors arc in arms ; 

1 tremble to approach on angry (lod. 

And justly sjnart beneath his sin-avenging rod. 

Fain would I say, '* Forgive my foul oirencc ! 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 

But, should my Author health again dis{>ense. 
Again I might desert fair virtue’s way ; 

Again in folly’s path might go astray : 

Again exalt the brute and sink the man 5 
'I hen how siiould I for heavenly mercy pray. 
Who act so counter heavenly mercy’s plan ? 
W'ho sin 80 of! have mourn’d, yet to temptation 


O Thou, great Governor of all below ! 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 

Thv nod can make the tempest cease to blow, 
(ir still the tumult of the raging sea: 

AVith that mntrolling pow’r assist ev’n me, 
lh"s. Ik idl-uig liiiniiis |>ieji|is tuioiiime 
For all unlit I feel my powers to be. 

To rule their torrent in th' allowed line ; 

O, aid me with thy help. Omnipotence Divine! 


I.VINO AT A RJ,VF.RENI) FRIEND’S 
HOUSE ONE NIGHT, THE AUTHOR LEFT 
THE FOLLOWING VERSES 
In ih« room nihtre he tleft. 

1 

O THOU dread Pow’r, who reign’st above •. 

I know thou wilt me hear : 

W’hcn for tills scene of peace and love, 

1 make my pray’r sincere. 

ll. 

'J'lie hoary sire— the mortal stroke, 

Long, long, be pleas'd to spare ! 

To lik-ss his little filial flock,, 

And show what good men are. 

II 

She, who her lovely ofTspring eyes 
\Vith tender hopes and fears, 

O, bless her with a mother’s joys, 

But spare a mother’s tears ! 

IV. 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth. 

In manhood's dawning blush ; 

Bless him, thou God of love and truth. 

Up to a parent's wish 1 

V. 

'I'he beauteous, seraph sister-band, 

W’ith earnest tears 1 pray, 

I'liou know’ct the snares on ev'ry hand. 

Guide thou tlieir steps alway ! 

VI. 

AVIien soon or late they reach that coast, 
f i’er life’s rough ocean driv'n. 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 

A family In Heav’n ! 


THE FIRST PSALM. 

the man. In life wherever plac’d, 
haitpineas in store, 

W ho walks not in the wicked’s way, 
Nor learns their guilty lore 1 

the seat of scomftU pride 
(-asts forth his eyes abroad. 


POE2IC5. 

But with humility and awe 
Still walks before his God. 

That man shall flourish like the trees 
Which by the streamlets grow ; 

■The fruitful top is spread on high. 
And firm the root below. 

But he whose blossom buds in guilt 
Shall to the ground be cast. 

And like the rootless stubble, tost 
Before the sweeping blast. 

For why ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv’n them peace aiul rest. 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
Shall ne’er be truly blest. 


A PRAYER, 

UNDER THE PRESSURE OF VIOLEX T 
ANGUISH. 

O THOU (ireat Being ! what thou art 
Surpasses me to know : 

Yet sure I am, that known to thee 
Are all thy works below. 

Thy creature here before thee stands 
All wretched and distrest ; 

Yet sure those ills that wring my soul 
Obey thy high behest. 

Sure thou, Almighty, canst not act 
From cruelty or wrath ! 

<), free my weary eyes from tears. 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted be. 

To suit some wise design ; 

Then man mv soul with firm resolves 
To boar anti not repine ! 

THE FIRST SIX VERSES OF THE NINE- 
TIETH PSALM. 

O THOU, the first, the greatest friend 
Of all the human race I * 

Whose strong right hand has ever been 
Their stay and dwelling place 1 

Before the mountains heav’d their heads 
Beneath thy forming band, 

Before this pond’rous globe itself. 

Arose at thy commarul; 

That pow’r which rais’d and still upholds 
'This universal frame^ 

From countless, unbegmning time 
tVas ever still the same. 

Those mighty jieriods of years 
Which seem to us so vast. 

Appear no more before thy si^ 

Than yesterday that’s past. 

Thou giv’st the word i Thy creature, man. 

Is to existence brought: 

Again thou say’st, “ \ e sons of men. 

Return ye Into nought !” 

Thou laypst them with all their cares 
In everlasting sleep ; 

As with a flood thou tak'st them off 
W'ith overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow'r. 

In beauty’s pride arrav’d ; 

But long ere night cut down it lies 
All wither’d and decay’d. 


TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

On turning one dorvn with the plough in April, 1 7 t> 5 . 

WEE, modest, crimsen -tipped flow'r 
Thou’s met me in an evil hour : 
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For 1 maun crush amar^ the stoure 

Thy slender stem ; 

To spare ihee now is past my pow’r. 

Thou Donnie gem. 

Alas ! it’s no thy neebor sweet, 

The bonnie Lurk, companion meet ! 

Bending thee ’mang the dewy weet ! 

Wi' spreckle<l breast. 
When upward -springing, blythe to greet 
The purpling east. 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth ; 

Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 

Scarce rear’d above the narent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow’rs our gardens yield C 
High shclt’ring woods and wa's maun shield. 

But thou beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane. 

Adorns the histle ttibble- field. 

Unseen, alanc. 

There in thy scanty mantle clad. 

Thy snawy bosom sun- ward spread. 

Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise: 

But now the thare uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies! 

Stich Is the fate of artless Maid, 

F.y/cetjlorv’rel of the rural shade ! 

By love’s simplicity betray’d, 

And guileless trust, 

TIU she, like thee, all soil’d is laid j 

Low i’ the dust. 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 

Unskilful he to note the ewd 

Of prudent lure, 

TUI billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o cr ! 

Such fate to *t{ffering worth is glv'n, 

\Vho long with wants and woes lias striv’n, 

By human pride or cunning drlv’n, 

,, To mis’ry’s brink, 

Till wrench’d of ev’xy stay but Heav’n, 
lie, ruin'd, sink I 

Ev’n thou who moum’st the daisy’s fate, 

That fate is thine — no distant date ; 

Stem Ruin’s ploughshare drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom. 

Till crush’d beneath the furrow’s weight, 

Shall be thy doom ! 


TO RUIN. 

I. 

ALL hail ! Inexorable lord ! 

At whose destruction-breathing word. 
The mightiest empires fall ! 

Thy cruel wo-deiighted train. 

The ministers of j^ef and pain, 

A sullen welcome all ! 

With stem.resolved, despairing eye, 

I see each aimed dart ; 

For one has cut my dearest He, 

And quivers in ray heart. 

Then low’ring, and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread ; 

Tho' thick’nlng and black’ning, 
Round mj devoted head. 

II. 

And thou, grim pow’r, by life abhorr’d. 

While life a pleasurg can afford, 
f)h ! hear a wretch’s ptay’r ! 

No more I shrink appall'd, afeaid ; 

1 court, 1 beg thy fiiendly aid. 

To close this scene of care ! 

Wlien shall my soul in silent peace, 
Resign life's Joyless dinr ; 

My weary heart its throbbing cease. 
Cold mruld’iing in the elay ? 


BOllMBe 

No fear more, no tear more. 
To stain my lifeless face ; 
Enclasped, and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 


TO MISS L , 


With Beattie's Poems as a N'ent Year's (Hfl, 
January 1, 1787- 

AGAIN the silent wheels of time 
Their annual round have driv’n. 

And you, though scarce in maiden prime. 
Are so much nearer Heav’n. 

No gifts have I from Indian coasts 
'I'hc infant year to hail ; 

1 send you more than India boasts, 
la Edwin's simple tale. 

Our sex with guile and faithless love 
Is charg’d, perhap-’, too true ; 

But iiiiv, ile.ir ni.iiii, enh lover prove 
All Edwin still to yiiu ! 


EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRlENIi 

MAY- 1786. 

I. 

I LANG hae thought, my youthfu’ friend, 

A something to nave sent you, 

Though it should serve nae other end 
Than just a kind memento ; 

But how the subject-theme may gang, 

Ia;t time and chance determine ; 

Perhaps it may turn out a sang, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

II. 

Yc’lI try the world soon, my lad. 

And, Andrew dear, believe me. 

Ye’ll find mankind an unco squad. 

And muckle they may gtiexe ye : 

For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev’n when your end’s attained ; 

And a’ your views may come to nought. 
Where ev'ry nerve is strained. 

III. 

I'll no say, men are villains a’; 

The real, harden’d wicked, 

Wiia hae nae check but liuman law. 

Are to a few restrickeil : 

But <k:Ii ' mankind are unco weak. 

An’ littlo to l^e trusted ; 

If self the wavering balance shake. 

It’s rarely right adjusted 1 

IV. 

Yet they wha fa’ In fortune’s strife, 

Their fate they should na censure 

For still th' important end at life. 

They equally may answer ; 

A man may hae an honest heart. 

Though poortith hourly stare him ; 

A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Vet liae nae cash to spare him. 

V. 

Aye free, affhan’ your story tel-. 

When wi’ a bosom crony; 

But still keep something to yoursel 
Ye scarcely tell to ony. 

Conceal yoursel as weers ye can 
Frae critical dissection ; 

Bui keek through ev’ry other man, 

WI’ sharpen 'a, slee inspection. 

VI. ^ 

The sacred lowe o' weel plac’d love. 
Luxuriantly indulge It , 

But never tempt th’ illicit rove, 

Though naething should divulge it; 
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J ware the quantum o' the sin, 

The hazard of concealing ; 

But ocl» ! it hardens a’ within. 

And petrifies the feeling ! 

VII. 

To catch dame Fortune’s golden smile. 
Assiduous wait upon her ; 

Anil gather gear by ev’ry wile 
1 h ii . ju.iitipd by hiiiiiiur ; 

I^Jot for to hide it in a hedge. 

Not for a train-attendant ; 

But for the glorious privilege 
Of being independent. 

VIII. 

The fear o' hell’s a hangman’s whip 
To hand the wretch in order ; 

But where you feel your honour grip, 
l et that aye be your border ; 

Its slightest touches, instant pause— 
Deoar a’ side pretences ; 

And resolutely keep its laws. 

Uncaring consequences. 

IX. 

The great Creator to revere, 

Afu'.t h- coine the rrejfvre : 

it ii "I'll III-- piL ■' hi'ie c.iMi fcrbL-.ir, 
And ev’n the rigid feature ; 

Vet ne'er with wits profane to range, 
lit complaisance extended ; 

An Atheist’s laugh’s a poor exchange 
For Deity offended ! 

X. 

iV'hen ranting round In pleasure’s ring. 
Religion may be blinded ; 

Or if she gie a random 
li inji be lilile minded ; 

ilui Alien on life we're tempest -driVn, 
A conscience but a canker — 

A correspondence fix’d wl’ Heav’n, 

Is sure a noble anchor I 


Auld, cantie Kvie maysaraepers wear. 

An’ stain them wi’ the saut, saut tear ; 

'Twill mak her poor auld heart I fear. 

In flinders flee ; 

He was her laureate monic a ye ir. 

That’s owre the sea. 

He saw mifortune’s cauld nor-rveit 

Lang mustering up a bitter blast ; 

A jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be . 

So, took a birth afore the mast. 

An’ owre the sea. 

To tremble under Fortune’s cummoct. 

On s<-arce a bellyfu’ o’ drummock, 

Wi’ his proud, independent stomach. 

Could ill agree ; 

So, row’t his hurdles in a hammock, 

• An’ owre the sea. 

He ne'er was glen to great misguiding. 

Yet coin his pouches wad nae hide in ; 

Wl’ him it ne’er was utulrr hiding ; 

He dealt it free; 

The muse was a’ that he took pride in. 

That's owre the sea. 

Jamaica bodice, use him weel. 

An’ hap him in a cozle biel : 

Ve’ll find him aye a dainty chiel, 

And fou’ o’ glee ; 

He wad na wrang’d the vera dell, 

That’s owre the sea. 

Fareweel, my r At/me compoeing bilHe ! 

Vour native soil u.ii> right ill-wiilie ; 

But iiiav ye flourish like a lily, 

Now honnilie ! 

I'll toast yc in my hindmost gillie, 

Though owre the se;w 


xr. 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Vour heart can ne’er be wanting ; 

May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Frect your brow undaunting I 
In ploughman phrase, “ God send you speed," 
htill daily to grow wiser : 

And may you better reck tlie rede, 

Than ever did th’ adviser ! 


ON A SCOTCH BARD, 


TO A HAGGIS. 


FAIR fa’ your honest, sonsie fare. 

Great chieftain o’ the puddin'-race ! 

Aboon them a’ ye tak your place, • 

Painch, tripe, or thairm; 
Weel arc ye wordy of a groce 

As lang’s my arm. 

The groaning trencher there yc fill. 

Your Imrdies like a distant hill. 

Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o’ need. 

While through your pores the dews distil 
Like amber bead. 


CONE TO THE WF.ST INDIES. 


A’ YE wha live by soups o’ drink, 

A’ ye wha live by cramibo-clink, 

A’ ye wha live and never thipk, 

, Com* mourn wi’ me ! 

f>ur biUie't gien us a’ a jink. 

An* owre the sea. 


him a’ ye rantin’ core, 

'yha dearly like a random -splore, 

“lao malr he’ll join the merry roar. 

In social key; 

for now he’s ta’en anither shore. 

An’ owre the sea. 


The bonnie lasses Weel may wiss him, 

A nd in Uieir dear petitions place him : 
i he widows, wives, an’ a’ may bless him, 
p . Wl' tearfu’ e’e ; 

F or weel I wat they’ll salrly miss him 

That's owre the sea. 


ij ^ fortune, they hae room to grumble ! 
Hadst thou ta’en aflfsome ^owsy buinmie, 
>vha can do nought but fyke an’ fUmble, 

T,,„ . . 'Twad been nae plea 

Hut he was glqg as ony wumble. 

That’s owre the sea. 


His knife ace rustic labour digbt, 

! A n’ cut you up with ready slight, 
j 'rrenching your gushing entrails bright 
' Like onie ditch ; 

! And then, O what a glorious sight, 
j Warm-reekin’, rich. 

I Then horn for horn they stretch an’ strive, 
Dell tak the hindmost, on Uiey drive. 

Till a’ their weel-swall’d kytes belyve 

Are bent like drums ; 
Then auld guidman, maist like to ryve, 
Bethankit hums. 

Is there that o’er his French ragota. 

Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
t}r fricassee wad mak her spew 

Wl' perfect sconner. 
Looks down wi’ sneering, scomfu' view 
On sic a dinner ? 

Poor devil ! see him owre his trasli. 

As feckless as a wither’d rash. 

His spindle shank a guld whip lash. 

His nieve a nit ; 

Tlirough bloody flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit! 

But mark the rustic, haggis-M, 

The trembling earth resounds his UrMa^ 
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Bvxtnrs* 

Clap in hii walie nieie a blade. 

He’ll inak it whisalc; 

An legH, an' arms, an' heads will sued, 

Like taps o’ thrissle. 

Ye i>ow'rB, wha mak mankind your care. 

Ami dish them out their bill o' fare, 

Auld Scotland wants nae skinkinf; ware 

That jaupa in luggies ; 

Bu t, if ye wish her gratefh’ pray’r, 

Gie her a HaggU ! 


A DEDICATION. 


TO OAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

EXPECT Sir, in this narration, 

A tleechin’, fleth’rin dedication. 

To roose you up, an* ca’ you Kuid, 

An' sprung o’ ^eat an' noble bluid. 

Because ye’re surnam’d like hit grace. 

IVrhaps related to the race : 

Then when I'm tir’d — and sae are yc, 

\Vi’ mony a fulsome, sinfu’ lie, 

Set up a face, bow I stop short, 

For fear your modesty b* hurt. 

This may do — maun do. Sir, wl’ them wha 
Maun please the great folk for a wamefou ; 

For me ! sae laigh I ncedna bow, 

For, Lord be thankit, / can plough ; 

And when 1 downn yoke a naie. 

Then, Lord be tiianklt, I can wg: 

Sae I shall say, an’ that's nae flatt’rin'. 

It’s just tic port, an’ tic patron. 

The Poet, some guid angel help him. 

Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp him. 

He may do weel for a' he’s done yet, 

Hut only he’s no just l>egun yet. 

The Patron, (Sir, ye maun forgfe me, 

I winna lie, come what will o' me) 

On eVry hand it will allow’d he. 

He's Just— nae better than he should be. 

I rpa*]ily and freely grant, 

He dowma see a poor man want ; 
iVhat's no his ain he winna tak it, 

\Vliat ance he says he winha break it ; 

Ought he can lend he'll no refus't. 

Till aft his guidness is abus’d : 

And rascals whyles that do him wrong, 

Kv’n that, he does na mind it lang : 

A s master, landlord, husband, fattier, 

He does na fail his part in either. 

nut then, nae thanks to him for a’ that ; 

Nae girtly aymptom ye can ca’ that ; 

It's naething but a milder feature, 

( >f our poor, sinfu’ corrupt nature ; 

Ye’ll get the best o’ moral works, 

’Mang black Gentoos and pagan Turks, 
i )r hunters wild on Ponofaxi, 

Vl'ha never heard of orthodoxy. 

That he’s the poor man’s friend in need. 

The gentleman in word and deed, 

It's no through terror of d-mn-tion ; 

It’s just a carnal inclination. 

Morality, tbou deadly bane. 

Thy tens o' thousands tnou hast slain ! 

Vain is his hope, whose star and trust u 
In morai mercy, truth, and justice ! 

No^tretch a point to catch a plack ; 

Abuse a hrothef to his back ; 

Steal through a tvimtork frae a whore. 

But point the rake that talcs the dtwr : 

Be to the poor like onle whunstane. 

And baud their noses to the grunstane, 

Ply every art o' legal thieving j 
No matter, stick to sound helieving. 

Learn three-mik pray’rs, and half-mile graces, 
Wi’ weel-spread looves, an’ lang wry faces; 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen’d groan. 

And da i OB a’ parties hut your own ; 


FOSMS. 

I’ll warrant then, ye’re nae deceiver, 

A steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

0 ye wha leave the springs of C.-lv-n, 

For gumlie dtths of your ain delvin’ I 
Ye sons of heresy arul error. 

Ye’ll some day squeel in quaking terror f 
VV'Tien vengeance draws the sword in wrath. 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 

When Ruin, with his sweeping besom, 

.lust frets till Heav’n commission gles hint : 
While o’er the; harp pale mls’ry moans, 

And strikes the ever-deep’nlng tones. 

Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans ! 

Your pardon. Sir, fijr this digression, 

I mnist forgat my dedication ; 

But when divinity comes cross me, 

My readers still arc sure to lose me. 

.So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft vapour. 

But I maturely thought it pToi>er, 

When a' my works I did review. 

To dedicate them. Sir, to Yoti .■ 

Because (ye need na tak it ill) 

I thought them something like yourscl'. 

Then patronise them wi’ your favour. 

And your petitioner shall ever — 

I ha<f amaist said, ever pray. 

But that’s a word I need na say : 

For prayin’ I hae little skill o't; 

I’m oaith doad-sweer, an’ wretched ill o't ; 
But I’se repeat each poor man’s pray'r, 

'1 hat kens or hears about you, Sir— 

“ May ne’er misfortune's gowling b.nik, 
Howl through the dwelling o’ the Clerk ! 
May ne’er his gen'rous, honest heart. 

For that same gen’rous 8])irit smart ! 

May K******’b far honour’d name 
Laiig t)eet his hymeneal flame. 

Till H*******s, at least a dizen. 

Are frae their nuptial labours risen : 

Five honnie laases round their table, 

And seven braw feIlow.s, stout an’ 

To serve their king and country weel. 

By word, or pen, or pointed sItoI ! 

May healtli and peace, with mutual ray s, 
Khipe on the evening u’ his days ; 

Till his wee curlle John’s ler-oe. 

When ebbing life nae mair shall flow, 

The last, sad, mournful rites bestow 

1 will not wind a lang conclusion 
Wi’ complimentary efl'uslon : 

But whilst your wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and favours, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent. 

Your much Indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Pow’rs above prevent !) 
That iron-heatted carl. Want, 

Attended in his grim advances. 

By sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
W’hile hopes, and Joys, and pleasures fly him 
Make you as poor a dog as I am. 

Your humble servant then no more ; 

For who would humbly serve the poor ! 

But by a poor man’s hopes in Heav'n ! 

While recollection’s pow’r is given. 

If, in the vale of humble life. 

The victim sad of fortune’s strife, 

I, through the tender gushing tear. 

Should recognize my matter dear. 

If friendlesa, low, we meet together. 

Then, Sir, your hand— my/nmd and brrther 


TO A LOUSE. 


ON 8BEINO ONE ON A LADY'S B0NNFI» 
AT CHURCH. 


H A ! whare ye gaun, ye crowlln’ ferlie ! 
Yeur Impudence protects you salrjy ; 

I canna say but ye itrunt rarely, 

Owre gauze and lace ; 
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Though faith, I fear ye dine but sparelj 
On sic a place. 

Ye ugly, creepin’, blastit wonner, 
Petosted, shunn’d by saunt an* sinner, 

How dare ye set your fit upon her, 

Sae fine a lady ! 

(iae somewhere else and seek your dinner 
On some poor body. 


Swith, in some beggar's hafTct squattlc ; 

, ^ 1, and sprattle 

Wr idler k'miclred, jumpin’ cattle. 

In shoals and nations ; 
W'iiarc horn or bane ne’er dare unsettle 

Your thick plantations. 


Now baud ye there, ye’re out o’ Bijjht, 
HpIow the fatt’rils, snug an’ tight ; 

Na, faith ye yet 1 ye’ll no be right 

Till ve’ve got on It, 
'i’he vera tapraost, tow’ring height 

O' Mist’s bonnet. 


yf y sooth ! right bauld ye set your nose out, 

\ . 1-1 HI III and gnv a? onie gro/et ; 
ut .r .e iii- rank, riierciiriil rn/el, 

Or fell, red smeddum, 

I d gle you sic a hearty doze o’t, 

AV ad dress > our druddum ! 

I wad na been surpris’d to spy 

V.iii ''i in mild wifeS Miinen toy; 

■ T .iiMiiii >>01110 bit duddie b<>v. 

Oil's wyliecoat ; 

I, . M i>)'ii line Luruirdi tie. 

How dare yc do't ! 


Fair B strikes th’ adoring eye, 

Heav’n's beauties on my fancy shine; 

I see the sire qflove on hufh. 

And own his work indeed divine 1 

V. 

There, watcliing high the least alarms. 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold vet’ran, giay in arms, 

And mark’d with many a seamy scar 
The pond’rous wall and massy bar, 
Onm-rising o’er the rugged rock ; 

Have oft withstood assailing war, 

And oft rcpcll’d the invader’s ^ock. 

VI. 

■With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 
1 view that noble, stately dome, 

\^erD Scotia’s kings of otrier years, 
t'am’d heroes ! had their royal home: 

Alas ! how chang’d the times to come ! 

Their royal name low in the dust ! 

Their hapless race wild-wand’rlng roam ! 
Though rigid law cries out, ’twas just ! 

VII. 

Wild l>eatt my heart to trace your steps. 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 

Tlirough hostile ranks and ruin’d gaps 
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bote : 

Ev’n / who sing in rustic lore. 

Haply wt.y tires have left their shed. 

And fac’d grim danger’s loudest roar, 
Bold-following where your fathers led 

VIII. 


0 Jean}!, dinna toss your head, 

An' sot your beauties a’ abread ! 

A'e little ken what cursed speed 

'I'he Idastie’s makin' I 
Thao minks &ndjinger-enttt, I dread. 

Are notice lakin' ! 

0 wad some pow’r the giftie gie us 
Til sec ourselt at others tee us : 

It wad frae monie a blunder free us 

And foolish notion : 
What airs in dress an* gait wad lea’e us. 

And ev'n Devotion I 


Edina ! Scotia’s darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow’rs. 
Where once beneath a monarch’s foot 
Sat legislation’s sov'relgn pow’rs ! 
From marking wildly-scattcr’d tlow’rs. 
As on the banks or Ayr I stray’d, 
And singing, lone, the ling’ring hours, 
1 shelter in thy honour’d shade. 


EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAlk, 


ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH. 


AW OLD SCOTTISH BAKD. 
April, It/, 1785. 


EDINA ! Scotia’s darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and tow’rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch’s feet 
legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs ! 
From marking wildly-scattcr’d flow’rs. 
As on the hanks or Ayr I stray’d. 
And singing, lone, the ling'ring hours, 
1 slieltor in thy honour'd sh^e. 


Here wealth still swells the golden tide. 
As busy trade ids labours plies; 

There architecture’s noble pride 
Bids elegance and splendour rise ; 

Here justice, from her native skies, 

High wields her balance and her rod ; 

Tltere learning, with his eagle eyes, 
beeks science in her coy abode. 

III. 

Thy sons, Edina, social, kind, 

W'ilh open arms the stranger hail ; 
“eb* views enlarg'd, their hb’ral mind. 
Above the narrow, rural vale ; 

Attentive still to sorrow’s wail. 

Or modest merit’s silent claim : 

And never may their sources fall ! 

And never envy blot their name. 


Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn f 
Hay as the gilder summer sky, 

8w»t as tlie dewy milk-white thorn. 
Dear as the raptur'd thrill of joy ! 


WHILE briers and woodbines budding green. 
An’ jiHitricks scraichin’ loud at e’en. 

An’ morning poussie whiddln’ seen, 

Inspire my muse. 

This freedom in an unknown frlen’, 

1 pray excuse. 

On fasten-een we had a rockin’, 

To ca’ Uie crack and weave our stex'kin’ ; 

And tliere was muckle fun and jokin'. 

Ye need na doubt; 

At length we had a hearty yokin’ 

Ax tang about. 

There was ae tang, amang the rest, 

Alioon them a’ it pleased me best. 

That some kind husband had addrest 

To some sweet wife : 

It thirl'd the heart-strings throqgh the breast, 
A’ to the life. 

I've scarce heard ought described sae weel. 
What gen’rous, manly oosoms feel ; 

Thought I, “ Can this lie Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie's work 1** 

hey tald me 'twas an txld kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 

It pat mo fidgin’-fain to hear*t. 

And sae about him there I spier’t. 

Then a’ that ken’t him round declar’d 
He had ingitu. 

That nane excell’d it, few cam neaPt, 

It was lae fine 



34 


sTrxtsrsf 

That set him to a pint of ale. 

An’ either douce or merry tale. 

Or rhymes an’ sangs he'd made himael'. 

Or witty catches, 

'Tween Inverness and Tivlotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then up 1 gat, an’ swoor an alth. 

Though I should pawn my pleugh and graith. 

Or die a cadger pownie’s death. 

At some dyke-back, 

A pint an’ gill I’d gie them hallh 

To hear your crack. 

But, first an’ foremost, I should tell, 

A inaist as soon as I could spell, 

I to the crambo-jingle fell. 

Though rude an’ rough. 

Vet crooning to a body’s sel', . | 

Does well eneugh. 

I am nae porf, In a sense, 
lint just a rat/mer, like, by chance. 

An’ nae to learning nae pretence, 

Vet, what the matter ? I 
W'hene’er my muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her. 

Your critic-folk may cock their nose, 

And say, “ How can you e'er propose. 

You wna ken hardly veru frae prose. 

To mak a sang >” 

But, by your leaves, my learned foes, 

Ye'ie maybe wrang. 

tVbat’s a’ your jargon o’ your schools. 

Your Latin names for horns an’ stools; 

If honest nature made you fools, 

What salrs Your grammars? 
Ye’d better ta’en up spades an<l shouts, 

Or knappin’ hammers. 

A set o’ dull, conceited hashes. 

Confuse their brains in college (dasses ! 

They gang in stirks, and come out asses, 

Platn truth to speak ; 

An’ syne they think to climb Parnassus 
By dint o' Greek ! 

Gie me ae spark o’ Nature’s fire, 

Thaf s a’ the learning I desire; 

Then though 1 drud^ through dub an’ mire 
At pleugh or cart. 

My muse, though hamely m attire. 

May touch the heart. 

0 for a spunk o' Allan's glee. 

Or Fergusson’s, the bauld and slee. 

Or briglit Lapraik's, my fHend to be. 

If I can hit it! 

That would be lear eneugh for me, 

If I could get it. 

Now, Sir, If ye hae fVlends enow. 

Though real friends, I b'lieve, are tew. 

Vet, if your catalogue be fou, 

I'se no insist. 

But gif ye want ae friend that’s true, 

I’m on your ilst. 

1 wlnna blaw about mysel’ ; 

As ill I like my fauts to tell ; 

But friends, and folk that wish me well. 

They sometimes rooze me. 
Though I maun own, as raonie still 

As far abuse me. 

There’s ae rveefatd they wbyles lay to me, 

I like the lasses— Gude fon^ie me ! 

For moaie a plack they wheedle frae me. 

At dance or fair; 

May he tome UKer thing^lhey gie me 

They weel can spare. 

But Mauchline nee, or Mauchline fair, 

I should be proud to meet you there ; 

We'se gie ae night's discharge to care. 

If we forg^her. 

An’ hae a swap o’ thymin'-rvart 

Wi' ane anithcr. 

The four-gill chap, we’se gar him clatter. 

An’ kirseii him wi’ reekin’ water; 


POSlNtS. 

Syne well sit down and tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart ; 
An’ faith we’so be acquainted better 

Before we part. 

Awa, ye selfish warly race, 

VVha think that havlns, sense, an’ grace, 

Ev’n love an’ friendship, should give place 
To catch-lhe-piack! 

I dinna like to see your fare. 

Nor hear yon crai'k. 

But ye whom social pleasure charms. 
Whose’ hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms. 

Each aid the others’. 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brotlici 

But, to conclude niy lang epistle. 

As my auld pen's worn to the grissle ; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me fissle. 

Who am, most fervent 
While I can either sing, or whissle. 

Your friend and serv.m 


TO THE SAME. 


April 2 1st, 1785. 


WHILE new-ca’d kye rout at the stake. 

An* pownies reek in pleugh or braik. 

This hour on e’enin’s edge I take, 

To own I’m debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Tjavraik, 

For nis kind letter. 

Fonesket satr, with weary legs, 

Rattlm’ the com out-owre the rigs. 

Dr dealing thro’ amang the naigs 

Their ten-hours' bite, 
My awkart muse sair pleads and begs 

1 would na write. 

The tapetless ramfeezl’d hlrzie. 

She’s saft at best, .and something lazy, 

()uo’ she, “ Yc ken we’ve been sae busy 

This month an’ mnir, 

That trouth ray head is grown right diz/u-, 
An’ something sair. 

Her dowfF excuses pat me mad ; 

Conscience,” says I, “ ye thowless jad’! 

I’ll write, an that a heartv hlaud. 

This vera night ; 

So dinna ye affront your trade. 

But rhyme it right. 

“ Shall Bauld Lapraik, the king o’ hearts, 
Tho’ mankind were a pack o' cartes. 

Boose you sae weel for your deserts. 

In terms to friendly. 
Yet ye’ll neglect to shaw your parl.s. 

An’ thank him kind'.'' 

Sae I gat paper in a blink, 

An’ down gaed stmnpie in the ink : 

^uoth I, ‘‘ Before I sleep a wink. 

I vow I'll close it : 
An’ if ye winna mak It clink. 

By Jove I’ll prose it “ 

Sne I’ve begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme or prose, or baith thegither. 

Or .some hotch-potch that's rightly neither, 
Let time mak jiroof ; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean att'-loof. 

My worthy friend, ne’er grudge an’ carp, 
Tho’ fortune use you hard an’ sharp ; 

Dome kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi’ gleesome touch 

Ne’er mind how fortune an’ rvarp . 

She% but a bitefo 

She’s gien me monle a jlrt an' flog* 

.Sin' I could striddle owre a rig; 
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nut, by the L-d, tho’ I should begr 
^ Wi' lyart pow, 

1 11 laugh, an’ sing, an’ shake my fee. 

As lang’s I dow ! 

Kow comes the sax an’ twentieth simmer 
I’ve seen the bud upo' the timmer. 

Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year ; 
Kut vet despite the kittle kinuner, 

I, Rob, am here. 

])o ye envy the city Gent, 

I'.ebiiit a kist to He and sklent. 

Or purse-proud, big wi’ cent, per -ent 

And muckle wame,* 
Ja some bit brugh to represent 

A Bailie’ e name ? 

Or is’t the panghty feudal Thane, 

AV'i' riitH’d sark an’ glancin’ cane, 

Wlia thinks hiiiisel nae sheep-shank bane. 
Hut lordly stalks, 

^V’hilc caps and bonnets hlFare ta’en. 

As by he walks? 

“ O Thou wha gies us each guid gift ! 

< i ie me o’ wit an’ sense a lift, 

n turn me, if Th-"t please adrift. 

riir.c "i <-il iiid wide; 
\Vi Cits nor lairds I wadna shift. 

In a’ their pride !” 

W'ere this tlio Aarfer of our state, 

“ On pain o’ hell be rich an’ great," 

: ' unation then would be our fate, 

Beyond renicad ; 

Hut, thanks to Keav'n I tliat's no the gate 
We learn our creed 

For thus the royal mandate ran, 

H'heri first the human race began, 

” The social friendly honest man, 

Whale’er he be, 

' fis he fuldls great Nature't plan. 

An’ none but hel" 

0 mandate friorious and divine ! 

The ragged followers of the Nine, 

Poor, tlioughtless devils ! yet may shine 
In glorious light, 

W'hile sordid sons of Mammon’s line 

Are dark as night. 


Wi’ Allan, or wi’ GilberffeU, 

The braes o’ fame ; 

Or Fergutson, the writer-chiel. 

A deathless name. 

(O Fertnuton ! thy glorious parts 
111 suited law’s dry, musty arts 1 
My curse upon your whunstane hearts. 

Ye Enbrugh Gentry f 

The tythe o’ what ye waste at cartes, « 

Wad stow’d his pantry 

Yet when a tale comes P my head, # 

Or lasses gie my heart a screed. 

As whyles they’re like to be my dead, 

(O sad disease ■’) 

I kittle up my rustic reed ; 

It gies me ease. 

Auld Coila now may fidge fu’ fain, 

Sh#8 gotten Poets o’ her aln, 

Chiels wha their chanters winna hain. 

But tune their Jays, 

Till echoes a’ resound again 

Uer weel-sung praise. 

N le poet thought her werfh hU while, 

'I'o set her name in ine.a-ur'il style ; 

Mie lay like suitie unkc lin'd -of isle 

Beside Nem-IIoUand, 

Or wharo wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth Magellan. 

namsau an’ famous Fergusson 
Gicd Forth an’ Tay a lift alioon ; 

Yarrow an’ Tweed to inonie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings, 
an’ Boon, 
o body sings. 

Th’ llliisut, Tiber, Thames, an* Seirie, 

Glide sweet in monie a tunefu’ line ! 

But, Willie, set your fit to mine, 

An’ cock youT crest. 

We’ll gar our streams and bumies shine 
Up wi* the best. ■ 

We’ll sing auld Coila's plains an’ fells, 

Her moors red-brown wi’ heather bells. 

Her banks an’ braes, her dens and dells. 

Where glorious Wtillaet 
Aft bure the grcc, as story tells, , 

krae southron billies. 


I’ho’ liere they scrape, an’ squeeze, an’ growl, 
'I'hcir worthless nievwu’ of a soul 
May in some future carcase howl, 

The forest's fright ; 

Dr in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 


At Wallace’ name what Scottish blooil 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood ! 

Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wallace' side. 

Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod. 

Or glorious died- 


Then may Lapraik and Burns arise. 

To reach their native, kindred skies. 

And sing their pleasures, hopes, an’ ioys. 

In some mild sphere, 
Still closer knit in ftiendship's ties 

Bach passing year. 


TO W. S»****N, 


OCHIhTREE. 

Ufa.v, 1785- 

I RAT your letter, winsome Willie; 

Wi’ gratefu’ heart I thank you brawlie; 

Tho' I maun say’t, I wad tie silly. 

An’ unco vain. 

Should I believe, mj coaxin’ billie, 

Your flatterin' strain. 


But I’se believe ye kindlv meant it, 

I sud be laith to ttmik ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sideiin's sklented 

. On my poor Music; 

1 no’ in sic phrasin’ terms ye’ve jienn’d it, 

1 scarce ovmiA vo. 


^«es wad be in a-creel, 
onoulu I but dare a hope to spe« 


O, sweet are Coila’t haughs an’ woods, 
When lint-whites chant am.ang the buds. 

An’ jinkin’ bares, in amorous whids, 

Their loves enjoy. 

While thro’ the braes the cushat crooils 
With waiifu’ cry ! 

Kv’n winter bleak has charms for me 
When winds rave through the naked tree ; 

Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 

Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Dark’ning the day 

O Nature ! a’ thy shows am’ forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms ! 
Whether the simmer kindly warms. 

Wi’ life an’ light. 

Or winter howls. In gus^ stora.-, 

’The lang, dark night t 

The Mute, nae poet ever fand her, 

TUi by bimaeP, he learn’d to wander, 

Adown some trotting bum’s meander. 

An' no think iang ; 

O sweet ! to stray, an’ pensive ponder 

A heart-felt tang! 

The warly race may drudge an’ drive, 
Hog-shoulher, jundl^ stretch, an’ strive. 

Let me feilr Nature’s uce detcrive. 

And I, wi' pleasure^ 
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Shall let the busy, gnimbllng hive 

Bum owre their treasure. 

Fareweel, " my rhyme-composing brlther !’* 
We’ve been owre lang unkenn’d to ithei : 

Now let us lay our heads thegither, 

In love fraternal : 

Way Envy wallop in a tether, 

Black fiend. Infernal ! 

tVliile highlandmen hate tolls and taxes ; 
While moorlan' herds like guid fat braxics: ’ 
While terra hrma on her axis 

Diurnal turns. 

Count on a friend, In faith an’ j*raetice. 

In Robert Burn*. 


POSTSCRIPT. 


MY memory’s no worth a preen ; 

I had amaist forgotten clean. 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By this Nm-Lighi,* 

Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Maist like to fight. 

In days when mankind were but cnilans 
At grammar, logic, an' sic talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to gie, 

But spak their thoughts in plain, braid lallans, 
lake you or me. 

In thae auld times, they thought the moon, 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 

Wore by degrees, till her last roon, 

Oacd past their viewing. 
An' shortly after she was done, 

They gat a new one. 

This past for certain, undisputed ; 

It ne’er cam i' their heads to doubt it. 

Till chieU gat up an’ wad confute it, 

An’ ca’d It wrangj 
An’ muckle din there was about it, 

Balth loud and lang. 

» 

Some herds, weel leam'd upo’ the beuk. 

Wad tlireap auld folk the thing mistook ; 

For 'twas the atdd moon turn'd a neuk. 

An’ out o’ sight. 

An' backlins-comln’, to the Icuk, 

.She grew moir bright. 

This was denied, it was affirm'd ; 

The herds an’ kissels were alarm’d : 

The rev’rend gray-beards rav'd an<l storm’d. 
That beardless laddies 
bhotild think they better were Inform’d 

Than their auld daddies. 


Frae less to mair it gaed to sticks ; 

Frae words an’ aiths to clours and nicks ; 

An’ nionie a fallow gat Ins licks, 

Wl’ hearty rrunt; 

An’ some, to learn them for their tricks. 

Were bang'd an’ brunt. 

This game was play’d in monle lands. 

An’ avid-light caddies bure sic hands. 

That faith the youngsters took the sands 

Wi’ nimble shanks, 

I'he lairds forbade, by strict commands. 

Sic bluidj pranks. 


Butnerv-Ught herds rat sio a cowe. 

Folk thought them rum’d stick-an’-stowc. 
Till now amaist on ev’rr knowe, 

Ve'H find ane plac’d ; 
An' some their nerv-iight fair avow. 

Just quite barefac’d. 


Nae doubt the auld~light flocks are bleatin’ ; 
Theix zealous Aerds are vex’d an' sweatin’ i 


Mysel’, I’ve even seen them greetin’, 

Wi’ gimin’ spite. 

To hear the moon sae sadly lied on 

By word an' write. 

But shortly they will cowe the louns ! 

Some auid-Ught herds in neebot towns 

Are mlnd’t, in things they r.a' balloons. 

To tiik a flight. 

An’ stay a month amang the moims 

An’ see them right. 

Giiid observation they will gie them ; 

An' when the aiUd moon's gaun to lea’e thoin. 

The hindmost shaird, fhey’ll fetch it wi’ them, 
.lust i' their poucli. 

An’ when the new-light billies see them, 

I tliink they 'll crouch I 

Sae, ye observe that a’ this clatter 

I« naething but a " moonshine matter 

But though dull prose-folk Latin splatter 
In lode tuli'ie, 

I hope, wf bardies ken s.inie lietn r 

1 han iiiiiiiJ SIC bruL" . 

% 


EPISTLE TO J. 

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS. 


0 ROUGH, rude, ready-witted, R*’*”***, 

The wale o’ cocks for fun and drinkin’ ' 

There's inonie godly folks are thinkin’. 

Your dreams* an’ trii ks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-sinkin’, 

Straught to auld Nick':i. 

Ve hae sae monie cracks an’ cants, 

And in your wicked dnickcn rants. 

Ye mak a devil o’ the saunts. 

An' nil them fou : 

And then their failings, flaws, an’ wants 

Are a’ seen through. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare It 1 
That ho’ * robe, O dinna tear it ! 
hipare ’t for theix sakes wha aften wear if. 

The lads in black ! 

But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives 't alF their back. 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye’re skaitliing, 
Its just the blve-gtmm badge an’ claithlng 
O’ saunts ; tak that, ye lea’e them naething 
To ken them by, 

Frae onie unregenerate heathen 

Like you or 1. 

I’ve sent you here some rhyming ware, 

A’ that I bargain’d for an* malr ; 

Sue, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

1 will exytect 

Yon sang,i ye’ll sen’t wi' cannie care. 

And no neglcc't. 

Though faith, sma’ heart hae I to sing ! 

My muse dow scarcely spread her wing ! 

I’ve play’d mysel’ a bonnie spring. 

An’ danc’d my fill ! 

I’d better gane an’ sair’d the king, 

At Bunker’s Hill. 

'Twas ae night lately In my fun, 

1 gaed a roving wi’ the gun. 

An’ brought a paitrick to the grun, 

A bonnie hen. 

And, as tlie twilight was begun. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt ; 

I straikit It a wee for sport. 


• A certain humorous dream of his was then 
making a noise in the country side. 

t A song he had promised the Author. 


See note, p. 12. 
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Ne’er thinkin’ they wad fash me for’t ; 

Hut, deil-tna-carc 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The hale affair. 

Some auld us’d hands had ta’en a note. 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 

1 was susi)ectod for tlie plot ; 

I scorn’d to lie ; 

So gat the whissle o’ my groat, 

An’ pay’t the/ce. 

Rut, by my gun, o’ guns the wale. 

All’ by rny uouther an’ tny hail, 

.In’ by my lien, an’ by her tail, 

1 vow an’ swear ! 

Tlu* game shall pay o’er moor an’ dale. 

For this, neist year. 


VIII. 

They laid him down tmon his back, 
And cudgcll’d him full sore ; 

They hung nim up before the storm. 
And turn’d him o’er and o’er. 

IX. 

They filled up a darksome jiit 
With water to the brim, 

Thi-y heaved in John Barleycorn, 

. 'rhere let him sink or swim. 

X. 

They laid him out upon the floor, 

'I'o wnrk him furtfier wo. 

Aiiil 'Mil, as Sign, cl lile appear'd, 

'I III y (osa'd hi 111 10 and fro. 


As soon’s the clockln’-time is by, 

A'l' tin- VI,, ).,;uls hi gnn to cr>, 
r^e li.ii. .sporiii,' hv an' L-., 

r. r in, g-iviil guii|.. 1 
Tr>.,ui:li I thouM herd ih, ;i,. \ k,>. 

I's 1 I III V llgll,, 1 . 


, XI. 

Tbev wasted, o’er a scnrebitig fliire, 
Thr II, iir„w 1,1 III, |..■|les , 

Bni a II. m, r u 'd biin w, rst i.| ,li. 

For he crush’d him ’tween two stones. 
XII. 


Trowth, they had mnckle for to Mame ! 

1 1, 1. neitlier brnkeii wing nor limb. 

Hut iwa-lbreo draps about the wame ! 

Si'arcc thro’ the teatliers ; 
An' baith a yellow George to claim, j 

An’ tbole their blethers 

It pits me aye as mad’s a hare ; 

So I can rhyme nor write nae mair ; 

Jut pennyworths again is fair, 

' Wh.n time's expedient ; 

Jlcanwhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obediotit. I 


JOHN BARLEYCOUN.* 


A BALLAD. 


I. 

TIIKRE were three kings inlo tlie east, 

Thr< e klngo boUi great and high. 

Arid liny h le hU,>m a solemn oatli 
John Barleycorn should cLc. 

II. 

They took a plough and plough’d him down, 
I’ut clods upon his head, 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn was dead. 

III. 

But the cheerful spring came kindly on. 

And showers began to fall ; 

John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surprised them all. 


IV. 

Tile sultry suns of summer came. 

And ho grew thick and strong. 

His head weel arm’d wi’ pointed spears. 
That no one should him wrong. 


^ autumn enter’d mild, 

W hen he grew wan and pale ; 

«js bending joints and drooping head 
bhow'd he began to fall. 


VI. 

His colour sicken’d more and more. 
He faded into ago ; 

enemies began 
1 o show their deadly rage. 

VII 


They’ve ta’en a weapon long and sharp. 
And cut him by the knee ; 

1 bon tied him fast upon a cart. 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 


composed on the plan of an oid 
‘’>»g known ty the same name. 


And they hae ta’en his very heart’s blootl. 
And {frank it round and round ; 

And still the more and more they drank. 
Their joy did more alniund. 

XIII. 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold, 

( )f noble enterpri.se. 

For if you do but taste bis blood, 

'Twill make your courage rise. 

XIV. 

’Twill make a man forget his wo ; 

’Twill heighten all his joy : 

’T will make the widow’s heart to sing. 
Though the tear were in her eye. 

XV. 

Then let us toast John Barleycorn, 

Each man a glass in hand ; 

And may his great posteritv 
Ne’er fail in old Scotland ! 


A FRAGMENT. 


Tune—*' Gillicrankie.’ 


I. 

WHEN Guilford good our pilot stood 
And did our helm thraw. man, 

Ac night, at teaj began a plea. 

Within America, in:m: 

Then up they gat the maskin’-pat. 

And in the sea did jaw, man ; 

An’ {lid nae le.ss, in full congress, 

'Than quite refuse our law, man. 

II. 

Then through the lakes Montgomery takes, 
I wat he was na slaw, man ; 

Down Lon/ric's burn he took a turn. 

And Carleton did ca’, man : 

But yet, what-r{;ck, he. at Quebec, 
Montgomery-like did fa’, man, 

Wi’ sword in hanti, before his band, 
Amang his en’mies a’, man. 

III. 

Poor Tammy Gage, within a cage 
Was kept at boston ha', man ; 

Till Willie hon<e took o’er the knowe 
For Philadelphia, man : 

Wi’ sword an’ gun he thought a sin 
Guid Christian blood to {iraw, man ; 

But at Netv-York, wi’ knife an’ fork. 
Sir-loin he hacked sma’, man. 

IV. 

Burgoyne gaed up, like spur an’ whip. 

Till Fraser brave did fa', man ; 

Then lost his way, ae misty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 



svitxrs’ :pobms. 


Cornwallit foueht as lang’s he dou;;ht. 

An’ did the buckskins claw, man; 

But Clinton’s glaive frae rust to save, 
lie hong it to the wa’, man. 

V. 

Then Montague, an’ Gui(ford too. 

Began to fear a fa’, man ; 

And Sackville doure wha stood the stourc, 
'I’he (ierman chief to thraw, man : 

For I’addy Burke, like ony Turk, 

Nae mercy had at a’, man ; 

And Charlie Foco threw bv the box. 

An’ lows’d hit tinkler jaw, man. 

VI. 

Then Rockingham took up the game, 

Till death did on him ca’, man ; 

W’lien Shelburne meek held up his chi^ek, 
Conform to gospel law, man ; * 

Saint Stephen’s boys, wi’ jarring noise. 

They did his measures thraw, man. 

For Korth an’ Fox united stocks, 

An’ bore him to the wa’, man. 

VII. 

'I’hen clubs an’ hearts were Charlie's cartes. 



F,eti him a eaxrfaux pas, man : 

The Saxon lads, wi’ loud placads, 
tin Chatham's boy did ca’, man ; 

An’ Scotland drew her pipe an’ blew, 

“ Up, Willie, waur them a’, man 1” 

VIII. 

Behind tlie throne then Grenville's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 

While slec Dundas arous’d the class 
Be-north the Roman wa’ man ; 

An’ Chatham’s wraith, in heavenly graith, 
(Inspired bardies saw, man| 

W«’ kindling eyes cry’d, “ Willie, rise ! 
Would 1 hao fear’d them a’, man ?” ' 

IX. 

But, word an’ blow, North, Fox, and Co. 
Gowfl'’d Willie like a ba’, man, 

Till Suthron raise, and coost their claise 
Behind him in a raw, man ; 

An’ Caledon threw by the drone, 

An* diu her whittle draw, man ; 

An’ swoor fu’ rude, thmugh dirt an* blood 
To make it guid in law, man. 


SONG. 

Tunc—** Corn rigs ats bonnie,” 

1 . 

IT was upon a Lammas night. 

When com rigs are bonnie. 

Beneath the moon’s unclouded light, 
I held awa to Annie : 

The time flew by wi’ tentless heed. 
Till ’tween the late an early ; 

Wi* sma’ persuasion she agreed. 

To see me through the barley. 

II. 

The sky was blue, the wind was still. 
The moon was shining clearly ; 

I set her down, wi' right good will, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley : 

I ken'n’t net heart was a’ my ain ; 

I lov’d her most tideerely ; 

I kiss’d her owre and owre again 
Amang tho rigs o’ barley. 

III. 

I lock’d her in my fond embrace ; 
Her heart was beating rarely : 

My blessings on that happy place, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley ! 

But by the moon and stars so bright. 
That shone that hour so clearly 1 

She aye shall bless that happy night, 
Amang the rigs o’ barley. 


IV. 

I hae been blythe wi’ comrades dear ; 

I hae been merry drlnklu’ ; 

I hae been joyfu' gatherin’ gear; 

I hae been happy thinkln’ : 

But a’ the pleasures e’er I saw. 

Though three times doubled fairly. 
That happy night was worth them a', 
Amang the rigs o’ barley. 

CHORUS. 

Corn rigs, an’ barlerf rigs^ 

An’ corn rigs are bottnte : 

I’ll ne’er forget that happy night, 
Atnang the rigs rvi’ Annie. 


SONG, 


COMPOSED IN AUCDS’l'. 


Tune — “ I had a horse, I had nae mair.” 

I. 

NOW WLitlin’ winds, and d.mcht'ring pm* 
Itiing iiii(uinn'>i pleasant wiailier , 

'1 lit in-*-ir< <ii k springs, on nliiriing wiiih-'. 
.\iitang ihi" l-l.«miiig hrailier; 

Nuw watiitg grim, Hiilc o’er the plain. 
Oelighis ihi- wears farmer; 

And till iii>>>ti shines bright, when I luicuiii 
i o rnuse upon my chariiitr. 

II. 

The partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves tho mountains; 

The woodcock haunts the lonely dells ; 

Tho soaring hem tlio fountains • 

Thrnigh lolly groves the rusliat r.ln^, 

I'lie p iih of nrm lo shun it ; 

The hazel bush o’erhangs the thrush. 

The spreading thorn tlie linnet. 

III. 

'Thus cv’ry kind their pleasure find. 

The savage and tlie tender; 

Some social join, and leagues combine ; 
Home solitary wander : 

Avaunt, away f the cruel sway. 

Tyrannic man’s dominion ; 

The sportsman’s joy, the murd’ring cjy, 

The flutfring, gory pinion ! 

IV. 

But Pegg^j dear, the ev’nlng’s clear. 

Thick flics the skimming swalloiv ; 

The sky l» blue, the fields in view, 

All tading-green and yellow : 

Come let us stray our gladsome way, 

.Ind view the charms of n.Ttiire ; 

The riisiling lom, ilie fruiied ihoi ii, 

,\iid every hapi'y i leaiure. 

* V. 

We’ll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent moon shine clearly ; 

I’ll grasp thy waist, and, fondly prest, 

Swear how 1 love tliee dearly : 

Not venial show’rs to budding flow’rs. 

Not autumn to the farmer, 

Ho dear can bo as thou to me. 

My fair, my lovely charmer 


SONG. 

Tune— **Afy NanHis, O." 

I. 

BEHIND yon hills where Lugar* flows, 
’Mang moors and mosses many, I), 
The wintry sun the day has clos’d, 

And I’ll awa to Nannie, O. , 


Originally Stinchar. 
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II. 

The westlin’ wind blaws loud an’ shili ; ‘ 
The night’i baith niirlc an’ rainy, O ; 

but I’ll get my plaid, an’ out 1'U steal. 

An’ owre the nills to Nannie, O. 

III. 

My Nannie 's charming, sweet, an’ young : 
N^te artfu’ wiles to win ye, O : 

]\Iay 111 befa’ the flattering tongue 
That wad beguile my Nannie, O. 

IV. 

Her face is fair, her heart is true. 

As spotless as she ’s bonnie, () : 

The op'ning gowan, wet wi’ dew, 

Nae purer is than Nannie, O. 

V. 

A country lad is my degree. 

An’ few there be that ken me, O : 

Jlut what care I how few they be, 

I’m welcome aye to Nannie, O. 

VI. 

:My riches a’ 's my penny fee. 

An’ I maun guide it cannie, O ; 

But warl's gear ne’er troubles me. 

My thoughts are a’ my Nannie, O. 

VII. 

Our auld Guidman delights to riew 
His sheep an’ kye thrive bonnie, <) ; 

Hut I’m as blythe that bauds his uleugh. 
An’ has nae care but Nannie, O. 

VIII. 

Come weel, come wo, I care na by, 

I'll tak what Ifeav'n will sen' me, O ; 

Xac ither care In life have I, 

But live, an' love my Nannie, O. 


GREEN GROW THE RASHES. 
A FRAGMENT. 

CHORUS. 

(ireen f^rorv ihe rathtt, O ! 

Green grow the rathee, 0 ! 

The ervetiest hourt that e'er I epenJ, 

. Are tperti amang the laeset, O ! 


THERE’S nought but care on ev’ry han’. 
In ev’ry hour that passes, O; 

What signilies the lire o’ man, 

An’ 'twere na for the lassi-s, O. 

Green grow, tjc. 


II. 

The warly race may ri< hes chas^ 

An’ riches still may lly them, O ; 

An though at last they catch them fast. 
Their nearts can ne’er enjoy them, O. 

Green grow, tire- 

III. 

But gie me a canny hour at e’en. 

My arms about my dearie, 0; 

An’ warly cares, an’ warly men. 

May a’ gae tapsalteerle, O ! 

Green grow, Jf-c. 

IV. 

For you sae douse, ye sneer at this, 

Yo'er nought but senseless asses, O : 

The wisest man the warl’ e’er saw. 

He dearly lov’d the lasses, O. 

Green grow, Sre, 

V. 


Auld Nature swears, the lovely-tlears. 
Her noblest work she classes, O ; 
Her 'prentice han’ she try’d on man. 
An’ then she made the lasses, O. 

Green gron', ^ c. 


SONG. 

Time—*' Jockey’* Grey Breekt.” 


I A(} A I N rejoicing nature sees 
! Her robe assume its vernal hues, 

j Her leafy locks wave In the breeze, 

! All freshly steep’d in morning dews. 

! CHORUS.* 

j And maun I still on Menie\ dnat, * 

; And bear Ihe scorn that’s in her e'e f 

For it’s Jet, jet black, an’ it’s like a hawk. 

An' it winna let a body be ! 

I II’ 

I In vain to me the cowslips blaw, 

I • In vain to me the vi’lets spring; 

In vain to me, in glen or shaw, 

I The mavis and the Hntwhite sing, 

i And maun I still, lII'c. 

III. 

The merry ploughhoy cheers his team, 

' Wi’ joy the tentin sectlsman stalks. 

But lire to me ’s a weary dream, 

A dream of ane tliat never waufcs. 

And tnaun i still, S(c. 

’ IV. 

The wanton coot the water skims, 

1 Ainang the reeds the ducklings cry. 

The stately swan majestic swims. 

And every thing i.s blest but I. 

And maun I still, iJi c. 

V. 

The shcep-herd steeks his faulding slap. 

And owre the moorlands whistles shill, 
Wi’ wild, unequal, wand’ring step, 

I meet liim on the dewy Inll. 

And maun I sitU, .^ c. 

VI. 

And when the lark, ’tween light and dark, 
Blythe waukons by the daisy’s side, 

And mounts and sings on flittering wings, , 
A wo-worn ghaist I hamewarcl glide. 

And maun Instill, iS’c. 

VII. 

Come, Winter, with thine angry howl. 

And raging l)cnd the naked tree : 

Thy gloom will (wthe my cheerless soul, 
VVnen nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS. 

And maun I still on Menie dmt, 

And bear ihe scorn that’s in her e'e f 
Fur it's Jet, Jet black, an' it's like a hurvk. 

An’ ti nmna let a body bc.^ 


SONG. 

Tune-i** Castle." 


THE gloomy night is gath’rlng fast, 

I l.oud roars the wild inconstant blast, 

• Yon murky cloud is foul with rain, 

I 1 see it driving o’er the plain ; 

• The hunter now has left the moor, 

1 The scatter’d coveys meet secure, 

I While here I wander prest with care, 
i Along the lonely banks o£Ayr. 

\ • This chorus Is part of a song composed by a 

: gentleman in Edinburgh, a particular friend of the 

I author's. 

t Menie is the common abbreviation of Manamne. 
^ We cannot presume to alter any of the poems 
of our bard, and .more especially those printed 
I wnder Ids own direction ; yet it is to bo regretted 
1 that Uds chorus, which is not of his own composi- 
I tion, should be attached to these fine stanzas, as It 
! perpetually interrupU the txain of sentiment which 
, they excite. E. 

' Dt 
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II. 

The Autumn mourns her rip’nlng corn 
By enrlv Winter’s ravage torn ; 

Across her placid, azure sky, 

She sees the s<-owHng tempest fly : 

Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 

J think upon. the stormy wave. 

Where many a danger I must dare, 

Far from the bonnie banks of A}fr. 

III . 

' ’Tis not the surging billow’s roar, 

’Tis not that fatal deadly shore ; 

Though death in ev’ry shape appear. 

The wretched have no more to tear; 

But round my heart the ties are l>ountI, 

That heart transpierc’d with many a wound : 
These hleetl afre^, those ties I tear. 

To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. ^ 

IV. 

Farewell, old Cinla't hills and dales. 

Her hoatliy moors and winding vales ; 

The scenes where wretched fancy roves, 
Tursuing past, unhappy loves ! 

Farewell, niy friends ! Farewell, my f<x;s ! 

My peace with these, my love with tliose — 
'X'lie bursting tears my heart declare. 

Farewell the bonnie banks of Ayr. 


SONG. 

Tune—*' Gilderoy." 


I. 

FROM thee, Eliza, I mu.st go. 

And from my native shore ; 

The cruel fates between us throw 
A boundless ocean’s roar *, ' 

But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 
Between my love and me, 

They never, never can divide 
My heart and soul from theo. 


Farewell, farewell, Eliza dear* 

The nmid that 1 adore ! 

A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more ! 

But the la.st throb that leaves my heart. 
While death stands victor by. 

That throb, Eliza, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sighl 


THE FAREWELL 


TO TBE 

BRKTIIREN OP ST. JAMES'S LODGE, 
TARBOLTON. 

Tune — " Good night and Joy he wV you a’!" 

I. 

A DIEU ! a heart-warm, fond adieu ! 

Dear brothers of the mystic tye, 

Ve favour’d, ye enlighten’d few. 

Companions of ray social joy 
Though 1 to foreign lands must hie. 

Pursuing Fortune’s slidd’ry ba’. 

With mehing heart, and brimful eye, 

I’ll mind you still, though iar awa’. 


III. 

May freedom, harmony^ and love. 

Unite you in the grand design, 
Beneath tli’ omidscient eye above, 

The glorious architect divine ! 

That you may keej) th’ unerring line. 
Still rising by the plummet's Taw, 

TUI order liright completely sliine. 

Shall be my pray’r when far awa’. 

IV. 

And V"w, farewell ! whose merits claim, 
Justly, that highest badge to wear ! 
lleav’n bless your honour’d, noble name, 
'I’o Masonry and Scotia dear ! 

A la.st request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a’. 

One round, I ask it with a tear, 

I To him, the Hard that's far awa’. 


I SON G. 

j Tune—" Prepare, my dear brethren, to the /ntvlte'i 
j Ict’sjly." 

I I. 

' Xo churchman am I for to rail and to write, 

■ No state' man nor soldier to plot or to ficht, 

* N-'hlv ni'iii of bu-mc's conniving a snare, 

, I or a l-ig-l-illy'd bottle's the «hule of mv care. 

! ”• 

, The peer I don’t envy, I give him his bow ; 
i I scorn not the peasant, though ever so low ; 
t But a club of good fellows, hire those that are heiv, 
And a bottle like this, are my glory and care 


1 Ifcre passes the squire on his brother— his horse ; 

, There centum per centum, the cit, with his purse ; 
1 But see you the Crown how it waves in the air, 

I There, a big-helly'd bottle still eases my care. 

I IV. 

' 'j'ho wife of my bosom, alas ! she did die; 
i For sweet consol.iUon to church I did fly ; 
i 1 f. uml ib.-.t old *^i'li.miin proved it ftir, 

' That a big bclls'd l•ollle's a cure tor all care. 

I V. 

J oner w as perm.i Jrrl a venture to make ; 
i A Inti r ll•l■■rrll<l itn ih.ii aM was to wrwk; — 

I But the p\\r>y oltl landlord just waddled up stairs, 
j With a glorious bottle that ended my cares. 

I VI. 

I •’ Life’s cares they are comforts,” *—3 maxim laid 
down 

By the bard, wnat d'ye call him, that wore the 
black gown ; 

; And faith 1 .agree with th’ old prig to a hair ; 
i For a big-belly 'd bottle’s a hcav’n of care. 

! A Stanza added in a Mason Lodge. 

Then fill up a bumper and m.ake it o'erflow, 

! And honours ma.sonic pr^are for to throw ! 

May every true brother of the compass and square 
Have a big-belly’d bottle when harass’d with care. 


WRITTEN IN 

FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE, 

ON NITH-SIDE. 


If. 

Oft have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerfu’ festive night; 
Oft, honour’d with supreme command. 
Presided o’er the sons qf light : 

And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw I 
Strong mem’ry on my heart shall writ® 
Those happy scenes when far awa'. 


Thou whom chance may hither lead*— 
Be thou clad in rus.set we^. 

Be thou deckt in silken stole. 

Grave these counsels on thy Soul. 

Life is but a day at most, 

^ pruiig from night, in darkness lost . 


* Young’!. Night Thoughts. 
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Hope not gunshlne eT*ry hour, 

Few not clouds will always lower. 

As youth and love with sprightly dance. 
Beneath thy morning star advance, 

Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtiess pair; 

Let prudence bless enjoyment’s cup, 

Tlien raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
life’s meridian flaming nigh, 
i)ost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
f ifi (iroiid summits woiildsf thou scale ? 

I II, •, k ihv cllmliing ^lep el.iio, 

I viN lurk in felon wall 
Pi'igi rs, c“ ii;le-pinion'd. b-ilil, 
s.iir iruuiureji h rlillj hiild, 

U'liile ilieerful pel. e, 'with l.iinctsong, 

I Junio die b-'wlj delU aiiUiitg. 

As the shades of ev’ning close, 

Beck’ning thee to long repose ; 

life itself becomes disease. 

Seek tlie chimney-neuk of ease, 

There ruminate with solier thought, 

On all thou’stsoen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportive younkors round. 

Saws of experience, sage and sound. 

Say, man’s true genuine estimate, 

'I’he grand criterion of his fate. 

Is not, art thou higli or low ? 

1 lid thy fortune ebh or flow ? 

Did many talents gild thy span ? 

( )r frugal nature grudge thee one ? 

Tell them, and press it on their mind. 

As thou thyself must shortly find, 

Tlie smile or frown of awful lleaveu, 

'I’o virtue or to vine is glv’n. 

Say, to be just, and kind, and wise, 

Tliere solin self-enjoyment lies ; 

That foolish, selfish, faithless ways, 
licad to the wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign’d and quiet, creep 
To tile bed of lasting sleep ; 

Sleep, Whence thou shalt ne’er awake. 

Night, where dawn shall never break. 

Till future life, future no more. 

To light and ioy the good restore, 

'I' l light and j'/.v unknown befe te. 

Stranger, go ! Heav’n be thy guide ? 

Quod the headsman of Nlth-side. 


ODE, 


SACRKD TO THE MEMORY OF 
MRS OF 

IiVVELLER in yon dungeon dark. 

Hangman of creation ! mark 
VVlio in widow-weeds appears, 

}.aden with unhonour’d years. 

Noosing with care a bursting purse. 

Baited witli many a deadly curse ! 

STROPHE. 

View the wither'd beldam’s face— 

('an tby keen inspection trace 

Aught of humlvnity’s sweet, melting grace ! 

Note that eye, ’tis rheum o’erilows, 

I’ity's flood there never rose. 

See those hands, ne’er stretch’d to save. 

Hands that took — but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 

Lo, -there she goes, unpitied and unblest; 

She goes, but not to realms of everlasUng lest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of armies, lift thine eyes, 

Lk while forbear, ye tott’rlng fiends,) 

tbou whose step unwilling hither bends ! 
No fallen angel, hurl’d from upper skies ; 

T la thy trusty quondam mate, 

D<»m’a to share thy fiery fate, 
ohe, tardy, hell-ward plies. 


EPODE. 

And are they of no more avail, 

'Tun thousand glitt’ringuounds a year ? 

In other worlds can fliammon lail, 
Omnipotent as he is hero ? 

O, bitter mock’ry of the j/ompoHS hier, 
kVHiile down the wretched part Js dri v’n J 
The cave-lodg’d beggar, witii a coiiM inue 
cle.ar. 

Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to HeaVn. 


E L E G Y 

ON 

• CAPT. MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

\ GENTLEMAN WHO HKL D T H K P AT E N T 
FOR HIS HONOURS IMMEDIATELY FROM 
Af.MlOHTY god! 


But mm hit radiant cmirte i» run, 
For Matthew’ t course was hriirht ; 
His soul was like the (glorious sun, 
^ matchless llcav’n/ij Lif'ht ! 


O death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 

I’lic meikle devil wi’ a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smlddle. 

O’er hurcheon hides. 
And like stock-fish come o’er his studdic 
Wi’ tby auld sides 1 

He’s gane, he’s gane ! he’s frae ns tom, 

Tlie ae liest fellow e’er was born ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature’s self shall mourn 
By wood and wild. 
Where, haply, pity strays foilom, 

Frae man exil'd. 

I Ye liills, near ncebors o’ the stams, 

'That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
j Ye cliffs, the haunts of s.aillng yearns, 

I Where'echo slumliers ! 

Come join, ye Nature’s sturdiest bairns, 

! M y wailing itumber.s ! 

I ^ Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! 

I Ye hn/.’lly shaws and briery dens ! 

I Ye bumlcs, wimplin’ down your glens, 

I Wi' toddlin’ din, 

j Or ibiaming strang, wi’ hasty stens, 

Frae lin to Hn. 

! Mourn, little harehells o’er the lee ; 

' Ye stafidy foxgloves fair to see ; 

I Ye woodbines hanging bonnllic, 
i In scented bow ’rs; 

! Ye roses on yoilr thorny tree, 

1 The iirst o’ flow'rs. 

A t dawn, when ev’ry grassy Idade 
Droops with a diamond at his head, 

; At cv’ii, when beans tlieir fragr.'mce sheil, 

I' tit’ rustling pale, 

Yc maukina whiddin’ through the glade, 

■ Come join my waiL 

Mourn, ye wee songsters of the wood ; 

Yc grouse that crap the heather hud ; 

'Ye curlews calling through a clud ; 
i Ye whistling plover ; 

1 And mourn, ye whirring patrick brood ; 
j He's gane for ever 

j Mourn, sooty coots, and speckled teals, 

I Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 

I Ye duck and drake, wi’ airy wheels 
! Circling the lake ; 

Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels, 

Rair for his sake. 

Mourn, clam’rlng craiks at close o* day, 
Mang fields o’ flowing clover gay ; 

And when you wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore, 

D3 
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Tell thae fer warlds, wha lies in clay, 

\Vham we deplore. 

Ye hoaleU, frae your ivy bowV, 

In some auld tree, or eldritoh tow’r, 

What time the moon wi’ silent glow'r. 

Sets up her horn. 
Wail through the drearv midnight hour 

Till waukrife mom f 

O rivers, forests, hilLs, and plains ! 

J)ft have ye heard mv canty strains : 

Kut now, what else tor me remains 

But tales of wo ; 

And frae my ecn tho dranping rains 

Maun ever flow. 

Mourn, spring, thou darling of the year ! 
Ilk cowsliji cup shall kep a tear: 

Thou, simmer, while each corny spear • 
Shoots up its head. 
Thy gay, green, flow’ry tresses snear. 

For him that’s dead ! 


Thou, autumn, wi’ thy yellow hair. 
In grief thy sallow mantle tear ! 

'I'hou, winter, hurling through the air 


The worth we’ve lost ! 


Mourn him, thou •'un, great «niir. e of light ' 
Moiirii, ein|<re>". ili-.’ silenl iiiglil ' 

And you, ye twinkling starnies, bright. 

My Matthew mourn ! 
For through your orbs he’s ta'en his flight. 
Ne'er to return. 


O Hmderton— the man, the brother ! 

And art tliou gone, and gone for ever ! 

And hast thou crost that unknown river. 

Life’s dreary bound ! 
Like thee, where shall I find another. 

The world around ! 


(jo to your sculptur’d tombs, ye Great, 

In a* the tinsel trash o’ state ! 

But by the honest turf I’ll wait. 

Thou man of worth 
And weep the ae best fellow's fate 

E'er lay in earth. 


THE EPITAPH. 


STOP, passenger ! my story’s brief; 
And truth I shall n?late, man ; 

I tell nae common tale o’ grief. 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast. 

Yet spurn’d at fortune’s door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast. 

For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art, 

Thai passost by this grave, man. 

There moulders here a gallant heart ; 
For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways, 
(.anst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise. 
For Matthsfw was a bright man. 

It thou ;it friendship’s sacred ca’ 

Wad life itself resign, man ; 

Thv sympathetic tear maun fa’. 

For Mattliew was a kind man I 

If thou art staunch without a stain. 
Like the unchanging blue, man ; 

This was a kinsman o’ thy ain. 

For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit. and fun, and Are, 

And ne’er guld wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy billie, dam, and sire. 

For Matthew was a queer man. 


If onle whiggish whiogin sot, 

To blame poor Matthew dare, man { 
May dool and sorrow be his lot, 
bur Mattliew was a rare man. 


LAMENT 

op 

MARY, OUEEN OF SCOTS, 
On the Approach <if Spring. 


NOW nature hanm her mantle green 
On every hlooiiung tree, 

And spreads her sheets o’ daisies white 
f iiii -- Lr ilie gr lss> b i 

Nuvi Pli.i l.iis i ni-i'r» the i rjsliil •ilriMui', 
And clads the n/ure «kie< ; 

Bill ri<-i,;lit lan cl III ihe wc ifv wiglil 
Tint l.ei in diir.iiiee bei. 

Now lav’rocks wake the merry mom, 

Ajoft on dewy wing ; 

The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoi’s ring ; 

The mavis mild wi’ many a note. 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 

In love andft-eedom they rejoice, 

Wl’ care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms tbc lily by the bank. 

The primrose down the brae ; 

The hawthorn ’s budding in the glen, 

.knd milk-white is the slae : 

The meanest hind in fair Scotland 
May rove their sweets aiming ; 

But J, the (^uccn of a’ Scotland, 

Maun lie in iirison strang. 

I was the Queen o’ bonnie France, 

Where hajipy I hac been ; 

Fu’ lightly raise 1 in the morn, 

As blytne lay down at e’en : 

And I'm tho sovereign of Scotland, 

•And monie a traitor there ; 

Yet here I lie in foreign band*, 

And never ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman, 

My sister and my f.ie, 

(jrim vengc-ince yet slnll whet a sword 
‘i till ihroiicli ilii h..iil i.hiil gii.' 

The wi-i pm,; TIihjiI hi wiiin.iiT'. liti.i t 
W IS mvi-r known lo ilae ; 

Nor th’ balm that draps on woumls of wo 
Frae woman’s pitying c’e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 
n|ion thv fortune shine; 

Aiii! Ill iv ifioM' jiloii'iircs gild ihy reign, 
'J’hat ne’er wad blink on mine! 

(joil keep thee frae thy mother’s fact, 

Or turn their hearts to thee : 

And where thou meet’st thy mother’s fViend 
llemeinber him for me ! 

Oh ' soon, to me, may summer suns 
Nae mail light up the mom ! 

Nae muir, to me, tho autumn winds 
Wave o’er the yellow com ! 

And ill the narrow house o’ death 
Let winter round me rave ; 

And the next flow’rs that deck the spring, 
Biooin on iny peaceftil grave ! 


TO ROBERT GRAHAM, Esg. 

OF FINTRA. 


j LATE crippl’d of an arm, and now a leg. 
About to beg a pas* for leave to beg ; 

I Dull, listless, teas’d, dejected, and depiwt, 
I (Nature U adverse to a cripple’s rest :) 
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Will generous Qraham list to his Poet’s wail ? 

(It swthes poor misery, heark’ning to her tale,) 

And hear him curse the light he first survey’d. 

And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ? 

Tliou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 

Of thy caprice maternal I complain. 

I'he lion and the bull thy care nave found, 

( )ne shakes the forcats, and one spurns the wound ; ' 
Thou giv’st the ass his hide^ the snail his snell, 

Th’ envenom’d wasp, victorious, guards his cell. — 
Thy niiniona, kings, defend, control, devour. 

In all tlT omnipotence of rule and power — I 

Foxes and statesmen, subtile wiles ensure ; 

'I'he I it and polecat stink, and arc secure. I 

T...iili with their poison, doctors with their drug, 1 
I III pill it aiiil hedgehog m Uieir rolies ate Miug. 

I .'ll riiiv vi(.nn.m bai, lier warlike art*, 

iler tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

Jhit Oh ! thou hitter step-mother and hard. 

To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard ! 

A thing unteachahle in world's skill. 

And half an idiot loo, more helpless still. 

No heels to bear him from tlte op’ning dun ; 

No claws to dig, his hated sight to sliun ; 

N'o li.-rn-, hut those hy luckless Hymen worn, 

I. id iho-e .il \s I not .Amallhea’a horn ; 

\-i 111 r\e.* iill.ti t r>, Mamnion's trusty cur, 

I iri'l in rii h iluliifu’ ciimfortable fur, 

Ii. iitki-d iVcIme, and in athing pride, 

III F'l-Ji's th’ iiniirolicn blast from ev'ry side 
\ iiii|.rre iKHikseliera dram him lolhe’heart. 

And 'loQJion oriiivs careless venom diui. 

Ci.dcs — appall’d I venture on the name, 

Tl..- . lit tliri,.tt bandits in the palhi of fame- 1 

I di«i>ector». worse Uian ten Mimr-ie*; 

Ml b:iik« to leaih, they mangle to eip><(4>. l 

His heart by causeless, wanton malice wrung, ' 
Hv Idoekheads* daring into madness stung ; | 

His well-won bays, than life itself more iiear, 

Ey iniscreanU torn, who ne’er one sprig must wear : 

T 'll li, I'leetJing, toriur d, in the imniu.d strii'i , 
r U- h.il'leya priel Ih.illiidc rs on through life, j 

I iH il<il each hope that mii e hi, boM-in linl, i 

And flitl each muse that glorious once inspir’d, 
how sunk in squalid, unurotecU>d age, | 

Mcfid, even resentment, tor his iniur’d page, I 

He hetnls or feels no more the ruUiIess critic’s rage ! ; 

So, by some hedge, the generous steed deceased, ' 
Tor hall'-stiirv’d snarling curs a dainty feast ; 

Hy toil and famine wore to skin and bone, , 

Lies senseless of each tugging bitch’s son. > 

t) dulness ! portion of the truly blest ! i 

Calm shelter’d haven of eternal rest ! i 

Thy sons ne’er madden in the fierce extremes i 
<'f fortune’s polar frost, or torrid beams. j 

Ii rii'inilmg nigh she fills Uie golden ■ ii]i, 
ii iUi SmIiit sel7ir.h ia,e they s.^ ii up j 

' ii'iious the bounieous rrieeil ihe> wril riewrve, ^ 

I liiiy I'lily wonder “ Sijiue folks" do ncil hinrve. ; 

1 l e k’ras'e, sage hern ihuseasy pli k, hi~ tr.'v, I 

Viid iliinks tlie malLird a sad, u urihless dog. | 

iVbi-n disappoiiitnierit sn.rps the c lue ctf h-ipe, ; 
.iori ilir. ugh disastrous night iliev darkling gropi, 
ii iili dcjf eiidurani'e sliiggi-lily they bear, | 

.Vr.ii jn-i I , . 111 Hide Ihsi “ hKils are loriune’s care 

heavy, uuseive to the tempest’s shocks, | 

Strong on Ae sign-post stands the stupid ox. j 

Not so the idle muses’ mad-cap train, I 

Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain ; ■ 
In equanimity they never dwell, j 

•hy turns in soaring heav’n, or vaulted hell. ! 

I dread thee, fate, relentless and severe, i 

With all a poet’s, husband’s, father’s fear ! 

one strong hold of hope is lost, 

(ile)icatrn, the truly noble, lies in dust ; 

Ir like the sun eclips’d as noon appears. 

Ami left us darkling in a world of tears :) 

V..- T®®*' ifiy ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 

^«mra, my other stay, lorrg bless and spare ! ; 

i nro^h a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; ! 

And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down i 
T*.ay blits domertit smooth his private path ; 

.^nwgy to life ; and soothe his latest breath, 

With many a filial tear circling the bed of death ! ' 


LAMENT 

FOB 

JAMES, EARL OP GLENCAIRN. 

THE wind blow hollow firae Uie hills. 

By fits the sun’s departing beam 
Look'd on tlie fading yellow woods 
That wav’d o’er Lugaris winding stream : 
Beneath a craggy steep, a bard iV* 

Laden with years and meikle pain. 

In l.-iud I.-impnt bewail’d his lord, 

W hum iIcAih had all untimely taen. 

lie loan’d him to an ancient aik, 

Wliose tnmk was mould'ring down with years | 
His locks were bleached white wl’ time ! 

'SHis hoary cheek was wet wi’ tears ! 

And a* he touch’d his fremhiing harp, 

And as he tun’d his doleful rang, 

The winds, lamenting through their caves. 

To echo bore the notes along. 

“ Ve scatter’d birds that faintly sing, 

^ The reliques of the vernal quire I 
Ye woods that shetl on a’ the winds 
The honours of the aged year ! 

A few short months, and glad and gay. 

Again ye’ll charm the ear and e’e; 

But nocht in all revolving time 
Can gladness bring agatin to me. 

“ J am a bending aged tree. 

That long has stood the wind and rain; 

But now h.as come a cruel blast, 

And my last hald of earth is gone : 

Nae leaf o’ mine shall CTeet the spring, 

N.ae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 

But I maun lie before the storm, 

And ithers plant thorn in my room. 

“ I’ve seen sac monie changefiT years, 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 

1 wander in tlie ways of men. 

Alike unknowing and unknown ; 

Unheard, unpitiod. umeliev’d, 

1 liear alane my fade o* care. 

For silent, low, on beds of dust, 

Lie a' that would my sorrows sharo.^ 

“ And last (the sum of a’ my griefs I) 

My noble master lies in clky ; 

The fiow’r amang our barons bold. 

His country’s pride, his country's stay : 

In weary being now I pine. 

For a’ the life of life is dead. 

And hope has left mv aged ken, 

On forward wing tor ever fled. 

“ Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

'The voice of wo and wild despair ; 

Awako, resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair 
And thou, my last, best, only friend. 

That finest an untimely tomb, 

Accept this tribute from the bard 
'Thou brought from fortune’s inirkest gloom. 

“ In poverty’s low, barren vale. 

Thick mists, obscure. Involv’d me round ; 
Though oft I turn’d the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found : 

Thou found’st me, like the morning sub 
T'hat melts the fogs in limpid air. 

The friendless bard and rustic song. 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

“ O : why has worth so short a date ? 

Wliile villains ripen gray with time! 

M u.st thou, the nolile, gen'rous, great. 

Fall in bold manhoM’s hardy prime ! 

VVhy did I live to see that day ? 

A day to mo so full of wo ! 

O ! had I met the mortal shaft 
Which laid my benefactor low ! 

" The bridegroom may forf^ the brrae 
Wa.s made his wedded wife yestreen ; 

The monarch may forget the crown 
That on liis head an hour has been ; 
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The mothr/tnay forget the child 
That smile* sae sweetly on her knee ; 

But I’ll remember thee, (Jlencaim, 

And a’ that thou hast done for me !" 


LINES 

SENT TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, 

OP WHITEFOORD, BART., 

iri<A the foregoing Poenu 

THOU, who thy honour as thy (iod rever’st, 

Wlij, 6a«e Ihy mi’ul's rrjniuuh, nought eirthly 
I o Uuv ihis *<iiivr uifering I iinpirt, [i- ar’st. 
The* learfiil iribuie ct'a broken hoart. % 

rhe/rir>i./ ihiju viliied'.i, I rhe p.i/r..,i l.ivM ; 

His w.)rih, Ills huiiuiir, all iIil- iv...r!il .'i| pr.-i. d. 

W e II moiirii iill we t-,o go a- he ha« 

And ireid ihedrearj iMih luihdidniL w.-iM un- 
known. 


TAM O' SHANTER. 

A TALE. 


Of Drotvnyii and (f liogilU full it this Puke. 

, Gawin Douglas. 


WHEN chapman billies leave the street. 
And diouthv neebors, neebors meet, 

As market-aays are wearing late. 

An’ folk begin to tak the gate ; 

While we Rit bousing at the nappy. 

An’ ffcttin’ fou and unto happy. 

We think na on the lang Soots miles. 

The tnosse*, waters, slaps, and stiles. 

That lie Ijetween us ana our hame, 

Whare siu our sulky sullen dame, 

Gaiherinp her |.rovi» like c iihi-ring sf..riu 
Nursing her wr.ith lo kLt p ii w.irrfi. 

This tinth fand honest Tam o’ Shanfer, 

As he frae Ayr ae night did canter, 

(Auld Ayr wnom Oe’er a town surpasses. 

For honest men and bunnie la.sses.) 

O Tam ' had’st thou hut heen 'ae wi.e, 

As ta'en thy am wife advice ’ / 

She tauld thee weol th-ju was a sk>-llum, 
blethering, blusiering, drunken Mtlluiii ; 
That frae November till ( h tuber, 

Ae market-day thou was nae sober ; 

That ilka melder, wT the miller. 

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 

That ev’nr naig was oa'd a shoe on. 

The smith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 

That at the L — d’s house, ev’n on Kunilay, 
Thou drank wl’ Itirton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesied, that, late or soon. 

Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon ; 
Or catch’d wl’ warlocks in the mirk. 

By Alhrvay't auld Itaunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! It gars mo greet. 

To thitxk how monie counsels sweet. 

How inonic lengthen’d st^e advices, 

Tlie liusband frae the wife despises ! 

Rut lo our tale t Ae market night, 

Tam had got planted unco right ; 

Fast hy an ingle, bleezing finely, 

Wl’ reaming swats, that drank divinely ; 

And at his elbow, souter Johnnie, 

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; 

Tam lo'cd him like a vera brlthcr ; 

They had been fou for weeks thegither. 

The night drave on wi’ sangs an’ clatter; 
And aye the ale was growing better ; 

The landlady and Tam grew gracious; 

Wl’ favours, secret, sweet, and precious 
The souter tauld his queerest stories ; 

The landlord’s laugh was ready chorus : 
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The storm without might rair and ruMle, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Uare, mad to sec a man sae Itappy, 

E’en drown’d himself among the nappy. 

As hees flee hame wl’ lades o’ treaMirc, 
The minutes wing’d their way wi’ iileastirc; 
Kings may bo blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O’er a’ the ills o’ life victorious. 

Hut pleasures are like poppies spread, 

V..U -ti/e iIh- ll.m r, ii. i- -bed . 

i ir like the II.'U -IhII-. m ib- ri.- r, 

A m•>ll 1 enl u liiie — till'll iin. lit li-r evi r ; 

< >r like the li-iie'ili'. rat e, 

'I’h It lilt I’le you Clin pmnt ihr ir plOi c 

< Ir like the r.tinbiiu I■•V( I v l-iriii 
Hv ini.li.ng ami l ihe tiorm.— 

N le ni i'i . an leiber lime or Liile; 

The b-.iir opprnarhci T t»i irniin ridi- ; 

'I li.ii ll••llr,ll night - bi ll k ari h liie In-. <.tan 
'1 Ii ii dr.-iiry li.-iir be iim.liiiIs bi- I'c.v.l in , ' 
And hie a night he tiks the road in, 

Ab ne’er poor sinner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as ’twad blown its last ; 
7'hc rattling show rs rose on the blast ; 

The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
Iioud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow’d ; 
That night, a child might understand. 

The deii liad business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray marc, Meg, 

A belter never lifted leg, 

Tam skeipit on through dub and mire, 
Despising wind, and rain, and lire ; 

AVliiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet: 
Whiles crooning o’er some auld Scots sonnet 
Whiles glow’ring round wi’ prudent cares, 
I.est bogles catch him unawares ; 
Kirk~AUon'iiy wa.s drawing nigh, 

Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. — 

Hy this time he was cross the ford, 

AVhare in the snaw the chapman smoor’d ; 
And past the birks and ineiKle stanc, 

Wliare drunken C/iarlie br.t'c’s neck-bane; 
And Uirougli the whins, and by the calm, 
AV'lmre hunters fand the murder’d btUm ; 
•And near tho thorn, aboon the well, 

\V hare 1 miiher hangd liernel’.— 

It f^■r.• b.m liH II I I. nr. iil bl- iIimmU; 

‘I Ilf dnulilmg -I'lriii rmrs llnougli ibe vii.i.mN 
'fill* ^■gb•llnlgs il ft) fr.im pole to p"le : 

Near and more near tiie thunders roll ; 

\\ tun. uhniiitering ibr.iii. li ilic L'TojnmiT lii 
Enk • I'l ’I ai, SCI in (1 in a bb-f/e . 

'1 lir.High Ilka bore the In ami were gliiu mg; 
i\iid loU'l rei'iunJed rriinh .md d•tlIl iiik - 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn ! 

AVbat dangers thou canst make us scorn. 

Wi’ tipp'-nny, we fear nae evil ; 

A\’r usipiabae wp II fii e the devil 

Till- .w sne re iin'il in Tiimmir'i iioiltlle, 

r or pUv, he c.ir’d na dells a boddle. 

I'nii A/.IsToV iio.id right lam aiioninh d, 

I’lll, by the heel anil lian.l iidiii.iniili'd, 
bhe ventur'd forward i.ii ihc liglii ; 

And, v,fw 1 Tam saw an iincn .'igtit ! 
Warlocks and witi hes m a d nice ; 

Na-" cotillon brent new frae / r.iii,r. 

Km hornpiOFi, Jigv, »iraili.pe>«, and n- 1-, 
I’ut Id'e and mpiilc in tbrir lieel-. 

A wlnnock-bunker in the oast, 

There sat auld Nick, in shape o’ lieast ; 

A lowzle tyko, Mack, grim, and large. 

To gie them music was his charge : 

He screw’d the pipes and gart them skirl, 

Till roof and ratters a' did dlrl. — 

Coffins stood round like open presses. 

That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses; 
And by some devilish cantraip sliglit, 

Each in its cauld hand held a light,— 

Hy which heroic Tam was able 
To note upon the haly table, 

A murderer’s bancs in gibbet airns ; 

Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen’d bairns ; 

A thief, new.cutte<l firao a rape, 

AVi’ his last gasp his gab did gape 
Five tomahawks, wi’ bluid r^-nisted ; 

Fire scimitars, wi’ murder crusted ; 
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Btmirs’ 

A garter, whicli a balie had strangled ; 

A knife, a father's tliroat had mangled, 
tVhom his aln son o’ life bereft, 

The gray hairs yet stack to the heft ; 
iV'i’ niair o’ horrible and awfu’, 
iVhich ev’n to name wad be uniawfu’. 

As Tammie glowr’d, araax’d, and curious. 

The mirth and fun grow fast and furious : 

The piper loud and louder blew ; 

The dancers nuick and quicker flew ; 

Th, V re.lM, ltu> M-t, Ihf-v tli, v tie. kit, 

1 ill iK i • .trim Kiv.it and re. kil, 

,\inl In t ■lll(l■^n■■. fo the w.irlt, 

,\iid Imkel at ii In her sork ! 

Now Tam, O Tam ! had they Ijeen queans 
A’ plump and strapping. In their teens ; 

'Their sarks, instead o’ creeshie flannon, 

Jleen snaw-white seventeen hunder linen ! 

7’hir breeks o’ mine, my only pair. 

That anre were plush, o' guid Muc hair, 

1 w id h le gi I'M ihi-m alT m> hiirdu-', 

I'lT lie hliiik u' ilie liunmo bunlios ! 

But wither’d beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwotlie hags wad 8p(!an a foal, 
liOwping an’ flinging on a crummock, 

I wonder dldna turn thy stomach. 

But Tam kenn’d what was what fu’ brawlie. 
There was ae winsome wencfi and walic. 

That night inlisted in the core, 

Lang after kenn’d on Carrick shore ! 

For rnony a lieast to dead she sliot. 

And perish’d mony a honnie boat. 

And shiM^k baith moikle corn and bear. 

And kept the country-side in fear,) 

Her cuttie sark o’ Taisley ham. 

That while a lassie she had worn, 

Jn longitude though sorely scanty, 

)t was her best, and she was vauntie— 

Ah ! little kenn'd thy reverend grannie. 

That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 

\Vi’ twa pund Scots ('twas a’ her riches,) 

Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! 

But hero my muse her wing maun cour ; 

Pi'c flights are far beyond her now’r ; 

To sing how N. inn If hp and flang, 

(A sou pic jade she was and strang) 

And how Tam stood like ane bewitch’d, 

An.i thought his v.^ry e’en cnrii h’d ; 

F.it-ii '' itan gliiwt'il.'anil I'nJgd fiT ftin, 

.\iiil hull h «l iuil blew wi might aiul iii.iln • 

1 ill lirst ae caper, syne aiiither, 

Tam tint his reason a’ thegitlier. 

And roars out, “ Weel done, Cutty-sark !” 

And in an instant all was dark : 

And snr.-dv had he Mfitri/ie rallied, 

\S hen out the hellisti legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wT angry fyke, 

When plundering herds assail their byke ; 

As open pussie’s mortal foes, 

VMien, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 

As eager runs the market-crowd, 

When, “ Catch the thief!” resounds aloud; 

So Iffaggie runs, the witclies follow, 

Wi' mony an eldritch skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! ah, Tam ! thou’ll get thy fairin’ ! 
In hell they'll roast thee like a herrin’ ! 

In vain thy Kate awaits thy cornin ’ ! 

Kate soon will be a wofu’ woman ! 

Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 

-And win the key-stane* of the tifig; 

There at them thou thy tail may loss, 

A running stream they dare na cross. 

But ere tlie key-stane she could make. 

The fient a tail she had to shake ! 

For Nannie, far before the rest, 

Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 


* It is a well-known fact that witches, or any 
evil !mirits, have no power to follow a poor wight 
any farther than the middle of the next running 
stream — It may be proper likewise to mention to 
the benighted traveller, that when he falls in with 
txiglrs, whatever danger may be in )iis going for- 
ward, there is much more hazard in turning back. 


posnis. 

And flew at Tam wi’ furious ettle ; 

But little wist she Maggie’s mettle — 

Ae spring brought off her master hale. 
But left liehind her ain gray tail ; 

The ca'lin’ chiught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o’ truth shall read. 
Ilk man and mother's son tak hceil : 
Whene’er to drink you are inclin’d. 

Or cutty-sarks run in your mind. 

Think, ye may buy the joys o’er dear, 
lleinemWr Tam o’ Shatiter’s mare. 


ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARK 


LIMF BY ME, 

Which a Fellow had Just Shot at. 

ISUUMAN man ! curse on thy barb’rous art. 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye: 

May never pity soothe tliee with a sigh, 
j Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

I ('•■' live, po-'.r wanderer of fhe wootl and field, 

I I he liiiii-r lilile iti.ii hie rein ini' []>lains, 
I No more the thickening brakes and verdant 
I To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

I k. mangled wretch, some nla.-e of worif*,.,j ,t, 

I N.. lll■■rl• i.i n-Nt, but now ifiv il>iiig l» I ' 

'I he -hell, ring ru-he» whi-ilmg o i r ihv luad, 

I h. . .ilii e.irth wiiih ihy bl.SAly bu-im jiri«t. 

Oft as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The Kolrcr eve, or hail the cheemil dawn. 

I’ll miss thee sporting o’er the dewy lawn, [fate. 
And curse the ruffian's aim, and mourn thy haplet* 


ADDRESS 

TO THE SHAPE OF THOMSON, 
On Crowning his Dust at Ednam, Roxb%rgh- 
shire, with Bays. 

WHILE virgin Spring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
tir pr '>nk, (he --nI in frolii' iiiOi'mI 
tir turn., Eohaii -uaint beivunn- 

While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Drylmrgh's cooling shade. 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progress of the spiky blatle ; 

While Autumn, benefactor kind, 

By Tweed erects his aged head, 

And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creature on his bounty fed : 

While maniac Winter rages o’er 

Th.' lull- whence ( Irivi.- Yarrow (li ws, 
Rou-ing ihe luilnd torrent's roir, 
f »r kH.iping, wild, a waste of Knows; 

So long, Bweot Poet of the year. 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast won 
While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 


EPITAPHS, 
4 c. 


ON A CELEBRATED RULING ELDER. 

HERE souter • * * • in death does sleep ; 

'To h-ll if he’s gane thither, 

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep, 

Ile’llnaud it weel thegither. 
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Btrairs’ pobms. 


ON A NOISY POLEMIC. 

BELOW thlr stanes lie Jamie’s banes 
O death, it's my opinion, 

,Thou ne’er took sucn a bleth’rin b-tch 
Into Uiy dark dominion ! 


ON WEE JOHNIE. 
Hie jacet wee Johnie. 

WTTOE’ER thou art, O reader, know 
That death has murder'd Johnie! 
An' here his hrnly lies fu' low— — 

For aaul he ne’er had ony. 


FOR THE AUTHOR’S FATHER. 

O YE, whose cheek the tear of pity stains. 

Draw near with pious rev'rence and attend 
Here lie the loving nusband's dear remains. 

The tender fatl>er, and the gen’rous frien<!. 

The pitring heart that felt for human wo ; 

The dauntless heart that fear’d no human pride; 
The friend of man, to vice alone a foe ; 

“ For ev’n his failings lean’d to virtue’s side.”* 


FOR R, A. ESQ. 

KNOW, thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov’d, much honour'd name ! 
tFor none that knew him need be told) 

A warmer heart death ne’er made cold. 


FOR G. H. ESQ. 

THE poor man weeps— here G n sleeps 

Whom canting wretches blam’d : 

But with $iu:h rt$ he, where’er he be. 

May I be lav’d or damn’d ! 


A BARD’S EPITAPH. 


ON THK L.kTB 

CAPT. GROSE’S PEREGRINATIONS 
THROUGH SCOTLAND, 

CollecHng the Antiquitiee of that Kingdom. 

HEAR, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots, 
Frae Maidcnkirk to Johnie Groat’s ; 

If tliere's a liole in a’ your coats, 

I rede you tent it : 

A chield’s amang you taking notes. 

And, faith, he’ll prent it. 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 

O’ stature short, but genius bright. 

That’s he, mark weel— 
And vow ! ho has an unco slight 

O’ cauK and keel. 

By some auld, houlct-hauntcd biggin’,* 

Or kirk deserted by its riggin’. 

It’s ten to ane ye’ll find him snug in 

Some eldritch part, 

Wi’ deils, they say, L — d save’s ! colleaguin’ 

At some black art — ■ 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha or chamer, 

Ve gipsy-gatkg that deal in glamor. 

And you deep read in hell’s litack grammar. 

Warlocks and witches ; 
Ye’ll quake at his conjuring hammer. 

Ye midnight b— cs. 

It’s tauld he was a sotlger bred, 

And ane wad rather fa’n than fled ; 

But now he’s quat the spurtle blade, 

And dog-skin wallet. 
And ta’en thc—Anfijuarian trotlr, 

I think tliey call it. 

He has a fouth o’ auld nick-nackets : 

Rusty aim caps and jinglin’ jackets,)- 
Wad haud the Lothfans three In tackets, 

A towmont guid ; 

And parritch-pats, and auld saut-backets, 

Before the Flood. 

Of Eve’s first fire he has a cinder ; 

Auld Tubal Cain’s firc-shool and fender; 

That which distinguisheil the gender 
O’ Balaam’s ass ; 

A broom stick o’ the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi’ brass. 


I.** there a whira-lnspirod fool, 

Owre fast for thought, owre hot for rule, 
Owre blate to seek, owre proud to snoot. 

Let him draw near; 
And owre this grassy heap sing dool. 

And drap a tear. 


Forbye, he’ll shape you afT, fu’ gleg, 

The cut of Adam’s philibeg ; 

The knife that nlcket Abel’s ernig 

He’ll prove you fully. 
It was a Guiding joctfleg. 

Or lang-kall gullie — 


Is there a bard of mstic song. 

Who, noteless, steals the crowds among. 
That weekly this area throng, 

O, pass not by ! 

But with a irater-feeling strung. 

Here, heave a sigh. 


But wad ye see him in his glee. 

For meikle glee and fun has no, 

Then set him down, and twa or three 

Guid fellows wi him ; 
And port, O port ! shine thou a woo. 

And then ye’ll see him ! 


Is there a man, whose judgment clear. 
Can others teach the course to steer. 

Yet runs, himself^ life's mad career, 

Wild a.s the wave ; 

Here pause— and, through the starting tear. 
Survey this grave. 


Now, by the pow’rs o’ verse and prose ! 

Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose ! 

Whae’er o’ thee shall ill suppose, 

They sair misca’ thee ; 
I’d take the rascal by the nose. 

Wad say, .Shame fa thee. 


The poor Inhabitant bol<iw 
Was quick to learn and wise to know. 

And keenly felt the friendly glow, 

And Mifier, flame. 

But thoughtless follies laid him low. 

And stain’d his name ! 

Reader, attimd— whether thy soul 
Soars fancy’s flights beyond the pole. 

Or darkling grubs this earthly hole. 

In low pursuit ; 

Know, prudent, cautious self-control 

Is wisdom’s root. 


• Goldsmith. 


TO MISS CRUIKSHANKS, 

A VERY YOUNG LADY, 

Written on the Blank Leaf qf a Book, presented h 
her by the Author. 

BEAUTEOUS rose-bud, young and gay 
Blooming on thy early Mar, 

Never may’st thou, lovely flow’r. 

Chilly shrink In sleety sbow’r ! 


I • Vide his Antiquities of Scotland- 

t Vide his Treatise on Ancient Armour ard 
' Weapons. 
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Never HorcaR' hoary path. 

Never Eunis’ pols’nous breath. 

Never l)alefbl stellar lights. 

Taint thee with untimely bhghtsi 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thv vlrffin leaf! 

Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom, blusliiug still with dew I* 


MiVit thf'M Ion?, sweet rrirason gem, 
Ri. Illy d"ck ihy niiive stem ■. 

I III sfirne ev’ninp, 'oi'cr, ralm. 

|>r.i|-|iiin; (li wi, ,n>l hriMihio;; hilm. 

While all around the u r. -illaii.l 
t nd ev rv hini Ihv ri >pii< ni ingv 
Tli.iii, anml the liirL'elul s-hhkI, 

.''I'll il (hv tlylnt; rniind. 

And resign to parent earth 

Tlte loveliest form she e’er gave birth 


SON O. 

ANNA, thy charms my hosom fire. 
And wajte my soul with care; 
Bui ah ! liow Iwotless to admire, 
Wlicn fated to despair ! 

Vet thy present'!^ lovely Fair, 

To hope may la* forgi v’n ; 

For sure 'twere impious to despair, 
So much in sight of Heav'n. 


ON KK.VDINC, IN A NEWSPAPER, 
T7T» DEATH OF JOHN M‘LEOD, ESO. 


Dry- withering, waste my foaming streams. 
And drink my crystal tide. 

The lightly-jumping glowrin’ trouts. 

That through my waters play. 

If, in their random, wanton spouts. 

They near the margin stray ; 

If, hapless chance 1 they Unger lang, 

I’m scorching up so shallow, 

They’re left the whitening stanes amang. 
In gasping death to wallow. 

La.st day T grat wi’ spite and teen, 

A.s Poet B»*** came by, 

That, to a Bard I should be seen 
Wi’ half my channel dry ; 

A panegyric rhyme, I ween. 

Even as I was he shor’d me ; 

But had I in my glory been, 
kneeling wau ador'd me. 

Here, foaming down the shclvy rocks. 

In twinting strength T rin ; 

'I'lii re, high iny l-iiiiiig I'lm-nt siiiukes. 
Wild r-iiring o'er a liim- 
Fni'iying l.arge each spring and well 
As nature g le them me, 

I km. iilthiMigb [ sav'C niysi-l, 

Worth gjuii a uule to k-e- 

Would then my noble master please 
To grant my highest wishe.s, 

He’ll shade my banks wP tow’rlng trees, 
\nd bnnnie spreading liushes : 

III ligliiiii iloiilily then, my Lord, 

Vou’il wander on my banks, 

And listen raonle a grateful bird 
Return you tuneful thanks. 


Brother to a Youne' a particular Frienit 

of the Author’s. 

Rad thy tale, thou idle page, 

A nd rueful thy alarms : 

Death tears the nrother of her love 
From Isabella’s arms. 


The so|>er laverock, warbling wild, 

Shall to the skies aspire ; 

The gowd.spink, music’s (rayest chlUl, 
Shall sweetly join the choir: 

The blackbird strong, the lintwhitc clear, 
Tive mavis mild and mellow ; 

The robin jiensive autumn citeer, 

In all her locks of yellow : 


Sweetly deckt wP pearly dow 
The mottling rose may blow ; 

But cold succes-sive noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

Fair on I.sabella’s mom 
'Phu sun jiropitiou-s smil’d ; 

Hut. 1 jna I tr riii.m, -u. ' ' rdlng cl'.iida 
.''Ui.’ceiding li.jpi-1 btguif'd. 

Fate oft tears the bosom chords 
'Pint mture finest strung • 

So I ".al'i I! I's hp.Tti » n lon.iM. 

.Vtid 'll that hi'.ut was wiung. 

Dread Omnipotence, alone, 

(Ian heal the wound he gave ; 

Can point the brimfiil grief-worn eyes 
To nceiifs beiuiiil the gr.ivi . 

Virtue’.s blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast ; 

There I.sabella’s spotless wortli 
Shall happy be at last. 


THE HUMBLE PETITION 

OF BRUAR WATER* 

TO 

THE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE. 

MY Ijord, I know, your noble ear 
Wo ne’er assails in vain ; 

Embolden'd thus. I beg you'll hear 
Your humble Slave complain. 

How saucy Phoebus’ scotching beams. 

In fiaming summer pride. 


Brtiar Palls, in Athole, Hre exceedingly ])lctnr- 
esoue and beautifbl: hut their ofTect is much iin« 
paired by the want of trees and shrubs. 


This too, a covert shall ensure, 

'I'o shield them from the storm ; 

And toward maukin sleep secure 
Low in Iter grassy form : • 

Here shall the shepherd make his Bcat^ 
To weave his crown of ilow’rs ; 

Or find a sheltering safe retreat. 

Prom prone descending show’rs. 


Ami here, by sweet endearing stealth. 
Shall meet the loving pair. 

Despising worlds with all their wealth 
As empty, idle care : 

The flow’rs shall vie in all thcir^channs 
I'he hour of heav’n to grace. 

And birks extend their fragrant arms. 
To screen the dear embrace. 

Here, haply too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing bard may stray, 

And eye the smoking, dewy lawn. 

And misty mountain, gray ; 

Or, bv the reaper’s nightly beam, 
MUd-chequering through the trees. 
Rave to my darkly dashing stream, 
Hottrse swelling on the breeze. 

I,et lotty firs, and ashes cool, 

My lowly banks o’erspread. 

And view, deep-pending in the pool. 
Their shadow.s' wat’ry bed ! 

Let IVagrant birks in woodbines drest 
My craggy cliffii adorn ; 

And, for the little songster's nest, 

'The close embow’ring thorn. 


So may, old Scotia’s darling hope. 
Your little angel band, 

Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 
'Thdr honour’d native land ! 

So may through Albion’s farthest ken^ 
The social flowing glasses. 

To grace be—** Atnole’s honest men. 
And Athole’s bonnie laases !'* 
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BVItKS’ VOSMS. 


ON SCARING SOME WATER FOWL IN 
LOCII-TURIT, 

A rvild scene atnotig the hills of Oughtertyre. 


And Disappointment, In these lonely bounds, 

Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling wounds ; 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav’n-ward suetch 
her scan. 

And ii^ur'd Worth forget and pardon man. 


WHY, ye tenants of die lake, 

For me your wat'ry haunt forsake ! 
Tell mei fellow-creatures, why 
A t my presence thus you fly ? 

Why disturb your social joys, 

I’liint, filial, kindred ties>l — 

I t'> >ou arid me, 

Naiurc - i-ili- 10 all are tree 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave, 
Busy feed, or wanton lave. 

Or l-.ene ith the shelterinir rock. 

Bide ihe jurging billow salu.>.k. 

Conscious, blushing for our race. 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace. 
Man, vour proud usurping foe, 
AVould be lord of all below : 

Plumes himself in Freerlom’s pride. 
Tyrant stern to oil beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow, 
Marking you his prey below. 

In his breast no jiity dwells. 

Strong necessity compels. 

But man, to whom alone is giv’n 
A ray direct from pitying Heav'n, 

(j lories in his heart humane — 

And creatures for his pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains, 

Only known to wand’ring swains, 
VVhere the mossy riv'let strays. 

Far from human haunts and ways; 
AH on Nature you depend, 

And life’s poor season fmaceful sjiend. 

Or, if man’s superior might, 

Dare iiir ule s<.ur ii UBe righi, 

(Jn the lofty ether borne, 

Man with all his pow'rs you scorn ; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes and otlier springs ; 

And the foe you cannot brave, 

Scorn at least to be his slave. 


WRITTEN W’lTH A PENCIL, 

Standing by the Falls of Fyers, near Loch-Kess. 

AMONG the heathy hills and ragged woods 
'I'lie roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 

T<" full be d idi, -. ..n the r..ckv uL.iiud-, 

W here, ihrough a sluipeks-, btea. h, till piri Jill rc 
sounds. 

As high in air the bursting torrents (low. 

As deep recoiling surges foam below. 

Prone down the rock the whitening sheet descends 
Ami viewless echo’s ear, astonish’d, rends. 
Dim-seen, thro’ rising mists and ceaseless show'is. 
The hoary caveni, wide-surrounding, low’rs. 

Siiil ibriiiigh ihe gap ihe -iriiggliii'.' rii. r i ili , 
And slill below ihe norriil i jldrou In'il — 


ON THE BIRTH 
OF A 

POSTHUMOUS CHILI), 

j Born tn pecnliar cireumsianees (f family distress. 

SWEET Flow’ret, pledge o’ meikle love. 
And ward o’ inonie a iiray’r, 

Wliat heart o’ stanc wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet, and fair ! 

November hirjiles o’er the lea, 

Chill, on thy lovely form ; 

And gane, alas ! the shelt’ring tree. 

Should shield thee frae the storm. 

May He who gives the rain to pour, 

And wings the hl.xst to hlaw, 

Protect thee frae the driving show’r, 

The bitter frost and snaw ! 


WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL 
OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE 


In the Parlour of the Inn at Kenmnrc, 
Taymoiith. 

ADMIRING Nature in her wildest grace, 

These northern scenes with weary feet I trace; 

D’or many a winding dale and painful sU-ep. 

Th’ abodes of covey'd grouse anil timid sheep. 

My savage journey, curious, I pursue. 

Till fam'd Breadalbane opens to my view. 

The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen divides. 
The woods, wild-scatter’d, cdothe their ample si«les ; 
I’h’ outstretching lake, embosom’d ’inong the hills. 
The eve with wonder and amazement fills ; 

The 'fay incand’ring sweet in infant pride. 

The palace rising on his verdant side ; 

The lawns wood-frlng’d in Nature’s native taste; 
The hillocks dfoptin Nature’s careless haste ; 

The arches striding o’er the new-born stream ; 

The village, glittering in the inountide beam — . 


Poetic ardours in my bosom swell, 
i/ono wand’ring by uic hermit’s mossy cell : 

The sweeping theatre of hanging wo^s ; 

Th* incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods— 


Here Poesy might wake her heav’n-taught lyre, 
And look through nature with creative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of fate half reconcil’d, 

M isfortune’t lighten’d steps might wander wild ; 


M.ay He. the friend of wo and want, 
VVho heals life’s various stminds, 

Protect and guard the mother iilant, 
And heal her truel wounds ! 

But late she flourish'd, rootetl fast, 
Fair on the summer morn : 

Now fi*ehly bends she in the blast, 
Unshcltcr’d and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Fiiscath’d by nitnan hand ' 

And ir nil Biee m.anv a pareni ^ll.ln 
Arise to deck our'iand ! 


I 


THE WHISTLE. 


A BALLAD. 


AS the authentic prose history of the IVhistle !•- 
curious I shall here give It. — In the train of Anne 
of Denmark, when sne came lo Scotland, with our 
.Tames the Sixth, there came over also a Danish 
gentleman of gigantic stature and great prowev;, 
and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He hail a 
Bttle ebony Wliistle, which at the commencement 
of the orgies he laid on the table, and whoever we.-, 
last able to blow it, every body else being disabled 
bv the potency of the bottle, was to carry off the 
Whistle as a trophy of victory. The Dane pro- 
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Bxrztirsy 

dnrud credential* of his rlctorles, without a slnjrle 
defeat, at the courts of t^openhai^en, Stockholm 
Moscow, Warsaw, and several of the petty court* 
in Germany ; and challenged the Scot* Bacchana 
n >ns to the alternative of trying his prowess, or else 
of acknowledging their inferiority — After many 
overthrows on the part of the Scots, the Dane was 
encountered by Sir Robert l.awrio of Maxwelton, 
ancestor of the present worthy baronet of that 
name ; who, after three days’ and three nights’ hard 
mutest, left the Scandinavian under the table. 

And blew on (he Whiette hit requiem shrill. 

Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentinnetl, 
afterwards lost the Whistle to Walter Riildel of 
Glenriddel, who had married a sister of Sir Wal- 
ter’s On Friday, the Ifith of October, 17!I0, at 

Frinrs-Ctarse, the Whistle was once more contend- 
e<l for, as related in the ballad, by the presjmt Sir 
K-obert liHwrieof Ma\welton ; Roi)ert lliildel. Esq. 
of Glenriddel, lineal descendant anti representative 
tif Walter Riddel, who won the Whistle, and in 
whose family it had continued ; and .Alexander Fer- 
gusson, Estp of Oraigdarroch, likewise descended 
of the great Sir Robert: which last gentleman car 
r»ed ofr the hard-won honours of the field. 


1 SI MG of a WliisMc, a AVhistle of worth, 

I sing of H Whisllt", the pride of the North, 

W vs l•rnu^.■h^ to 111.' -.iirt "f ..ur g'-vc..l s. otti h ling, 
IVn.l l.iiig with this W liisvi.' all "si oil in.l shall ring. 

Old r o<1t,» crill nicimr the arm of Flneal, 

The g.i,l of the h.itlli’ «< ii'h (|..\sn fr.'-n his h ill - 
* This WTiisth's vnnr.h ill,.nge. to'', oihm.l get o‘« r 
And drink them to hell, Mr ! or ne'er sec me more! ' 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles tell, 
Hliat champions ventur’d what champions fell ; 
The son of great fyoda was conqueror still. 

And blew on the whistle his re<iuiem shrill. 

Till Roltert, the lord of the Calm and the Scaur, 
TJnmatch’d at the bottle, unronquer’d in war, 
lie drank his poor god-shin as dfH'p as the sea. 

No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, Tictorious, the trophy has gain’d; 
Hliich now in his hons«. has fir ages remain’ll ; 

Till three nnlili> chieftiiins and all of his blood, 

Tbe jovial contest again have renew’d. 

Three joyous good fellows with hearts clear of 
flaw ; 

Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill’d in old coins; 

And gallant 8ir Robert, deep read in old wines. 

Craigdarroch began, with a longue smooth a.s oil, 
Desiring Glenriddel to yield up the spoil • 


POEM9f 

Or else he would muster the heads of the cl.an, 

And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

“ By the gods of the ancients !” Glenriddel replies, 
“ Bef.jrc 1 surrender so glorious ajirize, 

I’l; conjure the ghost of the great Rorie More,* 

And biimjicr his horn with him twenty times o’er." 

Sir Roliort, a soldier, no speech would pretend, 
Rut he ne’er turn’d his ti.ack on his foe — or hlsfrietul. 
Said, tos.s down the Whistle, the pri-ze of the field. 
And kiiee-ileep in claret, he’d die ere he'd yield. ^ 

To the tvoard of Glenriddel our heroes repair, 

.So noted for drowning of sorrow and care. 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to 
fame, [dame. 

Than the sense, wit, and taste, of a sweet, lovely 

A bard was selecteil to witness the fray, 

And ffll future age* the f.- it. ..f the il.iv , 

A l•■l■l ul.-i ill n .11 .| .ill ..i.Ini',, md .pleen. 

And wisli'd I'lat Farna.ssus a vineyard had be<ni. 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply, 

And ev’ry new cork is a new spring of joy ; 

In the bands of old friend.sliip and kindred so '..cf. 
And tlie bunds grew the tigl.icr the more they wer« 
wet. 

Gay pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er : 

Bright Vhoebus ne’er witness’d so joyous a core. 

And vow’d that to leave them ho was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he’d see them next morn. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night. 
When gallant Mr Robert to finish the light. 

Turn’d o’er in one bumper a bottle of ren, 

And swore ’twa* the way that their ancestors did. 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so cautious and .sage, 
\o longer the warfare, tmgodly, would wage ; 

A high ruling Elder to wallow in wine ! 

He left the foul business to folks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
Rut who can with fate and quart bumpers contend ? 
Though fate said — a hero should pori.'.h in light ; 

So uprose bright Phtebu.s— and down fell the knight. 

.Next uprose our bard, like a prophet in drink 
“Craigdarroch, thuu'lt soar when creation shall 
sink ! 

Rut if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme. 
Come- one bottle more — and have at tlie sublime ! 

“ Thy line, that fiave struggled for freedom with 
Bruce, 

.Shall heroes and patriots ever produce : 

So thine be the laurel, and mine be the bay ; 

The lield thou ha*t won, by yon bright god of day 


• See Usoan’s Canric-thura. 


i 


See Johnson’s Tour to the Hehrisk*. 



MISCELLANEOUS PIECES OF POETRY, 


EXTRACTED 

FROM THE CORRESPONDENCE OF BURNS; 

SONGS, 

COMPOSED FOR THE MUSICAL PUBLICATIONS OF MESSRS. THOMSON AND 
JOHNSON ; 

WITH ADDITIONAL PIECES. 


SECOND EPISTLE TO DAVIE, 

A BROTHER POET.* 

Aiifrl Neebi^r, 

I'm three times doubly o'er your debtor, 

For your auld-farrant, frien’iy letter; 

Though 1 maun say’t I doubt yc flatter. 

Ye fcpeak sae fair ; 

For my pulr, silly, rhymin’ clatter, 

Some less maun salr. 

Hale l>e your heart, hale he your fiddle ; 

Lang may your el buck jink an’ diddle, 

'I'o cheer vou through the weary widdle 
O wafly cares. 

Till Wilms’ Imims kindly cuddle 

Vour auld, gray hairs. 

But, Darie, lad, I'm red ye're glaikit ; 

I'm tauld the Muse vou hne neclerkil ; 

An' gif it’s sae, >e »ud be lu-ket 

Cniil xefvke; 

Sic hauns as you sud ne’er lie fatklt, 

Be haint wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parnassus’ brink, 

Kivin the words to gar them clink ; 

U’liyles dais't wi' love, whyles dais’t wi’ drink, 
Wi’ jads or masons ; 

An’ whyles, but aye owre late I think 

Braw sober lessens. 

Of a’ the thoughtles.s sons o’ man, 

Commen’ me to the Bardie clan : 

Except it be some idle plan 

O rhymin’ clink, 

The deyll-hMt, that I sud ban. 

They ever think. 

Nae thought, nae Hew, nae scheme o’ livin’, 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin’ : 

But just the jKiuchie put the nieve in. 

An’ while ought’s there, 
Then, hiltie, skiltie, we gae scrievin’, 

An’ fash nae inair. 

J.eeze me on rhyme ! it’s aye a treasure. 

My c hief, amaist my only pleasure. 

At liame, a-fiel’, at warlc or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizzle ! 
Pho'igh rough an* raplorh be her irteasure. 

She’s seldom lazy. 


• This is prefixed to the poems of David Sillar 
publisheil at Kilmainock, 17b'l. 


Hand to the Muse, my dainty Davie ; 

'I'he warl’ may play yoti inonio a shavie ; 

But for tlie Muse, she'll never leave ye. 

Though e’er sae pnir, 
No, even though limpin’ wi’ the spavie 

Frae door to door. 


THE LASS 0' BALLOCHMYLE. 


'Twas even— the dewy fields were green, 
On ev'ry blade the pearls hang : 

The Zephyr wantoned round the bean. 
And bore its fragrant sweets alung ; 

In every glen the mavis sang, 

AH nature listening seem’d the while, 

I'xcept where green-wood echoes rang, 
Ainang the braes o’ Ballochmyle. 

With careless step I onward strayed. 

My heart rejoiced in nature’s joy. 

When musing In a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair 1 chanc'd to spy ; 

Her look was like the inomlngN eve, 

Her air like nature’s vernal smile, 

Perfection whisper’d passing by. 

Behold the lass o’ Ballochmyle ! 

Fair is the mom in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in Autumn mild ; 

When roving through the gaifion gay. 

Or wandering in the lonely wild ; 

But woman, nature’s darling child ! 

There all her charms she docs compile ; 

Even there her other works are foil'd 
By the bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

O, had she been a country maid. 

And I the happy country swain. 

Though shelteretl in the lowest shed 
That ever rose in Scotland's plain ! 

'Through weary winter’s wind and rain 
VVitli joy, with rapture, I would toil ; 

And nighily to my bosom strain 
The bonnie lass o’ Ballochmyle. 

Then pride might climb the slipp'ry steep. 
Where fame and honours lofty shine ; 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 
Or downward seek the Indian mine ; 

Give me the cot below the pine, 

'I’o tend the Hocks or till the soil. 

And every day have joys divine. 

With the bonny lass o’ Ballochmyle. 
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BVKIO'S’ POEMS. 


TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 


TPIOU linperinfr star, with less'ninK raj. 

That lov'st to prcet the early morn. 

Again thou iishcr'st in tlie day 
My Mary from my soul was torn. 

O Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 

Kee’sl ih 'u thv lover low ly laid ? 

lieaiM iht»u ihe groam> that rend his bread ■* 

That sacred hour can I forget. 

Can I forget the hallowed grove. 

Where by the winding Ayr we met. 

To live one day of parting love 1 
Etenxity will not efFaoe 
Those reconls dear of transporto past ; 

Tltv image at our last embrace; 

Ah 1 little thought we 'twas our last 

\ vr gurgling kiss’d his prhhlrd shore, 

^ « )'. rilling Wiih Wild wood., thirk'iiliig, gTo n ; 
The Ingraiii li<ri li and hawthorn hoar. 

Twill'd am-iruui round the raptur'd asitu. 
The flowers sprang wanton to beprest. 

The birds sang love on every spray. 

Till too. too soon, the glowing wi .t. 

I’roelojm d the spi^d of wnigi d Jaj. 

Still o’er these scenes my mcm’ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser care ! 

Tune but the impression dtoper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 

My Mary, dear de]>arted shade,! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest ? 

See’st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hcar’st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 


LINES ON 


AX INTERVIEW WITH LORI) DAER. 


H'HIS wot ye all whom it concerns, 

I Rhymer Robin, alias Burns, 

October twentv-third, 

A ne'er to be forgotten (fay ; 

8 ae far 1 sprackled up ibe brae, 

I dinuer’d wi’ a Lord. 

I’ve been at drunken nfritert’ feasts, 

Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly priests, 

Wi' rev’rence be it spoken ; 

I’ve even join’d the honour’d jorum, 

When mighty Squireships of the quorum. 
Their nydra drouth did sloken. 

But wi’ a Lord-stand out my shin, 

A Lord — a I’eer — an Karl’s son, 

Up higher yet my Iwnnot ; 

An’ sic a Lord-dang Scotch ells twa. 

Our Peerage he o’erlooks them a’. 

As I look o’er my sonnet. 

But oh for Hogarth's magic pow*r ! 

To show Sir Hardy’s willyart glowr. 

And how he star’d and stammer'd. 
When goavan, as If led wi’ hranks. 

An* stutnpan* on his ploughman shanks. 

He in the parlour hammer'd. 


Nae hnnftl worthy man need care 
To meet with noble, youthful Paer, 
For he but meets a brother. 


ON A YOUNG LADY, 

Residing on the Ijatiks of the small river Devon, im 
Clackmananshire, but whose infant years wire 
syent in Ayrshire. 


HOW pleasant the banks of the clear-windirg 
Devon, [ingfair; 

With green-spreading bushes, and flowers blooir.- 
Hut the bonniest flower on the banks of the Devon, 
W^ once a sweet bud on tlie braes of the Ayr. 

Mild lie the sun on this sweet blushing flower. 

In tile gay rosy mom as it bathes in tlic dew 5 
And gentle the fall of the soft vernal shower, 

That steals on the evening each leaf to renew. 

O, spare the dear blossom, je orient bree/es, 

With chill boarv wing as ye usher the dawn ! 
.And far be thou distant, thon reptile that seizes 
I Tlie verdure and pride of tlie garden and lawn ! 

I Ia‘t Rourbon exult in his gay gilded lilies, 

I And England triumphant display her proud row ; 
I A fairer than either adorns the green valleys 

Where Devon, sweet Devon, meandering flows. 


CASTLE GORDON. 

I. 

STRE.AMS that glide in orient plains. 
Never hound by winter’s chains ; 
Glowing here on golden sands, 

Tliere commix’d with foulest stains 
J'rom tyranny’s empurpled bantLs ; 

Tfiese, their richly-gleaming waves, 

I leave to tyrants and tlicir slaves ; 

Give me the stream that sweetly laves 
The banks, by Castle Gordon. 

II. • 
Spicy forests, ever gay, 

Snatfing from the burning ray 
Hapless wretches sold to toil, 

Or the mtliless native’s way. 

Bent on slaughter, blood, and spoil : 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 

I leave the tyrant and the slave. 

Give me the groves that lofty brave 
riie storms, by Castle Gordon. 

III. 

Wildly here without control. 

Nature reigns and rules the whole ; 

In that sober pensive mood. 

Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood ; 
Ijife’s poor day I’ll musing rave. 

And find at night a sheltering cave. 
Where waters flow and wild woods wave. 
By bonnie Castle Gordon.* 


I sidling shelter’d In a nook. 

An’ at his lordship steal't a look 

Like some portentous omen ; 
Except good-sense and social glee. 

An’ (what surprised me) modesty, 

I marked nought uncommon. 


1 watch’d the symptoms o’ the Great, 

The gentle pricie, the lordly state. 

The arrogant assuming; 

Tlie feint a pride, nac pride had he. 

Nor sauce, nor state that I could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman. 


NA E-BODY. 


I IIAE a wife o’ my ain, 

I’ll partake wi’ nae-laidy ; 

I’ll tak cuckold frae nane. 

I’ll giu cuckold to nae-hody. 

I hae a penny to spend, 

There— thanks to ime-body ; 
I hae naething to lend. 

I’ll borrow frae nae-body. 


Tlien ftom his Lordsliip I shall learn, j * These venoa our Poet composed to be sung to 

Henceforth to meet with unconcern | Morag, a Highland air, ot which lie was exucioely 

One rank as well’s another ; l fond. 
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I am nae-body’s lord, 

I’ll be slave to nae^body • 

I hae a guid braid sword, 

I’ll tak duiUs frae nae-body. 

rU be merry and free, 

I’ll lie sad for nae-body ; 

If nae-body care for nu>, 

I’ll care for nae-body. 


ON THE DEATH OF A LAP-DOG, 

named echo. 


IN wood and wild, ye warbling throng, 
Vour heavy loss deplore ; 

Now half-c’xiinct your powers of song. 
Sweet Echo is no more. 

Ye jirrinir screeching thlnjrs around, 

S. ri 'im Miur ili>.t (ird,nii j -i'-; 

Nou li.iii v> nr din of luneh s^ sound 
W'itli Echo silent lies. 


SONG.* 

Tune—*' 1 ama man unmarried" 

O, ONCE I lov’d a honnie lass. 

Ay, and I love her still. 

And whilst that virtue warms my breast 
I’ll love niy handsome Nell. 

2'al lot de ral. See. 

As bonnic lassos I hae seen. 

And mony full as braw. 

But for a modest gracefu’ mien 
The like I never saw. 

A honnie lass, I will confess. 

Is pleasant to the e’e. 

But without some better qualities 
She’s no a lass for me. 

Hut Nelly’s looks are hlithe and sweet, 
.And what is best of a’, 

Her^eputation is complete. 

And fair without a flaw. 

She dresses aye sae clean and neat. 

Both decent and genftiol ; 

And then there’s something in her gait 
Gars oiiy dress look wcel. 

A pudy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touA the heart. 

But it's innoi'ence and modesty _ 

That polishes the dart. 

’Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 

’Tis this enchants my soul ; 

For absolutely in my breast 
She reigns without control. 

Tal lal de ral, 


INSCRIPTION 

TO THE MEMORY OP FERGUSSON. 


MEKE LIES 

ROBERT FERGUS.SON, POET. 

Born September 5th, 1751 — Died, 16/A October, 1774. 

NO sculptur’d marble here, nor pompous lay, 

“ No storied urn nor animateu bust," 

This simple stone directs pale Scotia’s way 
I'o pour her sorrows o’er her poet’s dust. 


POSIES. 

THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT. 

THE small birds rejoice in the green leaves return- 
ing, [the vale ; 

The murmuring streamlet winds clear through 
The hawthorn trees blow in the dews of the morn- 
ing, [dale : 

And wild scatter'd cowslips bedeck the green 

But what can give pleasure, o» what can seem fair, 
Whilevthe lingering moments are number’d by- 
care [ing. 

No flowers gaily springing, no birds sweetly sing- 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless despair. 

The deed that I dar’d could it merit their malice, 
A king and a lather to place on his throne ? 

His right are these hills and his right are these 
valleys, 

MOierc the wild beasts find shelter, but I can 
lind none. 

But 'tis not my sufferings thus wretched, forlorn, 
Mv brave gallant friends, 'tis your ruin I mourn ; 

Vour deeds prov'd so lo>al in hot bloody trial, 
Alas ! cun I make you no sweeter return ! 


EPISTLE TO R. GRAHAM, Esq. 

WHEN Nature her preat master-pieee design’d. 
And fram’d her last best woik, the human minti. 
Her i-ve intent on all liio ma/v pi in, 

Sbe torm d of various juris the vjiiou. man. 

Then first she rails the useful many forth; 

Plain jibKlding industry, and solwr worth : 

I'hence jieasants, fanners, native sons of earth. 
And merebandiae’ whole genus take their birth ; 
Eai'h prudent cil a warm existence finds, 

And all mechanics’ many apron ’il kinds. 

Some othet rarer sorts are wanted yet, 

'J'he lead and buoy are needful to the net ; 

'I'he caput viortuii'm of gross desires 

Makes a material for mere knights and squires; 

The martial phosjihorus is taught to flow. 

She kneads the lumpish jihilosojihic dough, 

Tlicn marks th’ unyielding mass with grave designs. 
Law, jihVMCs. politics, and deeji divines ■ 

I l^^, 'be -iililiiiies ill .\ uroi I i.f till- Julies, 

Till lla-liiiig eifeiiients ol Innale louh. 

The order’d system fair before her stood. 

Nature, well-jileas’d, pronounced it very good 3 
Itnt e’er she gave creating labour o’er. 

Half jest, she try’d one curious labour more. 

Some spumy, fiery, leiiis Jiituus matter; 

Such as the slightestlireath of air might scatter; 
With arch-alacrity and conscious glee 

i Nature may have her whim as well as we, 
ler llogarili-art jierliaps she meant to show It) 

She forms the thing, and christens it— a poet, 
(’rcatnre, tficugli oft the prey of care snu sorrow, 

\\ hen blr'l III d I', imii,ii,i|Mi| Ilf lo iiii.rriiw. 

.\ being fuini'ti i* iiiiiii-e bi. gravi'i friends. 
Admir'd and jujimI — and tin re the Iiomagtt 
ends: 

A mortal quite unfit for Fortune’s strife, 

Yet oft the sport of all the ills of life ; 

Prone to eiijqy ea' h pleasure riches give. 

Yet imply wanting wherewitbal to live : 

Longing to w iiie each tear, to heal each groan. 

Yet frequent ail unheeded in his own. 

But honest nature is not quite a Turk, 

She l.iiigli'd at fir-t, thin filt for her jionr work. 
PiiMiig the jiriijili -Mi i iiiiilier of nunknid, 

>*lie I a.r .-ibiiul a ttand.ir.l tree to lirid ; 

And, to sujiport his beijilcss woodbine state. 
Attach'd him to the f'eneruu* truly great, 

A title, and the only one 1 claim. 

To lay strong hold tor help on bounteous Qrahaoi- 

Pity the tuneful muses’ hapless train. 

Weak, timirl landmen on life’s stormy main ! 

Their hearts no selfish stern .ahsorlient stuff, 

; That never gives— though humbly takes enough ; 
j The little fate allows, they share as soon, 

I Unlike sage, provetb’d Wisdom’s bard- wrung boon. 


• This was our Poet’s first attempt. 



Biritxrs’ POEMS 


The world were blest did bliss on them depend, 
Ah.^hat " the friendly e’er should want a friend !” 
I^t prudence number o’er each sturdy son, 

^Vho life and wisdom at one race bcRUn, 

MOio feel by reason, and who (dve by rule, 
(Instinct’s a brute, and sentiment a fool 1) 

Who m^e poor mill do wait upon I should— 

We own thoy’re prudent, but who feels they’re 
^ood ? 

Ye wise ones, hence ! ye hurt the social eye ! 

♦rod’s image rudely etch’d on base alloy ! 

Hut come ye who the godlike pleasure know, 
lieaven’s attribute distinguish’d — to bestow ! 

Whose arms of love would grasp the human race : 
Tome thou who giv’st with all a courtier’s grace ; 
h'ricud ofrnii lur, true (uir.iii uf iny rlivmi ■, 

Prop of my dearest hopes for future times. 

Whr shrinks tnv snul half Idushing, half afraid, 
links* ird, alci'.h'd m .a'k ihv friendly aid ' 

I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 

I crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 

Hut there are such who court the tuneful nine - 
III- tvi ns ' should the branded char n nr be mini- 1 
WhoM' v.-r-.e In ni.uilni'Hl's pride subliniLly lloi*-., 
Vet nle>l rt ptiles ill ihi ir I'egging pru-e. 

Mark, how tneir lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spurning wing of injur’d merit ! 

Seek not the ]iroofs in (irivate life to (ind ; 

I’ity the host of words should ho but wind ! 

So, to heaven’s gates tlie lark’s shrill song ascends. 
Hut grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 

In all the olam’rous cry of starving want, 

Tliey <lun benevolence with shameless front ; 

Oblige them, patronise their tinsel lays, 

They persecute you all vour future days ! 

Kre my poor soul such deep damnation stain. 

My horny fist assume the plough again; 

'I'l'ie pieliald jacket let me patidi once more ; 

On eighteen-jHjnce a week I’ve liv'd before. 
Though, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last 
shift, 

I trust meantime my boon is in thy gift: 

'I'hat pine'll by thee upon the wish\t for height, 
AVherc, man and nature fain r in her sight. 

My muse may imp her wing for some suhlimer 

thiht.* 


FRAGMENT, 
INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT HO.N. 
C. J. FOX. 


HOW wisdom and folly meet, mir. and unite ; 
How virtue and vice blend their lilack and Uieir 
white ; 

How genius, the illustrious father of fiction, 
('onfounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction— 
J sinif : If these mortals, the critics, should bustle, 
I care not, not I, let tlie critics go whistle. 

But now ftir a Patron, whose name and whose 
glory 

At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits; 

Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky 
hits ; [strong. 

With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so 
No man with the half of ’em e’er went far wrong ; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright. 

No man with the half of ’em e'er went quite right, 
A sorry, poor inisbegol son of the Muses, 

For using thy name oilers fifty excuses. 

Good Ij — d, what Is man ! for as simple he looks. 
Do but try to develope his hooks and bis crooks ; 
V\'ith his depths and his shallows, his good and his 
evil. 

All in all he’s a problem must puzzle the devil. 


• This is our Poet’s first epistle to Graham of 
Fmtra. It is not equal to the second ; but it con- 
tains too much of the characteristic vigour of its 
author to be suppressed. A little more knowlwlge 
of natufal history, or of chemlstiv, was wanted to 
euaMe Wm to execute the original conception cor- 
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Hri bis one rullngpassion Sir Popehugely lsbriiir«, 
Th u, like lb' old Hebrew walklng-sviiiich, tai' ii|i 
iU) neighbours: 

Mankind are his show-box — a friend, would you 
know him ? (him. 

I’nll the string, ruling passion the picture will show 
W ii-il pii,. 111 r, irmg so Ik-.iuil-iiii« a -y.iem, 

One iriiliiig pirticular, truth, should have misil'd 
him ; 

For, spite of his tine theoretic positions. 

Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all onr qualities each to its tribe, ^ 
And think human nature they truly describe ; 

Have you found this, or t'other? tlieres more in 
the wind. 

As by one dninken fellow his comrades you’ll find. 
Hut siicli is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, 

In the niakcof that wonderful creature, call’d Man, 
No »|^o virtues, whatever relation they claim, 

Nor even two diflerent shades of the same. 

Though like it was evt r twin bri.il>ii. r to briither, 
I’ouevviiig the one sh.dl iiiiplj you've the oiin f . 


TO DR. BLACKLOCK. 


BllUland, iUt Oct. US'/. 


WOW, but your letter made mo vaunfic ! 
And are ye hale, and woel, and cautie-? 

1 keitn'd it still your wee bit janntie 

Wad liriug ye to : 

Jx>rd send you aye as weel’s I want y«'. 

And tlien you’ll do. 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron south ! 

And never drink Im: near his drouth ! 

He tald mysel’ by word o’ mouth. 

He’d tak my letter; 

I lippen’d to the chiel in trouth, 

A ltd bade nae better. 

But aihlins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one, 

To ware his thcologic care on. 

And holy stud>; 

And tir’d o’ sauls to waste his le’ar on, 

E’en tried the body.* 

But what d’ye think, my tnisty tier, 

I’m turji’il a gauger— Peace lie here ! 
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear 

Ve’ll now disdain me. 
Ami then my fifty pounds a-year 

Wm iittle gain mo 

Yo glaikit, glcesomc, daintic damies, 

Wh.i by Gastalia’s wimplin’ streamies, 

I.owp, sing, and lave your uretty limhies, 

Ye ken, ye kei). 

That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o’ men. 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies. 

They maun hae hrose and brats o’ auddies; 
Ye ken yoursels iny heart right proud is, 

I neM na vaunt. 

But I’ll sned besoms — thmw saugh woodies. 
Before they want. 

latrd help nne through this world o' care .' 
I'm weary sick o’t late and air ! 

Not but I hae a richer share 

Than monie itliers ; 
But why should ae man better fare, 

And a’ men bri Liters ? 

Come, Firm Resolve, take thou the van. 
Thou stalk o’ carl-hemp in man 1 
And let us mind, faint heart ne’er wan 
A lady fair; 

Wha does the utmost that he can, 

Will whyles do mair. 


I * Me. Heron, author of the History of Scotland, 
' and of various otbex works. 
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BXTTLKS^ 

But to conclude my silly rhyme, 

(I’m scant o’ verse, and scant o’ tim^,) 

To make a happy fire-side clime 

To weans and wife. 
That’s tlie true pathos and sublime 

Of human life. 

My compliments to sister Beckie ; 

And eke the same to honest Lucky, 

I wat she is a dainty chuckle. 

As e’er tread clay ! 

And gratefully, my guid auld cockie, 

I’m yours for aye. 

IIOBEKT BURNS. 


POEMS. 

Princes, whose cumb’rous pride was all their worth , 
Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail r* 

And thou, sweet excellence ! forsake our earth 
And not a muse in honest grief bewail ? 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty’s pride, 
And virtue’s light, tliat beams beyond the spbero; 

But like the? sun eclips’d at inorninK tide, 

Tliou left’st us darkling in a world of tears. 

The parent’s heart that nestled fond in thee, 

I I .It hi in li-iw slink, u jiri^y to i;i irl mil r ue ! 

So deck’d the woodinne sweet yon aged tree, 

So from it ravish’d, leaves it bleak and bare. 


PROLOGUE, 


IMITATION OF AN OLD JACOBITE 
SONG. 


Spoken at the Theatre, EllitlanJ, on Nerv-Ycar-Day 
Evening. 

NO song nor dance I bring from yon groat city 
That queens it o’er our taste — the iiiore’s the pity : 
Though, by the by, abroad why will you roam ? 
(lis-d M-ii-i and la-tc lire natin > hi-ri- at hmin : 

Jtui II ...I l.ir [■ ine(;'ri I i'PI’e ir. 
i loine 1.1 HI .h \..ii .ill .1 g.-id N< w vc.ir 
ttld l-ailn r I ime depulo me here fiH.-re y«'. 

Not I.T |o [.r. I. Ii, but i< ll hi. 'iiiiple • 

The sage grave ancient cough’d, and bade me say, 

“ You’re one \ear older this important day,” 

If tviser loo — ne hinted some suggestion. 

But ’twould he rude, you know, to ask tlie qncs- 
tiun ; 

And with a would-bc-roguish leer and wink, 
lie bade me on you press this one word—” think ’ 
Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and 
spirit, 

Wlio think to storm the world by dint of merit. 

To you the dotard has a deal to say, 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ! 
lie bids you hiind, amid your thoughtless rattle. 
That the first blow is ever half the battle ; 

That tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him ; 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, sullbring, or forbearing. 

You maj do miracles by persevering. 


BY yon castle wn’ at the close of the day, % 

I h. -,r.| 1 min -ing. th .iiAi hi, he.id ii wa« gr,. ; 

.til l I hi- uii. •iiii:ii'i:. ibi ii .111 t.i,i di..i II I I'll. - 

'1 III n ll iiL-tt-r be].cii.c till .Inline romcs li.iine. 

Tho church is in ruins, the state is in j.ars, 
]i,<|it..i.in«, upprevsions, and murder'iim wars • 

\l I- - I If. iia w Cl I N ly ’I , but uc krii u li.,', l.i bl im« ~ 

1 lull- II III vi-r be pcaic till Jainle lonies h.mie. 

My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword, 

And now 1 greet round their green beds in the yrenl 
It lirak tho sweet ho.arto’ my faithfu’ auld dame - 
rhcre’ll never be peace till Jamie comes hamc. 

Now life is a burden that bows me down, 

Sin’ I tint iriy bairns, and he tint his crown ; 

But till mv last moment mv words are the same — 
There il ntvi-r be pcai e idi Jaime cuinen hajiie. 


SONG OF DEATH. 

Scene — a field of battle : time of the day—ci'ening 
the mounded and dying of the virtorioui army uit 
*upi>oted to Join in the follotving Song, 


Last, though not least In love, ye youthful fair, 
Angelic forin.s, high Heaven’s iieculiar care ! 

To you old Bald-patc smooths his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly liegs you’ll mind the important — now ! 
To crown your happiness he ask.s your Ifcave, 

Ami otfers, bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tliough haply weak endeavours, 
WiUi gratehil pride we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe’er our tongues may Hi reveal it. 
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel iu 


EL E(iY 


FAREWELL, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 
ye skies. 

Now gay with the bright setting siin ! 

Farewell, loves ami friendships, ye dear, tender tiw. 
Our race of existence is run J 

Thou grim king of terrors, thou life’s gloomy foe. 
Go, trighlcn the cowartl and slave ; 

Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant ! but know, 
No terrors host thou to the brave. 

Thou strHc’st the dull peasant — be sinks in the dark. 
Nor saves e’en the wrec k of a name ; 

Thou strik'st the young hero — a glorious mark ! 

He falls in the blaxe of his fame ! 


ON THE LATE MISS BURNET, 
OP MONUODDO. 


LIFE ne’er exulted in so rich a prize, 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Nor envious death so triumph’d in a blow. 

As that which laid the accomplish’d Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I forget ? 

In richest ore tho briglitect jewel set 1 
In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown. 

As by his noblest work the Godhead best is known. 

In vain yc flaunt in summer’s pride, ye groves : 

Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery sliore. 
Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves. 

Ye cease to charm— Eliza is no more 1 

Ye heathy wastes, immix’d with reedy fens; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor’d ; 
Ye nigged cliffs, o'erhangiiig dreary glens. 

To you 1 fly, ye with my soul acrorcL 


In the field of proud honour— our swords in our 
Our King and our country to save— [hands, 
While victory shines on life’s last ebbing sands, 

O 1 who would not rest witli the brave 1 


THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN, 

An Occasional Address spoken by Miss Fonienelk im 
her Bcn{fU-Night. 

WHILE Europe’s eye is fix’d on mighty things, 
'I’he fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 

While quacks of state must each produce hU plan. 
And even children lisp the Rights qf Man ; 

Amid this mighty fuss, just let me mention. 

The Rights q/' Woman merit some attention. 

First, in the sexes’ intermix’d connection, 

One sacred Right of Woman is protection.— 

The tender flower that lifts its head, elate. 
Helpless, must fall before the blasts of fate. 
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Bint»rBV POBMS. 


Sunk on the earth, defac’d its lovely form, 

Unietit your shelter ward th’ impenainij storm.^ 

Our second Right— but needless here Is caution. 
To keep tliat right Inviolate’s the fashion. 

Each man of sense Itas it so full before liim. 

He’d die before lie’d wrong it — 'tis deromm . — 
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days, 

A lime, when rough rude man liad naiiglily w'ays : 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick uji a n-n ; 
Nav, evi n thus I'lvaUe a l.tih'-. <111111 — 

Now, thank our ,i irs ! iln-v (loihic tun--, are lied; 
Now, well-hrid ni.-<i_ nid >.iu are .all well l.re.l - 
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
buch conduct neither spirit, wit, nor maimers. 

Ft>r Right the third, niir l.a.t, our1i<-st. nor dr irest, 
Til \l riglii le llullernig ir n iie h,- iru ih-- ■■■ ir, 1 . 
Will. Ii evi II III.- Uikhl^iif King-. Ill l.iw |.r.<'lr ili-.ii 
MU'l IliMill-ly nwii -'ll-, dear, dr it .tdtnir ,t, -n / 
in ih It l-l- l -pie n- .ti 111.- wi. live .m.l m-.v.- . 

] hi-i.-ii'- I'l il III - -.1 III - -l•n>ll -ri il I.K. . ■ 

.“'miles, gi 111- 1 '.gh., |. .r-. Ills. ..ri, 

*<: liiist -lu- h an h-.^t v. li it lllnly 'ivjge dares _ 

Will n a-* nil lie .ui> j .iii» w nli'ali l.er charms, 
Wh'J i> so ra-h .Is rue iiuriliel arms ■* 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions. 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 

I.M.1 Maj.-siv >->1.11 fits! .iiieiuioi) >uiimiuii, 
wiA : ca iru ! 11 m M jji si) of Woman I 


ADDRESS, 

Spoken htj Min FontenelU, on her Ben<iflt‘ Night, 
Dec. 4 , 1793 , at the Theatre, DumJ'ries. 


STILL anxious to secure your partial favour. 

And not less anxious, sure, this night, than ever, 

A Prologue, Epilogue, or .some such matter, 
•Twould vamti rnv hill, said I, if nothing better ; 
S.i. s-e.Liii 1 I’.M-i, 10.. .Its! IK ir the ?kies: 

‘I'.'ld hiiM I - .nil'- III le vst lliv 1 iiriOlls eves; 
h n-l. ri-'ilniig like Im w..rli s w.is ever pnnied ; 

And I I'l. iiiv l’ri'li'giii..hii'ine s 'lily limifl. 

“ l\1 . 1 '.i'ii, I- ( III-' I- II y-'ii,' -|ii -ill Illy III III -iL rhyiii) 

" I know your hoiit — these arc no la'ughing times : 
Can you— hut Miss, 1 own I have my fears. 
Dissolve in pause— and sentimental fears— 

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence. 
Rouse from hi- '-liigL'i-li - lumbers, fell llejw-nlanrf ; 
Paint Vin-gi-.iiii. i- as In 1 iki-v Ins l.-■rrlJ stand, 

U a» ng on liigh the ih-Mii iinig hr.nul. 

Calling the storiiia to Laar linn o‘i.r a guilty l.iiid 

I could no more— askance the creature eyeing. 
D've think, said I, this face was made for crying ? 
I’ll laugh, that’s poz— nay Inore, the world shall 
know It : 

And so, your servant ! gloomy Master Poet ! 

Firm as my creed, Sirs, ’tis my fix’d belief. 

That Misery’s another word for Grief: 

I also think —so may I be a bride ! 

That so much laughter, so n>uch,lire enjoy’d. 

Thou man of crazy rare and ceaseless sigh. 

Still under bleak Misfortune’s bl.a.sting eye ; 

Doom’d to that sorest task of man alive — 

To make throe guineas do tlie work of five; 

Laugh in Misfortune’s face— the behlain witch ! 
Say, you’ll be merry, though you can t be rich. 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in love, 
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast strove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur’st in de.sperate thought — a rope— thy 
nock— 

where the beetling cIlfTo’crhangH the deep, 
Peercst to meditate the healing leap : 

Wouldst thou be cur’d, thou silly, moping elf? 
Laugh at lier follies— laugh o’on at thyself : 

Learn to despise those frowns now so terrific. 

And love a kinder— that's your grand specitiu ■ 

To sum up all, be merry, I advise ; 

And as we're merry, may we still be wise. 


SONGS. 


THE LEA RIG. 


WHEN o’er the hill the eastern star,. 

Tell.s liughtin-time is near, rnv jo ; 
And owsen fr.ie the furrow’d field. 
Return sae dowf and weary, O ; 

Down by the burn, where scented birks 
Wi’ dew are hanging clear, my jo. 

I’ll meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My aiii kind dearie, O. 

In rnirkest gli>n, .it rr.idpight hour, 

I'd rove, and ne’er he eerie, O, 

If r».r--iiLh til it gi- n. I g led to thee, 
*M;. iKi kiii.l.l. iri.-,.l. 

Aitlioiigh the night were ne’er sae wild. 

And I were ne’er sae wearie, O, 

I’d meet thee on the le.a-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

The hunter lo’es the morning sun, 

T j i-iU e the mount .in il... r. iiiv jo. 
At ii-.uii ihc ii-hir -tik' the gl- II, 

Along the burn to steer, my jo ; 

(lie me the hour o’ gloamin gray. 

It maks my heart sae cheery, O, 

To meet thee on the lea-rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 


TO MARY- 


Tune— " Ent-bughts, Marwiu* 


WILL ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

And leave auld Scotia’s shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 

Across U»’ Atlantic’s roar ? 

0 sweet grow the lime and the orange. 
And the apple on the pine ; 

But a’ the charms o’ the Indies , 

Can never equal thine. 

1 hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 

I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true ; 
And sae m^ the Heavens forget me. 
When 1 forget my vow ! 

O pPubt me veiir faith , my Afary , 

.\iiil plight III -.' V -or lil > -white li.aiid , 

O piig'u me \-<ur l.iiih, inv M.irj, 

Uci.iio I U'lti: >coiij's strand. 

We hae plighted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual atfecliun to join, 

And curst be the cause that shall part qa .' 
The hour, and the moment o’ time 


MY WIFE’S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

SHE Is a winsome wee thing. 

She is a handsome wee thing. 

She is a bonnle wee thing, 

This sweet wee wife o’ mine. 

I I never saw a fairer, 

I I never lo’eo a dearer, 

I And niest mv heart I’ll wear Hct. 

I For fear my jewel tine. 

I She Is a winsome wee thing. 

She is a handsome wee thing, 

I She is a bonnie wee thing, 

j This sweet wee wife o’ nune. 


* This Song Mr. Thomson has not adopted ha 
his collection. It deserves, however, to m piw- 
served. £. 
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BJJWLNS9 POSMS. 


The warld's wrack we share o*r; 
The warstle and the care o’t; 
Wi’ her I'll blithely l>ear it. 
And tliink tuy lot divine. 


BONNIE LESLEY. 

O SAW ye bonnie I^esley 
Ai she >{afd o’er the border ? 

She’* Kane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests farther. 

To see her is to love her, 

And love but her for ever ; 

For Nature made her what she is. 
And ne’er made sic anither 1 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 

'Thy sulyects we, before thee : 

Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 

The hearts o’ men adore’ thee. 

The Die! he could na scaith thee. 

Or auuht that wad belanft thee; 

He'd look into thy bonnie face. 

And say, “ I canna wranj^ thee.” 

The Powers aboon will tent thee; 
Misfijrtunc sha'na steer thee ; 

Thou’rt like themselves sae lovely, 
That ill they’ll ne'er let near thee. 

Betum aj^ain, fair I^sley, 

Return (o Caletlonie ! 

That we may brag, we hae a lass 
There’s nanc a^aln sae bonnie. 


HIGHLAND MARY. 

Tuno— *' Catharine Ofpe." 


YE hanks, and braes, and streams around, 
The castle o’ Montgomery, 

Green be your woods, and fair your flowers. 
Your waters never drumlie ! 

There simmer first unfald her robes, 

A nd there the langest tarry ! 

For there I took the last t'areweel 
O’ my sweet Highland Mary. 

How sweetly bloom’d the gav green birk. 
How rich the hawthorn** blossom ; 

Ai underneath their fragrant sliade, 

I (dosp'd her to my bosom ! 

The golden hours on angel wings. 

Flew o’er me and my dearie ; 

For dear to me, as light and life. 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi’ monie a vow, and lock’d embrace. 

Our uarting was fti’ tender ; 

And, pledging aft to meet again. 

We tore ourscis asunder ; 

But Oh ! fell death's untimely fVost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 

Now green’s tl>e so»l. and cauld's the dav. 
That wraps my Highland Mary ! 

O pale, pale now, those rosy lips, 

1 aft nae kiss’d so fondly ! 

And closed for aye, the sparkling glance. 
That dwelt on me see kindly : 

And mouldering now in silent dust. 

That heart that lo’ed me dearly ! 

But still within my bosom’s core, 

ShaU live my Blgiiland Marj. 


AULD ROB MORRIS. 


THERE'S anid Rob Morris that wons In von glen. 
He's the king o’ guid fellows and wale of auld men ; 
He has gowd in his cofTers, he has owsen and klne. 
And ae bonnie lassie, his «iarllng and mine. 


She’s fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
Siie’s sweet as the ev’nlng amang the new liay ; 

As blithe and as artless as the lambs on the lea, 

I And dear to my heart as the light to my e’e. 

But Gh ! she s an heiress, auld Robin’s a laird, 

A nd my daddie has nought but a cot house and yard; 
A wooer like me maunna hope to come speed, 

The wounds 1 must hide that will soon he tuy dead. 

The day comes to me, but delight brings me nane ; 
The night comes to me, hut my rest it is gane ; 

I wander my lane like a night-troubled ghair.t. 

And I sigh as my heart it would 'ourst in iny breast. 

O, liad she been hut of lower degree, 

I then might hae hop’d she wad smil’d upon me ! 
O, how pa.st dest-rlvlng liail then been my bll-s-s. 

As now my distraction no wor^ can express ! 


DUNCAN GRAY. 

DUNCAN GRAY came here to woo, 
fla, ha, ihc n'ooiiit; o’l. 

On hlythe yule night when we were fou, 
Ha, ha, the nioninf( o't. 
Maggie roost her head fu’ high, 
laKik'd asklent and unco skeigh, 

Gart poor Duncan stand aheigh ; 

Ha, ha, the o’t. 

Duncan flccch’d, and Duncan pray’d ; 

Ha, ha, the rvminjj o't, 

Meg was deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Hu, ha, Sfc. 

Duncan sigh’d baitl> out and in, 

Grat hiseen haith bleer't and blin', 

Spak o' lowpin’ owru a linn ; 

Ha, ha, iS'c. 


Time and chance are hut a tide, 

Ha, ha, t^r. 

flighted love is sair to bide, 

Ha, ha, «i|T. 

Shall I, like a fool, quoth he. 

For a hauglity hi//.ie die ? 

She may gac to— France for me ! 

Ha, ha, <Sf c. 

How It comes let dex^tors tell, 

Ha, ha, Sfc. 

Meg grew sick— as he grew heal, 

Ha, ha, »Vc. 

Something in her bosom wrings, 

For relief a wigh she brings : 

And O, her een, tliev -n ik sic things ' 


Duncan was a lad o’ grace, 

Ha. ha, ^c. 

Maggie’s was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, i^c. 

Duncan could na be her death, 
Swelling pity smoor’d his wrath, 
Now they’re crouse and canty haith. 
Ha, ha, ^e. 


SONG. 


Tune — " / had a Aor**." 

O POORTITH cauld, and restless love, 
Yc wreck my peace between ye; 

Yet poortith a* i could forgive, * 

An’ 'twere na for my Jeanie. 

O wlnr should fate sic pleasure have 
Life's dearest bands untwining ? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love, 
Depmd on Fortune’s shining ? 

This warld’s wealth when I think on. 

Its pride, and a’ the lave o’t ; 

Fi^ he on silly coward man, 

That he should be the slave o’t. 

O nhy, Sfc. 



Birxtia's^ 

Her een, sae honnie blue, betray 
How she repays my passion : 

But prudence is her o’erward aye. 

She talks of rank and fashiotu 
O why. Sec. 

O vrha can prudence think upon, 

And sic a lassie by him ? 

O wha can prudence think upon. 

And sae in love as I am ? 

O why, S'c. 

Ifow blest the bumble cutler's fate! 

The sillie bogles, wealth and state. 

Can never make them eerie. 

O why should '•ite sic pleasure have. 

Life s dearest bands untwining ? 

Or wliy sae sweet a flower as love. 

Depend on Fortune's shining ? 


GALLA WATER. 

THERE'S braw, braw lads on Yarrow braes. 
That wander through the blooming heather ; 

Hut Yarrow braes, nor Ettric shaws. 

Can match the lads o' Galla water. 

But there is ane, a secret ane, 

Aboou them a' I lo’e him better; 

And I II be 1.;., iud he'll be mine, 

I'be LI'MIIiic lid o' tialu v«jier. 

Although his daddie was nae laird. 

And though I hfie nae ineikle tocher; 

Yet rich in kindest, truest love. 

We’ll tent our flocks by Galla water. 

It ne’er was wealth, it ne’er was wealth. 

That coft conteutineut, peace, or pleasure ; 

ITic! bands and bliss o’ mutual love, 

O that's the chiefciit warld’s treasure! 


LORD GREGORY. 

0 MIRK, mirk is this midnight hour. 
And loud the teni])est's roar; 

A wael’ii’ w iiid-Ti r -i i-t . ihy i"V*'r, 

Lvrd (jr^gurv, ope iJi> d ^r. 

An exile frae her father’s ha’. 

And a’ for loving thee; 

At least some pity on me shaw. 

If love it may na be. 

1 urd Grrgorv, mind’^t thou not the grove. 

By b uiM,.-' Irwmc ...le, 

Wli. r- iirsi I own d ihai vngiii love 
1 laug, lang had denied. 

How aften didst thou pletlge and vow, 
'Phou wail for uye be mine ! 

And my tond heart, itsel’ sae true. 

It ne’er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart. Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy lirea.st : 

Thou dart of heaven, that flashest by, 

O wilt thou give me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above. 

Your willing victim see ! 

But spare, and pardon my Pause love. 

His wrangs to heaven and me ! 


MARY MORISON. 

Tune—" Bide ye yet" 

0 MARY, at thy window be. 

It is the wish’d, the trysted hour f 
Those smiles and glances let me see, 
That make the miser’s treasure p^. 


POBXUSe ^ 

I How blithely wad I bide the stoure, 

A weary slave frao sun to sun ; 

Could I the rich reward secure. 

The lovely Mary Morison. 

Yestreen when to the trembling string, 

'I’he dance gaed through the lighted ha* 

To thee my fancy took its wing, 

I sat, but iieitlier heard or saw ; 

'I'liough tliis was fair, and that was braw. 

And yon the toast of a’ the town, 

I sigii’d, and said sinang them a', 

“ Ye are na Mary Moriaon.” 

1 Mary, canst thou wreck his peace, 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die ? 

Or c in.t Ibon bii- ik tb •! In-arl ofhu, 

u I, I M.i |..i,ng ibee i> 

If liiVL- liir l■•v..> VI lit 1)1 irie. 

At least lie pity to me shown ! 

A 'iftought iiiigentli* c.tim.t be 
’I’he tliought o' Mary Morison. 


WANDERING WILLIE. 

HERR awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Now tireil with w.Hiuleriiig, hand awa hame ; 

Come to iny bosom my ae only dearie. 

And tell me thou bring’.st me my Willie the same. 

Loud idew the cauld winter winds at our parting; 
It w I. m tb.- Ill ail br. ught Ibe fear to my e’e : 

N- 'v vi|. .,,1,. ih.- •niiiiii r, .iii'l wlI. ijine my Willie, 
'1 III. nni'iiel lu li.iliire, iny U I'llO to liii . 

Ve burriranes, rest in t’ne cave o’ your slumbers, 

O liow your wild horrors a lover al.irins ! 

Awaken ye liree/es, row gently ye billows, 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But if he’s forgotten his faithfullest Nannie, 

O still flow between us, thou wide roaring main; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

But dying believe that my Willie’s my oiu ! 


T H E S A M E, • 

A$ altered by Mr, Erakine and Mr. Thomaem. 

HERE awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, baud awa hame. 

Come to my bosom rny ain only dearie. 

Tell me thou bring'st me my Williu the sam^ 

Winter -rvinJa Hew loud and caid at our parting, 
Feurafot viy Willie biou^'ht tears in »»/ e’e, ' 

Welcome now simmer, and welcome iny Willie,. 
As simmer to nature, so Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild slorma, in the cave o’ your sluinbers^ 
iliiw vvur dr«.ad h-oi linf' a luvLr alarms ! 

Bli-. ' -If V-' br. .-/i s ■ r..|l h'i nll.v vi- l.ill-.*s ' 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to uiy arroa. 

But oh, if he'sfaithleta, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between us thou dark heaving' main! 

May I never see it, may 1 never trow it, 

yyhi/e dying 1 think that my Willie’s uiy ain. 


Our Poet, with his usual judgment, adopted somo qf 
these alterations, and rejected others. The but 
edition is as follows 


HERB awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awu, baud awa hame ; 

I Come to iny bosom my ain only dearie, 

I 'l'eU me thou bring’st me my Willie the same. 

Winter winds blew loud and canid at our parting, 
I F«:ars for my Willie brought tears In my e’e, 

I Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

I The simmer to nature, my WiUie to me. 
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ye wild storms, in the care of your slumbers. 
How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Wauken ye breezes, row gently ye billows. 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh, if he’s faithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between us thou wide-roaring main ; 
May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, believe that my Willie's my aln. 


OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, OH • 

TFUA Alteration*. 

OH, open the door, some pity to show. 

Oh, o}H*n the door to me. Oh ! 

Though thou hast been false. I’ll ever prove true, 
Oh, open the door to me. Oh ! 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, Oh ! 

The frost that freezes the life at my heart. 

Is nought to my pains fVae thee, Ob ! 

The wan moon is setting behind the white wave. 
And time is setting with me, Oh ! 

False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 
I'll ne'er trouble them, nor thee. Oh ! 

She has open’d the door, she has open’d it wide ; 
She sees his pale corse on the plain. Oh ! 

My true love, we cried, and sank down by his side 
iNever to rise again. Oh ! — 


JESSIE. 

Tunc — “ Bonny Dundee.*’ 

TRUE hearted was he, the sad swain o’ the Yarrow 
And fair are the maids on the banks o* the Ayr, 
But by the sweet side o’ the Nith’s winding river. 
Are lovers as faithful, and maidens as fair : 

To equal young Jessie seek Scotland all over ; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain ; 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

O, freshes the rose In the gay, dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily at evening close; 

But In the fair presence o' lovely young Jessie, 
Onscen is the lily, unheedc-d the rose. 

Ixive siu in her smile, a wizard ensnaring; 

Enthron’d in her ecn he delivers his law. 

And still to her charms she alone is a strangcT ! 
Her modest demeanour's the jewel of a’. 


WHEN WILD WAR’S DEADLY BLAST 
WAS BLAWN. 

Air— “ The Mill MUl O." 

WHEN wild war’s deadly blast was blown. 
And gentle peace returning, 

Wi’ monie a sweet babe fatherless. 

And monie a widow mourning. 

I left the lines and tented Held, 

Where lang I’d been a lodger. 

My humble knapsack a’ my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

A leal, light heart was in my breast. 

My hand unstain'd wi’ plunder ; 

And for fair Scotia hame again, 

I cheery on did wander. 

J thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thought upon my Nancy, 

I thought upon the witching smile 
That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reach’d the bonnie glen, 

¥fhere early life I sported ; 

I paaa’d the mill, and tryiting thorn. 

Where Naagy aft I courted : 


POBXMCSa 

Wha spied I but my aln dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling . 

And turn’d me round to hide the flood 
That in my ecn was swelling. 

Wi’ alter’d voice, quoth I, Sweet lass. 
Sweet as yon hawthorn’s blossom, 

O ! happy, happy may he be. 

That's dearest to thy bosom ! 

My pursons light, I’ve far to gang. 

And fain wad he thy lodger; 

I’ve serv’d my king and country lang. 
Take pity on a sodger. 

Sae wistfully she gaz’d on me. 

And lovelier was than ever : 

tjuo’ she, A sodger ance I lo’ed. 

Forget him shall 1 never : 

Our humble cot, and hamely fare. 

Ye freely shall partake it. 

That gallant badge, the dear cockade. 
Ye're welcome for the sake o’t. 

She gaz’d— she redden’d like a rose— 
Syne pale like onie lily ; 

She sank within my arms, and cried. 

Art thou my aln dear VVillie ? 

By Him who made yon sun and sky— 

By whom true love’s regarded, 

1 am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded L 

The wars are o’er, and I’m come hame. 
And find thee still true-hearted ; 

Though poor in gear, we’re rich in love. 
And mair we’se ne'er be parted. 

Quo’ she, My grandsire left me gowd, 

A innilcn plenish’d fairly ; 

And come, my faithfu’ sodger lad, 
Thou’rt welcome to it dearly ! 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main, 
The farmer plough.s the manor ; 

But glory is the sodger's prize ; 

The swlger’s wealth is honour ; 

The hrave poor sodger ne’er despise. 

Nor count him as a stranger, 

ItenifinlH.’r he’s his country's stay 
In day and hour of danger. 


MEG 0’ THE MILL. 

Air — “ O bonnie lose, rvill you lie in a Barrack f" 


O KEN ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten. 

An' ken ye what Meg o’ the Mill has gotten ? 

She h.as gotten a eoef wl’ a c laut o’ siller, 

And broken the hcait o’ the barley Miller. 

The Miller was strappin’, the Miller was ruddy ; 

A l»eart like a lord, and a hue like* a lady ; 

The I.ifird was a widdiefu’, bleent knurl ; 

She’s left the guid fellow and ta’en the churl. 

The Miller he hecht her a heart leal and loving : 
The Laird did address her wl’ matter mair moving, 
A fine pacing horse wi’ a clear chained bridle, 

A whip by her side, and a bonnie side-saddle. 

O wae on the siller. It is sae prevailing ; 

And wae on the love that is fix’d on a mailen ! 

A tocher’s nae word In a true loveFs parle. 

But, gie me my love, and a fig fur the war! ! 


SONG. 

Tune — “ Liggeram Cosh. 

BI.ITHE hae I been on yon hill. 
As the lambs liefore me ; 
Careless ilka thought and free. 
As the breeze flew o'er me : 
Now nae longer sport and play. 
Mirth or tang can please me; 
Lesley is sae fair and coy, 

Care and anguish seize me. 



BtrKirS^ POBMS. 


Heavy, heavy, is the task, 

Homeless love declarinR : 
Tremhliiig, I dow nocht hut glow'r 
Sighing, dumb, despairing ! 

If she wiiina ease tin? thraws. 

In my bosom swelling; 
Uiidemeath tlie grass-green sod. 
Soon maun be tny dwelling. 


SONG. 


Tune — “ Logan Water." 

O LOGAN, sweetly didst thou glide, 

'I'hat day I was iny Willie’s bride ; 

And years sinsyne has o’er us run. 

Like Logan to (he summer sun. 

Hut now thy dow ry banks appear 
lake drumlie winter, dark and drear. 
While iny dear lad maun face his faes. 

Far, far Irae me and Logan braes. 

Again the merry month o' May, 

/Lis made our lidls and valleys gay ; 

Tl., t.ird-. rejoiro in leafy bow’rs, 

7 be I'l-es bum rmind the breathing dow'rt: 
Hlillie morning lifts his rosy eye, 

And eVning''. tears arc tears of Joy : 

Mv ■..■ul, (IHighiless, a’ surv.-ys, 

While \V illu » far frae Logn'i bnos. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Amang her nestlings sits the thrush ; 

Her faithfu’ mate will share her toil, 
t'r w i' ills vnng her cares beguile. 

Hill I tt iiiv -« v»t iiur-.img^ here, 

N ,1- m ill' !<• lu Ip. nae miUe to i bei r, 

J'l . k, iiir.i* il iiigbts and ji'virvs dajH, 

W bile W idle » far frae Logan brasU. 

O war upon you, men o' strte, 

'J'bat bretlircn rouse to deadly hate ! 

As ye make monie a fond heuit mourn, 

Sae may it on your heads return ! 

How can your ilinly hearts enjoy. 

The widow’;, tears, the orphan’s cry ? 

Hut soon may i>eace bring happy days. 

And W'iJIic, hame to Logan braes ! 


FRAGMENT, 

IN 

WITHERSPOON’S COLLECTION 
OF 

SCOTS SONGS. 

Air— “ Hughie Graham.’’ 

“ O GIN my love were yon red rose, 

That grows uiwn the castle wa’. 

And I mysel’ a drap o’ dew, ^ 

1 Qto her bonnie breast to fa’ 1 

•‘Oh. there beyond expression blest, 

I’d feast on beauty a' the night; 

Seal’d on her silk-saft faulds to rest. 

Till fley'd awa by Phoebus’ light.” 

• O were my love yon lilac fair, 

Wi’ purnle iikissoms to the spring ; 

And I, a bird to shelter there, 

W’hen wearied on my little wing: 

How I wad mourn, when It was tom 
By autumn wild, and winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton w'ing, ^ 

When youthfu* May its bloom renew’d.* 


BONNIE JEAN. 

THERE was a lass, and she was fiur, 

At kirk and market to be seen, 

When a' the fairest maids were met. 

The fairest maid was bonnie Jean. 

And aye she wrought her mammie’s wark. 
And aye she sang sae memlie : 

'I'he lilitlu-st binl upon the bush 
Had ne’er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the fender joys 
That bless the little llntwhite’s nest ; 

And fnist will idight the fairest flow’rs. 
And love will break the soundest rest. 

Young Rohic was the hrawest lad. 

The flower aiul pride o’ a’ the glen ; 

AiiJKie had owsen, sheep and kye. 

And wanton iiaigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi* Jennie to the trvste, 

He danc’d wi’ Jeanie on the down ; 

And lang ere witless Jeanie wist. 

Her heart was lint, her peace was stown. 

As In the bosom o’ the stream, 

The moon beam dwells at dewy e’en ; 

So treiniiiing, pure, was tender love. 
Within the breast o’ bonnie Jean. 

And now she works her mammie’s wark. 
And aye she sighs wi’ care and pain ; 

Yet wist na what her ail might be, 

Or what wad mak her weel again. 

Hut did na .Tcanie’s heart loup light. 

And tlid na joy blink in her e’e, 

A s Roliie tauld a tale o’ love, 

Ae e’eiiin’ on the lily lea ? 

The sun was sinking in the west, 

The birds sang sweet in ilka gmve ; 

His cheek to hers he fondly prest. 

And whis^ier’d thus his tale o’ love : 

O Jeanie fair, I lo’e thee dear; 

O canst tliou think to fancy me ! 

Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot, 

A nd learn to tent the farms wi’ me ? • 

At bam or byre thou shall na drudge. 

Or n.nething else to trouble thee ; 

Hut stray amang the heather-bells. 

And tent the waving com wi’ me. 

Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na ; 

At length she blusli’d a sweet consent, 

And iote was aye between them twa. 


PHILLIS THE FAIR. 
Tune— “ Robin Adair." 


WHILE larks with little wing, 
Fann'd the pure air. 

Tasting the breathing spring. 
Forth 1 did fare: 

Gay the sun’s golden eye, 

Peep’d o’er the mountains high ; 
Such thy mom I did jl cry, 
PhiUis the fair. 

In each bird’s careless song, 
(Had did I share ; 

While yon wild flow’rs among, 
Chance led me there ; 

$w(iet to tlie opening day, 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray; 
Such thy bloom ! did I say, 
Phillis tlie fair. 

Down in a shady walk, 

Doves cooing were, 

1 mark’d the cmel hawk 
Caught In a mare » 


• These sfanxas were added by Bums. 
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So kind may Fortune be, 
Ruch make his destiny, 

He who would irgure thee, 
Phillis the fair. 


SONG. 

Tunc— “ RMn Adair." 

HAD I a rave on some wild, distant shore, 
Wliere the winds howl to the waves* dashing roar 
There would I weep rny woes, 

There seek my lost repose. 

Till srrief my eyes should close. 

Ne’er to wake more. 

Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare. 

All thy fond plightetl vows — fleeting as air !♦ 

To thy new lover hie, 

J.augh o’er thy perjury. 

Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 


SONG. 

Tune—" Allnn Water." 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove. 

While I’hoehus sank beyond Henleddi ;* 

The winds were whispering through the grove, 
The yellow corn was waving reaily : 

1 listen’d to a lover’s sang, 

And thought on youthfu' pleasures mony ; 
And aye the wild- wood echoes rang — 

O, dearly do I love thee, Annie ! 

O happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie { 

Nor ever sorrow stain the hour. 

The place and time I met my dearie I 
Her head upon my throbbing breast. 

She, sinking, said, " I’m thine for ever I” 
While inony a kiss the seal imprest 
The sacred vow, we ne'er should sever. 

Tile haunt o’ spring’s the primrose brae. 

The simmer joys the flocks to follow ; 

How cheery tbiough her shortening day. 

Is autumn in her weeds o’ yellow ! 

But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless pleasure. 

Or through each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meeting her, our bosom’s treasure ? 


WHISTLE, AND I’LL COME TO VOTJ, MY 
LAD. 

O WHISTLE, and I’ll come to you, my lad : 

O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad : 

Though father and milher and a’ should gae mad, 
O whistle, and I’ll come to you, my lad. 

But warily tent, when ye come to court me. 

And come na unless the back-yett lie a-jee ; 

Syne up the back-stile, and let nae body see. 

And come as ye were na cornin’ to me. 

And come, &c. 

0 nhittle, S(C. 

At kirk, or at -narket, whene'er ye meet me. 

Gang by me as though that yc car’d na a flie t ' 

But steal me a blink o’ your bonnie black e’e. 

Yet look as ye were na looking at me. 

Yet look, Ac. 

O TvhUtte, 4-c. 

Aye vow and protest that ye care na for me. 

And whiles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 

But court na anither, though jokin’ y*. be. 

For fear that she wyle your fancy firae me. 

For fear, &c. 

O rvhUtte, Jfe. 


• A mountain west of Strath Allan, 3,009 feet 
high. 


SONG. 

Tune — " The mucking o Oeordie'e hjfre." 

ADOWN winding Nith I did wander. 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring ; 

Adown winding Niih I did wander. 

Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

CHORUS. 

An’ti tvi’ yotir belles and your beauties. 

They nener tvi' her can cornua re : 

Whoever has met tvi’ my Phillis, 

Has met tvi' the queen o’ the fair. 

The daisy amus’d my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild ; 

Thou emblem, said I, o’ my Phillis, 

For she is simplicity’s child. 

An>a, Ji c. 

The rose-bud’s the blush o’ my charmer. 

Her sweet balmy lip wlicn 'tis prest ; 

How fair and how pure is the lily. 

But fairer and jiurer her breast. 

Atva, <)5-c. 

Yon knot of gay flowers in the arhour. 

They ne’er wi’ my Phillis can vie : 

Her breath is ihe breath o' the woodbine. 

Its dew orop o’ diamond her eye. 

Art'll, lii'c. 

Her voice Is the song of the morning 

That wakes thro’ the green -spreading grove. 

When Phoebus peeps over the mountains. 

On music, and pleasure, and love. 

Atva, Sfc. 

But beauty how frail and how fleeting. 

The bloom of a line '•ummer’s day : 

While worth in the mind o’ my Pbillii 
Will flourish without a decay. 

Atva, d(c. 


SONG. 

Air—" Cnuld Kail." 

COME, let me take thee to my breast. 
And pledge we ne’er shall suniler ; 

And I sh-.II >)iitrn a? vib >it dust 
I be » 'irid s 1*1 liih .ind irr indnir : 

And <lo I bear my .le inie own. 

That equal transports move her ? 

I ask for dearest lile alone 
That I may live to love her. 

Thus in my arms, wi’ all thy charms, 

1 clasp my countless treasure ; 

I’ll seek nae malr o’ heaven to share. 
Than sic a moment’s pleasure : 

And by thv ecn, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever ! 

And on thy lips I seal my vow, 

And break it shall I never. 


Dainty da vie. 

Now rosy May comes In wi’ flowers. 

To deck her gay, green spreadltig bowel* l 
A nd now comes in my happy hours. 

To wander wi’ my Davie. 

CHORUS. 

MTfet me on ihe rvarloek knorve. 

Dainty Datne, dainty Davie, 

There I’ll spend the day tvi' you. 

My ain dear dainty Davie'. 

Tfte crystal waters round us fa*. 

The merry birds are lovers a’, 

The scented breezes round us bUw, 

A wandering wi’ my Davie. 

Meet me, dfc. 
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BimSTB’ 

When purple mominp starts the hare. 

To steal upon her earlj fare, 

Then through the dews I will repair. 

To meet my falthfu’ Davie. 

3/ eet me, <Src. 

When day, expiring in the west, 

I'he curtain draws o’ nature’s rest, 

I fli c to his arms I lo’e best. 

And that’s my.ain dear Davie. 

CHOHUS. 

Mcrt me mt the ivnrlock kmne, 
llotttiie Dut>ir, dainiy Daviff 
There t'U lid ih, J.ii, ii i” you, 

My Jill dijr .Jjiiify L/Jitf. 


SONG. 

Tune— “ Oran Gaoil" 

BEHOLD the liour, the boat arrive ; 

Thou goest, thou darling of iny heart ! 
Sever’d from thee cand survive? 

But fate has will’d, and we must part. 

I’ll often greet tliis surging swell. 

Yon distant isle will often hail ; 

“ K’en here I took the last farewell ; 

There latest mark'd her vanish’d sail." 

Along the solitary shore. 

Wldlc flitting sea-fowl round me cry. 
Across the rollmg, dashing ro.ir 
I’ll westward turn my wistful eye : 

Happy, thou Indian grove. I’ll ssiy. 

Where now my Nancy’s path may be ! 
While through the sweets she loves to stray, 
0 tell me, does she muse on me I 


SONG. 

Tunc — “ Fee him Father." 

Thou h;ist left me ever, Jamie, Thou hast left me 
ever, (^ever. 

Thou hast left me ever, .Tamie, Thou hast lett me 
A ften hast thou vow’d that death, Only should us 
sever. 

Now thou'st left thy lass for aye — I maun see thee 
never, Jamie, 

I’ll see thee never, 

Tliou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast me for- 
saken, [sakeii. 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, Thou hast mefor- 
I'hou caust love anither, jo, While my heart is 
breaking. ' [Jamie, 

ScKjn iny weary ecn I’ll close — Never tnair to waken. 
Ne’er inair to waken. 


AULD LANG SYNE. 

SHOULD auld acquaintance he forgot, 
And never brought to min’ ? 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot. 
And days o’ lang syne? 

CHORUS. 

For avid lang syne, my dear. 

For auld lang syne, 

We’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. • 

We twa hae ran about the braes, 

And pu’t the gowans fine ; 

But we’ve wandered mony a weary foot. 
Sin auld lang ^ne. 

For auld, ^c. 

We twa hae paidl't i' the bum, 

Frae momm’ sun till dine. 

But seas between us braid hae roai’d, 
Ain* auld lang sync. 

For auld, Sfc. 


POBMS. 

And here’s a hand, my trusty fier. 

And gie’g a hand o’ thine ; 

And we’ll tak a right guld-willie waaght, 
For auld lang syne. 

For avid, SiC. 

And surely yeni be your pint-stowp. 

And surely PJI be mine; 

And we’ll tak a cup o’ kindness yet. 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld, Sec. 


BANNOCK-BURN. 

Robert Bruce’s Address to his Army. 

nCOTS, wha hae wl’ Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has aften led. 
Welcome to your gory bed. 

Or to glorious victory 1 

Now’s the day, and now’s the hour ; 
See the front o’ battle lower ; 

See approach proud Edward’s power— 
Edward 1 chains and slavery ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 

Wha can fill a coward’s grave? 

Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor ! coward 1 turn and flee ! 

Wlia for Scotland’s king and law 
’ Freedom’s sword will strongly draw, 
Free-man stand, or free-man fn’, 
Caledonian ! on wi’ me 1 

By oppression’s woes and pains ! 

By your sons in servile chains ! 

We will drain our dearest veins, 

But they shall be— shall be free ! 

Lny the proud usurpers low ! 

T’yrants fall in every foe ! 

Liberty’s in every blow ! 

Forward ! let us do, or die 1 


I FAIR JENNY. 

j Tune — “ Sam ye my Father.** 

, WHERE are the joys I have met In the morning, 
r That danc’d to the lark’s early song ? 

^Yhere is the peace that awaited my wand'ring. 
At evening the wild woods among ? 

No more a-winding the course of yon river, 

! And marking sweet flow’rets so fair ; 
i No more I trace the light footsteps of pleasure, 
j But sorrow and sad sighing care. 

I Is it that summer’s forsaken our valleys. 

And grim, surly winter is near ? 
i No, no, the bees humming round the gay roses, 
j Proclaim it the pride of the year. 

Fain would I hide what I fear to discover. 

Yet long, long too well have I known ; 

All that has caused this wreck in my bosom. 

Is Jenny, fair Jenny alone. 

' Time cannot aid me, my griefe are Immortal, 

Nor hope dare a comfort bestow : 

: Come then, enamour’d and fond of my anguisli. 
Enjoyment I’ll seek in my wo. 


SONG. 

Tune—" The Collier’s Dochler.** 

DELUDED swain, the pleasure 
The fickle Fair can give thee. 

Is but a fairy treasure. 

Thy hopes wlU soon deceive the*. 
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BVitnrsy POBMS. 


The billows on the ocean, 

The hreejes idly roaminr, 

The clouds' tincertain motion. 
They are but types of woman. 

0 art thou not ashamed. 

To dote upon a feature ? 

If man thou wouldst be named, 
Despise the silly creature. 

Go, find an honest fellow ; 

(fOod claret let before thee : 

Hold on till thou art mellow, 
And then to bed in glory. 


SONG. 


Tune— “ TAc Quaker'* wife. 


THINE am I, mv faithful fair. 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 

Ev’ry pulse along my veins, 

Ev’ry roving fancy. 

To thy bosom lay mv heart. 

There to throb and languish ; 

Though despair had wrung its core. 
That would heal its anguish. 

Take away these rosy lips. 

Rich with balmy treasure; 

Turn away thine eyes of love, 

Lest I die with pleasure. 

Wliat is life when wanting love ? 
Night without a morning : 

Love's the cloudless summer sun. 
Nature gay adorning. 


SONG. 


Tune— “ Jo Janet." 


SONG, 


Air — “ Ttu Suior's DocMer," 


WILT thou be my dearie ? 

When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart. 
Wilt thou let me cheer thee r* 

By the treasure of my soul. 

That’s the love 1 be.ir tht>e ! 

I swear and vow that only thou 
Shall ever be my dearie. 

Only thou, 1 swear and vow. 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

I.assie. say thou lo’es me ; 

Or if thou wilt na be my ain. 

Say na thou’lt refuse me ; 

If it winna, canna be. 

Thou, for Uiine may choose me, 

Let me, lassie, quickly die, ■ 

Trusting that thou lo’os me. 

Lassie, let m^ ouickly die, 

Trusting that thou lu’es me. 


B.kNKS OF CREE. 

HERE is the glen, and here the bower, 
.Vll underneath a birchen shade ; 

The village-bell has told the hour. 

O what can stay my lovely maid ? 

’Tis not Maria’s whispering call ; 

'Tis but the balmy-breathing gale ; 
Mixt with some warbler’s dying tall 
'The dewy star of eve to hail. 

It is Maria’s voice I hear ! 

So calls the woodlark in the grove, 
His little fiiilhful mate to cheer, 

At once tis music— and ’tis love. 

And art thou come ! and art thou true : 

O welcome dear to love and me ! 

And let us all our vows renew. 

Along the tlowery banks of Cree. 


HUSBAND, husband, cease your strife. 
Nor longer idly rave. Sir ; 

Though I am your wedded wife. 

Yet I am not your slave, Sir. 


“ One of two must still obey, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Is it man or woman, say. 

My spouse, Nancy ?” 


If ’tis still the lordly word. 
Service and obedience ; 

I’ll desert my sov’rcign lord. 
And so, good b'ye allegiance ! 


“ Sad will I be, 80 bereft, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Vet I’ll try to make a shift, 
My spouse, Nancy." 


Mv poor heart then break it must. 
My last hour I'm near it 
When you lay me In the dust, 

Think, think how you will bear It. 


I will hope and trust in Heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy ; 

Strength to bear it will be given, 
My spouse, Nancy." 

Well, Sir, from the silent dead. 
Still I'll try to daunt you ; 

Ever round your midnight hed 
Horrid sprites shall haunt you. 

** I’ll wed another, like my dear 
_Nancy, Nancy ; 

Then all hell will fiy for fear. 

My spouse, Nancy.” 


VERSES TO A YOITNG LADY, 

WITH 

A PRESENT OF SONGS. 


HERE, where the ficollsh muse immortal lives, 
In sacred strains and tuneful numbers join'd, 
Accept the gift , though humble he who gives. 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 

So may no ruffian-feeling in thy breast. 
Discordant jar thy bosom-chords among ; 

But peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 

Or love ecstatic wake his seraph sung. 

1 Or pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 
j As modest want the tale of wo reveals ; 

While conscious virtue all the strain endears, 

I And heaven-born juety her sanction seal.-. 


ON THE SEAS AND FAR A WAV. 
Tune — ** O'er the Hitte" S^c. 

How can my poor heart be glad, 

When absent from my sailor lad 
How can I the thought forego, 

I He’s on the seas to meet the foe ? 

I Ix!t me wander, let me rove. 

Still my heart Is with my love ; 

Nightly- dreams and thoughts by day 
I Are with him that’s far away. 
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BURNS’ POEMS. 


. CHORUS. 

On the tea* and far away. 

On stormy tea* and far away ; 

Nightly dream* and thoughts by day 
Are aye with him that's Jar away. 

'VTien in summer's noon I faint. 

As weary flocks around me pant. 

Haply in this scorchinf^ sun 
My sailor’s thund’ring at his gun ; 

Bullets, spare my only joy ! 

Bullets, spare my darling boy ! 

Fate do with me what you may. 

Spare but him that’s far away ! 

On the teat, S^c. 

At the starless midnight hour, 

VVlien winter rules with boundless power ; 
As the storms the forest tear. 

And thunders rend the howling air, 
f.istoning to the doubling roar, 

Mirgmg on the roikv -lu-rc. 

All I I Jii— I wtTp and priN, 

For Ins weal tiim’s far away. 

On the teat, i^c.. 

Peace, thy olive wand extend. 

And bid wild war his ravage end, 

Man with brother man to meet. 

And as a brother kindly greet : 

Then may heaven with prosp’roua gales. 
Fill my sailor’s welcome sails. 

To iny arms their charge convey, 

My dear lad that’s far away. 

On the Stas, (ii'c. 


SONG. 

Tune—** Ca’ the Yorvet to the Knewes," 


CHORUS. 

r u’ tht yon-et to the kmwee, 

< u' them whare the hmlhcr grewe, 

( j' them whare the hurnie nw«. 

My bonnie dearie. 

HARK, the mavis’ evening sang 
Sounding Clouden’s woods among ; 
Then a-taulding let us gang. 

My bonnie deai^e. 

Ca’ the, Src. 

We’ll gae down by Clouden side, 
'rhrough the hazels spreading wide. 
O’er the waves, that sweetly glide 
To the moon sac clearly. 

Ca’ the, iSfC. 

Yonder Clouden’s silent towers, 
Where at moonshine midnight hours. 
O’er the dewy bending flowers. 
Fairies dance sae cheery. 

Ca’ <Ae, <Jrc. 

Ghaist nor bogle shalt thou fear; 
Thou’rt to love and heaven sae dear, 
Js’ocht of ill may come thee near. 

My bonnie dearie. 

Ca’ the, SfC. 

Fair and lovely as thou art. 

Thou hast stown my very heart; 

1 can die — but canna part, 

My bonnie deturie. 

Ca’ the, St'c. 


SHE SAVS SHE LOES ME BEST OF A’. 
Tune— “ Onagh’t Water-fall." 

SAE flaxen were her ringlets, 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchinglv o’er-arching 
Twa laugning een o’ bmnie blue. 


Her smiling sae wyllng. 

Wad make a wretch forget his wo ; 

What pleasure, what treasure. 

Unto these rosy lips to grow ! 

Such was my Chloris’ bonnie face. 

When first her bonnie face I saw ; 

And aye my Chloris’ dearest charm. 

She says she lo’es me best of a’. 

Jjike harmony her motion 
Her pretty ancle Is a spy 

Betraying fair proportion, 

VVad mak a saint forget the sky. 

Sac warming, sae charming. 

If. r f li.ltli.i f..rm, and gracefu’ air; 

Ilk le.iiur,-— aul'l naiure 

Declar’d that she could do nae malr : 

Hers are the willing chains o' love, 

By conquering beauty’s sovereign law ; 

-\md aye my Chloris’ dearest charm, 

•She says she lo’es me best of a’. 

I.et others love the city. 

And gaudy show at sunny noon ; 

Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising moon ; 

Fair iKiaming, and streaming. 

Her silver light the boughs amang ; 

While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush concludes her sang : 

There, dearest Chloris, wilt thou rove 
By wimpling Imrn and leafy shaw. 

And hear mv vows o’ truth and love. 

And say inou lo'es mo best of a’ 1 


SAW YE MY PHELY. 


(Quaei dicat Phillis.) 

Tune—** When the earn ben she babbit. " 


O SAW ye my dear, my Phely ? 

O saw VO my clear, my Phely ? 

She’s clown i’ the grove, slie’s wi’ anew love. 
She winna come bame to her Willy. 

What says she, my dearest, my Phely A 
VV'hat says she, my dearest, my Phely ? 

She lets thee to wit that she has thee forgot. 
And for ever disowns thee her Willy. 

O had I ne’er seen thee, my Phely 1 
O had 1 ne’er seen thee, my Phely 1 
As light as the air, and fause as thou’s fair, 
TJjou’s broken the heart o' thy Willy. 


SONG. 


Tune — ** Cauld Kail in Aberdeen." 


HOW long and dreary is the night. 
When 1 atn frae my dearie ; 

I restless lie frae e’en to morn, 

Tho* I were ne’er sae weary. 

CHORUS. 

For oh, hvr lanely nighie are lang : 

And oh, her dreams are eerie ; 
And oh, her widow'd heart ia sair. 
That's absent J'rae her dearie. 

When I think on the lightsome days 
I spent wi' thee my dearie; 

And now what seas between us roar. 
How can I be but eerie ? 

For oh, Ji'c. 

How slow ye move, ye heavy hours; 

The joyless day how dreary 1 
It was na sae ye glinted by. 

When 1 was wi’ my deurie. 

For oh, iS(C. 

F 2 



BUB.nra* 


SONG. 

Tune — "Duncan Gray." 

LET not woman e'er complain, 

Of inconstancy in love ; 

Let not woman e’er complain. 

Fickle man U apt to rove : 

Look abroad through Nature’s range. 
Nature’s mighty Taw is change ; 

Ladies, would it not l>c strange, 

Man should then a monster prove ? 

Mark the winds, and mark the skies ; 
Ocean's ebb, and ocean’s flow ; 

Sun and moon but set to rise. 

Round and round the seasons go. 

Whv then ask of silly man. 

To oppose great Nature’s plan ? 

We’ll be constant while we can— 

You can be no more, you know. 


THE LOVER’S MORNING SALUTE 
TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Tune—" DcU lak the Wart." 

S LEEP’ST thou, or wak’st thou, fairest creature; 

Rosy mom now lifts his eye. 

Numbering ilka bud which "Nature 
Waters wi’ the tears o’ joy : 

Now through the leafy woods, 

.\nd by the recking floo<ls ; 

Wild Nature’s tenants, freely, gladly stray ; 

The linlwhito in his liower 
Chants o’er the breathing flower ; 

The lav’rock to the sky 
Ascends wi’ sangs o’ joy, 

While the sun and thou arise to bicss the day. 

Phoebus gilding the brow o’ morning, 

Ranlshcs ilk darksome shade, 

Nature gladdening and adorning ; 

Such to me my lovely maid. 

■When absent firae my fair. 

The '.nurky shades o’ care 
With starless gloom o’ercast my sullen sky; 

But when, m beauty's light, 

She meets my ravish’d sight 
When through my very heart 
Her beaming glories dart ; 

Tis then I wake to life, to light, and joy. 


THE AULD MAN. 

Bnt lately seen in gladsome green 
The woods rejoice the day. 

Through gentle showers the laughing flowers 
In double pride were gay : 

But now our ioys are fled. 

On winter blasts awa ! 

Yet maiden May, In rich array. 

Again sliall bring them a’. 

But my white pow, nae kindly thowe 
Shall melt tne snaws of age ; 

My trunk of cild, but buss or bleld. 

Sinks in time’s wintry rage. 

Oh, an baa weanr davs. 

And nights b’ sleepless pain 1 

Thou golaen time o’ youthfu’ jprime. 

Why com’st thou not again I 


SONG. 

Tone—" My Lodging is on the cold ground." 

MY Chloris, mark how green the groves. 

The primrose banks how fair : 

The balmy galas awake the flowers. 

And wave thy flaxen hair. 


POBIVES. 

I The lav'rock shuns the palace gay. 

And o’er the cottage sings : 

For nature smiles as sweet I ween. 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Let minstrels sweep the skilfu’ string 
In lordly lighted ha’ : 

The shepherd stops his simple reed. 

Blithe, in tlie birken shaw. 

The princely revel m.ny surrey 
I >iir riisllc il in. e u i’ ..rn ; 

But lie Ihr-ir lii'.u 1.. .<1 ligbl itt'liri 
Beneath the railk-whlie thorn c 

The shepherd, in the flowery glen. 

In shepherd’s plirase will woo : 

The courtier tells a finer tale, 

I But is his heart as true ? 

These wlld-woml flowers I've pu’d, to deck 
That spotless breast o’ thine : 

The courtiers’ gems mity witness love— 
But 'tis na love like mine. 


SONG, 

Altered from an old English one. 

IT was fhe chirmlng mouth of Mav, 
1.1.11 all ill.. il...v r» were and gis. 

One m rirK..-. bv ll.c Ine'ik nl <1 ii, 

1 In. . uuiliiul, cliariuiMg CMoe , 

From peaceful slumbers .she arose, 

Gilt oil her mantle and her hose, 

•Viid o'er the llow’ry mead she goes, 

I'he youthful, charming Chlue. 

CHORUS. 

Lot’fh/ fva.i she by the dati'n, 
Yn'ithfttl Chine, rhnetnin^’ Chloe, 

1 the i.f.i>ly /.M. -I. 

The yi-uthjul, tajiviiing I nlue. 

The feather’d people, you might see 
IVrch’il all around on every tree, 

In note.s of sweetest melody, 

'J'hey hail the charming Chloe ; 

Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 

The glorious sun began to rise, 

Out -ri vail’d by the radiant eyes 
Of youthful, rharniimf f’hloe. 
le iily ii’js she, Af. 


LASSIE VVr THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS. 


Tunc — " Rothemurchie's Rant." 
CHORUS. 

Lassie fvi’ the lint-n’hiie locks, 

Ronnie lassie, artless lassie. 

Wilt thou wi' me tent thejlocks. 

Will thou be my dearie, O f 

Now nature deeds the flowery le.a, 

And a’ is young and sweet like thee ; 

I , O wilt thou share its joys wi’ me, 
i And say thou’lt lio mv dearie, O ? 

j Lassie wi’, i^c. 

j And when the welcome simmer-shower 
I Has cheer’d ilk drooping little liower 
i We’ll to the breathing woodbine bower 
' At sultry noon, my dearie, O. 

Lassie wl’, tVc. 

When Cynthia lights, wl’ silver ray, 

The weary shearer’s hameward way ; 
Through yellow waving fields we’ll stray, 
And talk o’ love, my dearie, O. 

Lassie wV, S,'c. 

And when the howling wintry blast 
j Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest ; 

! Enclasped to mv faithfu’ breast, 
j I’ll comfort thee, my dearie, O. 
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avitia'sv voBiiis« 


Lattie tvf the Uni-white locks, 
Bonnie kune, artless Uusie, 

O wilt thou ni’ me tent thejlocks. 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O t 


SONG. 

Tune — “ Nancy's to the Greenwood, ” Sfc. 

FAREWELL thou stream that winding flows 
Around Eliza’s tlwelling ! 

0 ineni’ry ! spare the cruel throes 
Within my bosom swelling : 

Condemn'd to drag a hopeless chain. 

And yet in secret languish. 

To feel a tire in ev’ry vein. 

Nor dare disclose luy anguish. 

I.ove’s veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover : 

The bursting sigh, th’ unweeting groan. 
Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou dp.-<m’'-f me to despair, 

N' t «iii, nor i .in-i relieve me. 

Jl.ii ..b, Kli/J, be.u on.- pt,i...r, 

Kor pliy B auke forgive me. 

'I'he music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav’d me ; 

I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear’d, 

Till fears no more had sav’d mu 

Th’ unwary sailor thus aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing; 

Mid circling horrors sinks at last 
In overwhelming ruin. 


DUET. 

Tune— “ The Sow’s Tail,” 

He—0 PHII.LY, happy be that dav 

When roving tlirough the gather'd hay 
My youthfu’ heart was stown away. 

And by thy charms, my I’hilly. 

She—0 Willyj aye I bless the grove 

Where first I own’d my maiden love, 
A^^ulc thou didst pledge the Powers abovi 
To be my ain derfJr VVilly. 

He — .\.s songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 

.So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 

i'/ir—As on the brier the budding rose 

Still richer breathes, and fairer blows, 

So in my tender liosom grows 
The love 1 bear my \Villy. 

He — The milder sun and bluer sky. 

That crown my harvest care-s wi' joy. 
Were ne’er sae welcome t^ my eye 
As IS a sight o’ Philly. 

SAr— The little swallow’s wanton wing. 

Though wafting o’er the flowery spring. 
Did ne’er to me sic tiding bring. 

As meeting o’ my Willy. 

-He— The bee that through the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower, 
Com])ar’d wi’ my delight Is pour. 

Upon the lips o’ Philly. 

S/if— The woodbine in the dewy weet. 

When evening shades in silence meet, 

Is not sae fragrant or sae sweet 
As is a kiss o’ Willy. 

He—Ijct fortune’s wheel at random rin. 

And fools may tine, and knaves may win ; 
My thoughts are a’ bound up in ane. 

And that’s my ain dear Piiilly. 

SAc— What’s a’ the joys that gowd can gie ! 

I care nae wealth a single file ; 

The lad I love’s the lad for me. 

And that’s my ain dear Willy. 


SONG. 

Tune — “Lumps o’ Puddimj." 

CONTENTED wi’ little, and cantie wi’ mair, 
M'hene’er 1 forgather wi’ sorrow and care, 

! I gie them a skelp, as they’re creepin’ alang, 

^V :’ a cog o’ guid swats, and an auld Scotish sang. 

I whylcs claw the elbow o* troublesome 'I’hought ; 
But m.rn is a .•oi.'i r, .ind life is a faugbt 
M\ .iiiiih aiiil cuid liumi'iir are ciiii in mv P'-ic l<. 
And my F'n-i l■■ll^» iny lairdstiip nae inonari h il ire 
touch. 

A l■■wmr■nd tr-vuMo, sb.'.iiIJ that be my fa’, 

A iiiciit o' giiid II ll•.vvs|,,|• .uutlierB ii a' 

\\ Inn at the bliilie end ./ nur j /urruv .U l isi, 

Wli.i .#le di.ll ever ilni ks u' iln- ru.id Vu- ha.i p.i I -* 

Blind f’b 111.-0. li t hi r sn ipppr and stoyte on her way, 
B.' I I'l iiie, |.i ’i i'r ii me, L'ln li-i ihe jade gie 
r .11.. . i^e, i-r < l■ll'l, tr.vv ,il ; I oii^ I'll .I'liTi?, "ir j'Tin, 
I .tiv VI iru v\ord ii — "Welconie, .inJ home ignii” 


CAN.«IT THOU LEAVE ME THUS, 
MY KATV? 


Tune—*' Roy’s Wife.” 


CHORUS. 

r.m./ Irav.- me thuo, my Kafy * 

I ,i r / lie III, ihin. 1,1,1 l\ ,, , r 

■Wi'/t thou kiMtv'st my nchtn(' heart. 

And const thou leave me thus for pity ? 

IS this thy plighted, fond rcgOTfl, 

'riiiis . iui ily ii> lull, nil K.iiv i' 

I« ihis ihy taitbfiil swain’s reward — 

.\n ai.liing, Iroliin heart, my Kifty ^ 

I ansi thou, .Vi. 

Farewell ! and ne’er such sorrows tear 
That fickle heart'of thine, my Katy ! 
Thou may'st find tliose will love thee dear— 
Bui not a love like mine, my Katy. 

Const thou, (ii'c. * 


MY NANNIE’S AW A. 

Tune — “ There'll never he peace,” J! <"• 

NOW in her green mantle blithe nature arrays, 
And listens tlie lambkins that bleat o’er the braes. 
While birds warble welcome in ilka groen shaw ; 
But to me it’s dclightlcss — my Namiie’s awa. 

The snaw-drap and primrose our woodlands adorn, 
And violets bathe in the weet o’ the morn ; 

They pain my sad bosom sae sweetly they blaw. 
They mind me o' Nannie— and Nannie’s awa. 

Thou lav’rock that springs firae the dews of the lawn, 
7'he shepherd to warn o’ the gray-breaking dawn. 
And thou mellow mavis that hails the night-fa’. 
Give over for pity— my Nannie’s awa. 

('Ionic autumn, sae pensive, in yellow and gray. 
And soothe me ffi’ tidings o’ nature’s decay ; 

'f he dark, dreary winter, and wild-driving snaw 
A lane can delight me— now Nannie’s awa. 


FOR A’ THAT AND A’ THAT. 


IS there, for honest poverty. 

That hangs hfs head, and a’ that ; 
'rhe coward-slave, we pass him by. 
We dare be poor for a’ that ! 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Our toil’s obscure, and a* that, 
The rank is but the guinea’s stanii>, 
'The man’s the gowd for a’ tliat. 
F3 



oa 


BVltirS’ POBMS. 


What though on hamely fare we dine. 
Wear hoddln’ gray, and a' that ; 

(lie fools their silks^ and knaves their wine, 
A man’s a man tor a* that ; 

For a that, and a’ that. 

Their tinsel w, and a’ that ; 

Tl»e honest man, though e’er sae poor. 

Is king o’ men for a’ that. 

Ye see yon birkie, ca’d a lord, 

Wha struts, and stares, and a’ that ; 
Though hundretls worship at his word. 
He’s but a coof for a’ that : 

For a’ that, and a that. 

His riband, star, an<l a that. 

The man of independent mind. 

He looks emd laughs at a’ that. 

A prince can mak a belted knight, , 
A marquis, duke, and a’ that; 

But an honest man’s aboon his might, 
(iuid faith he inauna fa' that! 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

Their dignities, aitd a’ that. 

The pith o’ sense, and jiride o’ worth. 

Are higher ranks than a’ tliat. 

Then let us pray that come it may. 

As come it will for a’ that. 

That sense and worth, o’er a’ the earth. 
May bear the gree. and a’ that. 

For a’ that, and a’ that. 

It’s coming yet, for a' that, 
l^at man to man, the wa' ld o’er, 

Shall brothers be for a’ that. 


SONG. 

Tune — “ Craigie-burn-rvood.” 

SWEET fa’s the eve on Oraigie-burn, 
And blithe awakes the inurruw. 

But a’ the pride o' spring’s return 
Can yield me noebt but sorrow. 

I tee the flowers and spreading trees, 

1 hear the wild (lirds singimr ; 

But what a weary wight can please, 

And care bis bosom wringing 

Fain, fain would I my griefs iinjiart. 

Yet dare na for your anger ; 

But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conc.eal it lunger. 

If thou refuse to pity me. 

If thou Shalt love anither. 

When yon green leaves fade frae the tree. 
Around my grave they’ll wither. 


SONG. 

Tune— “ Lei me in (hit ae night. * 

O LASSIE, art thou sleeping yet ? 

Or art thou wakln’, I would wit •' 

For love has bound me, hand an 1 lit, 
And I would fain be in, jo. 


CHORUS. 


0 M me in IhU ae night. 
This ae, or, ae night : 
For piVy « sake this ae riif; 

O rise and let me in, Jo. 




Thou hear'st the winter wind ami wc<>t, 
Nae star blinks through the driving sleet ; 
Tak pity on my weary feet, 

And shitld me frae the rain, jo. 

O lei me in, S(c. 

The hitter blast that round me hlaws 
Unheeded howls, unheeded fa’s; 

The cauldness o’ thy heart’s the cause 
Of a ray grief and pain, jo. 

0 let me in, !fc. 


JIER ANSWER, 

O TELL na me o' wind and rain. 

Upbraid na me wi cauld disdain ! 

Gae back the gate ye cam again, 

JL wiima let you in, jo. 

CHORUS. 

/ tell 1 J 0 U non this ae night. 

This ae, ae, ae night ; 

And ancej'or a* this ac night, 

I winna let you in, Jo. 

The sncllest Mast, at mlrkest hours. 

That round the pathless wand’rer pours. 
Is noclit to what poor slie endures. 

That’s trusted faithless man, jo. 

/ tell you non, H'c. 

The sweetest flower that deck’d the mead, 
Now trodden like the vilest weeil ; 

I,et simple maid the lesson read. 

The weird may be her aln, jo, 

1 tell you now, ^c. 

The bird tint rbarin’il his sumraer-flay. 

Is ii ■* 111-’ . roi I ro*li.i’t prev ; 

1.1 1 w .ili-.t, iMi.-lmg wonmn say 
How all tier fate's the same, jo, 

1 tell you flow, <Vc. 


ADDRESS TO THE WOODLARK. 

Tunc— “ Where’ll honnie Ann lie or, " Lock 
Eroch-Side.” 


' O STAY, sweet warbling woodlark, stay, 
1 Nor quit for ino the trembling spray, 

, A hapless lover courts thy lay, 
j Thy soothing, fond complaining. 

I Again, again that tender part, 

' That I may iratch thy meltlAg art ; 

I For surely that wad touch her heart 
I Wha kills me wi’ disdaining. 

I Say, was thy little mate unkind, 

I .Viiil heard thee u.h the careless wind ’ 
Och, noch’t hut love and sorrow join’d, 

I 5Sic notes o’ wo could wauken. 

j Thou tells o’ never-ending care ; 

' O’ speechless grief, and dark despair ; 
j For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair, 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 


ON CHLORIS BEING JLR 

'I'unc— Aye rvakin', O. ' 
CHORUS. 

J.ong, tong the night. 

Heavy comes the morrow. 
White my sinil's delight 
Is on her bed oj" sorrow. 

C.\N I cease to care ? 

Can I cease to languish, 
While my darling fair 
I» on the couch of anguish ? 

Long, ^e. 

Every hope Is fled, 

Every fear is terror ; 

Slumber even I dread. 

Every dream is horror, 

Ltmg, <H-c. 

Hear me, Pow’rs divine ! 

Oh; In nity hear me ! 

Take augnt else of mine. 

But iiiy ChlorU spare me ? 

Long, dfc. 



SONG. 


BUXtirS) 


Tune—" Humour t nf Glen.” 

THKIllRToves o’ sweet xnyitle let foreign lands 
rei’kon, [ftimp, 

'Vhere brigiit-lH'aming summers exalt the per- 

F.tr dearer to me yon lone glen o’ green hretican, 
\Vi' the burn stealing under the lang yellow 
broom. 

Tar dearer to me are von humble broon» bowers, . 
Where the blue-bell tpid gowan lurk lowly un 
scon : 

For there, lightly tripping airiang the wild flowers, 
A-Listening the linnet, aft wanders my Jean. 

Though rich is the breeae in their gay sunny valleys 
And canid Caledonia’s blast on the wave ; 

'I'heir sweet-scented woodlands tliat skirt the 
proud palace, [slave ! 

What are they ? The haunt of the tyrant and 

The slave’s spicy forests, and gold-bubbling foun- 
tains. 

The brave Caledonian views wi’ disdain ; 

He wanders as free as tile winds of his mountains. 
Save love's willing fetters, the chains o’ his Jean. 


SONG. 

Tune—" Laddie, He near me.” 

’TWAS na her honnle blue e’e was my ruin ; 

Fair though she be. tbot wis ne’er mv inidning* 

■ I'aas ibe Jeir -nnl.. i. Ii. ri nm b tU dul ml■l•1 >■-, 

■ 1 wu* the ben H( bmg, e weel, down gl.nue kind. 

ness. 

Sair do I feai; that to hope is denied me, 

Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me ; 

Hut though fell fortune should fate us to sever, 
Oiievii shall she he in my bosom for ever. 

Mary, I’rn thine wi’ a passion sincerest. 

And thou hast plighted me love o' tiie dearest ! 

And thou'rt the angel that never can alter, 
booner the sun in his motion would falter. 


ALTERED FROM AN OLD ENGLISH 
SONG. 

Tune — " John Andemon my jo,” 

HOW cruel are the parents 
Who riches only prize. 

And to the wealthy boobj, 

I’oor woman sacrifice. 

Meanwhile the hajilcs-s daughter 
Has but a choice of strife ; 

To shuu a tyrant father’s hate, 

Become a wretched wife. 

The ravening liawk pursuing, 

The trembling dove thus flies, 

To shun impelling ruin 
A while her pinions tries; 

Till of escape despairing, 

No shelter or retreat, 

She trusts the ruthless falconer, 

And drops beneatlr his feet. * 


SONG. 

Tune— “ Dnl tak the mare.” 

MARK yonder pomp of costly fashion, 
Round the wealthy, titled bride : 

1 ut when compar'd with real passion, 
I'oor is all that princely pride. 

What are the showy treasures ? 

What are the noisy pleasures ? 

' he gay, gaudy glare or vanity and art : 
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The polish’d Jewel’s blaze 
■ May draw the Wond’ring gaze. 

And courtly grandeur bright 
The fancy may delight. 

But never, never can come near the heart. 

But did you see my dearest Chloris, 

In simplicity’s array ; 

Lovely as yonder sweet opening flower is. 
Shrinking fruni llie gaze nfiiaj. 

then, tiie lie.irt alarming. 

And all resistless charming. 

In I.o»e’8 delightful fetters she chains the wlU 
ling M-iil ' 

.\rriliili.-n uouhl disown 
'I be wi-rid H iin;ieri.il cronn, 

Kven Av.arice would deny 
His worshipn’d deity, 

Agd feel througti every vein Love's raptures lolL 


SONG. 

Tune—" This is no my ain Hoiut.” 


CIIOEUS. 

O this is no my ain lassie, 

Fair fhi'ueh the lassie he ; 

O meet ken I my ain lassie. 

Kind love is tn her e’e 

I SEE a form, I see a face, 

Ye weel may wi’ the fairest plac c • 

It wants, to mo, the witching grace. 

The kind love ihat’s in her e’e. 

O this is m, lS c. 

She's bonnie, lilooming, straught, .ami tall, 
Anti lang has had my heart in thrall ; 

And aye it charms my very saul. 

The kind love that’s in her e’e. 

O this is no, Dec. 

A thief sae pawkle is my Jean, 

To steal a blink, by a’ unseen ; 

But gleg as light are lovers’ eon, 

Wneu kind love is in tlie e’e. 

0 this is no, lire. 

It may escape the courtly sparks, 

It may esoajie the learned cleiks; 

But weel the watching lover marks 
The kind love that’s in the e’e. 

0 this is no, S, c. 


TO MR. CUNNINGHAM. 

SCOTISH SON(;. 

NOW spring has clad the groves in green. 
And strew'd the lea wi' flowers; 

The furrow’d, waving coni is seen 
Rejoice in fostering showers ; 

'iVlille ilka tiling in nature join 
Their sorrows lo forego, 

O why thus all alone arc mine 
The weary steps of wo I 

The trout within yon wimpling burn 
Glides swift, a sUvqr dart, 

And safe beneath the shady thorn 
Defies the angler’s art : 

My life was ance that careless stream. 
That wanton trout was I ; 

But love, wi’ unrelenting beam. 

Has scorch’d my fountains dry. 

The little flow’ret’s peaceful lot. 

In vonder cliff that grows, 

Which, save the linnet’s flight, I wot,. 

Nae ruder visit knows, 

Was mine; till love has o’er me past. 
And blighterl a' my bloom, 

And now beneath the withering blaat 
My youth and joy consuiije. 
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The waken'd lavVock warbUng springa. 

And climb* the early sky. 

Winnowing blithe her dewy wings 
In morning’s rosy eye ; 

As little reckt I sorrow’s power. 

Until the flowery snare 
O’ witching loVe, In luckless hour. 

Made me the thrall o’ care. 

O had my fate been Greenland snows. 

Or Afric’s burning zone, 

Wi’ man and nature leagu’d my foes, 
fio Peggy ne’er I’d known. 

The wretch whase doom Is, " hope nac mair, 
miat tongue his woes can tell ! 

Within whase bosom, save despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell. 


SCOTISH SONG. 


O BONNIE was yon rosy britar. 

That blooms sae far frae haunt o’ man ; 
And bonnie she, and ah, bow dear ! 

It shaded frae the e'cuiii’ sun. 

Yon rosebuds in the morning dew, 

Ilow pure amang the leaves sae green ; 
But purer was the lover’s vow 
They witness'd in their shade yestreen. 

All in its rude and prickly bower. 

That crimson rose, how sweet and fair ! 
But love is far a sweeter flower 
Amid li&j’s thorny path o’ care. 

The pathless wild, and wimpling burn, 
Wl' Chloria In my arms, be mine ; 

And 1, the world, nor wish, nor scorn, 

Its joys and griefs alike resign. 


WRITTEN on a blank leaf qf a copy of his Poems , 
presented to a Lady, nthom he had often eMnuUJ 
under the name qf Chloris. 

'TIS Friendship’s pledge, roy young, fair 
Nor thou the pfl refuse, LPtienci, 

Nor with unwilling ear attend 
The moralizing muse. 

.^Ince thou, in all thy youth and charms. 

Must bid the world adieu, 

(A world 'gainst peace in constant arms) 

To join the friendly few. 

Since, thy gay mom of life o’ercast. 

Chill came the tempest’s lower : 

And ne’er misfortune’s eastom blast 
Did uip a fairer flower. 

Since lilb’s gay scenes must charm no more. 

Still much IS left behind; 

Still nobler wealth hast thou in store. 

The comforts qfthe mind! 

Thine is the self-approving glow, 

On conscious honour’s part ; 

And, dearest gift of heaven below. 

Thine tViendsbip’s truest heart. 

The joys refin’d of sense arid taste, 

With every muse to rove t 

And doubly were the poet blest 
These joys could he Improve. 


ENGLISH SONG. 

Tune — •* Let me in this ae night.” 

FOHLORN, my love, no comfort near. 
Far, far from thee, I wander here ; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe 
At which 1 most repine love. 


CHORUS. 

O merl thou, love, but near me. 

Hut near, near, near me ; 

Hotv kindly thou rvonldst cheer me. 
And mingle sighs rvith mine, love. 

Around me scowls a wintry sky, 

Th.it blasts each bud of hope and jov. 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I, 
Save in those arms of thine, love. 

O werL Sfc, 

Cold, alter’d friendship’s cruel part, 
To poison fortune’s ruthless dart-- 
I.et me not break thy faithful heart. 
And say that fate is mine, love. 

O wert, 

But dreary though the moments fleet, 
O let me think wo yet shall meet ! 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love. 

O wert, S(c. 


SCOTISH BALLAD. 

Tune—" The Lothian Lassie.’ 

I-.\.ST May a braw wooer cam down the lang glen, 
.And sair wi’ his love he did deave me ; 

I said there was naething I hateil like men, 

The deuce gae wi’m, to believe me, believe me, 
Tlte deuce gae wi’ra to believe me. 

He spak o’ the darts in mv bonnie black e’en. 

And vow’d for my love he was dying , 

I said be might die when be liked, for .lean, 

Tbe lord lorgie mefor lying, for lying, 

The lord forgie me for lying ! 

A weel-stocked mailen, hlmscl’ for the laird. 

And marriage .alT-hand, were his proflers : 

1 never loot on that I kenn’d it, or car'd, 

But thought I might liae waur p.flers, waur offers, 
But thought I might hae waur olfcrs. 

But what wad ye think ? in a fortnight or less, 

The deil tak his taste to gae near her ! 

He up the lang loan to my blai k cousin Bess, 

Guess yc how, the jad ! 1 could bear her, could 
bear her, 

Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her. 

But a’ the nlest week as I fretted wi’ cate, 

I gaed to the trysteo’ Dalgarnock, 

And wha hut my fine fickle lover was there, 

1 glowr’d as I’d seen a warlock, a warlock, 

I glowr’d as I’d seen a warlock. 

Bnt owre my left shouther I gae him a blink, 
liost neebors might say I was saucy ; 

My wooer he caper’d as he’d been in drink. 

And vow’d 1 was his dear lassie, dear lassie, 

And vow’d I was his dear la.ssie. 

I spier’d for my cousin fu’ couthy and sweet. 

Gin she had recover’d her bearin’. 

And how her new shoon fit her auld shachl't feet. 
But, heavens ! how he fellaswearln’, aswearin’. 
But heavens i how he fell a swearin’, 

He begged, fbr Gudesakc ! I wad be his wife. 

Or else 1 wad kill him wi’ sorrow : 

8o e’en to preserve the poor body in life, 

I think I maun wetl him to-morrow, to-morrow, 

I think I maun wed him to morrow. 


FRAGMENT. 


Tune—" 2'he Caledonian Hunt’ Delight. 

WHY, why tell thy lover, 

Bliss he never must enjoy I 
Why, why undeceive him. 

And give all his hopes the lie ? 



STTItHrSV 

O why, while fancy, raptui*d, 8lumbcr«, 
Chloris, Chlori* all the theme; 

Why, why wouldst thou cruel, 
tVake thy lover from his dream ? 


UFA' FOR A LASS WI' A TOCHER. 
Tune— “ Balinamona < ra.“ 

A WA wi' your witchcraft o* beauty's alarms. 

The slender bit beauty you jfrasji in your arms : 

O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms, 

O, gie me the lass wi* the weel stockit farms. 

CHORUS. 

Then hey, for a last tvV a tocher, then hey for a 
hut tvi' a lorher, 

hey fur a last wi' a tocher; the nice yellow 
fTuineat for me. 

Your beauty’s a flower in the morning that blows. 
And wither* the faster, the faster it grows ; 

Hut the rajituruus charm o’ the bonnie green 
knowes, fjowcs. 

Ilk spring they're new deckit wi* bonny white 
Then hey, ilfc. 

And e’en when this beauty your bosom has blest. 
The brightest o’ beauty may cloy when possest ; 

Mut the sweet yellow darlings wi' Geordic imprest, 
1'he langer ye nae them— the mair they're carcst. 
Thc/t hey, iSJ c. 


SON(i 

Tune — " Here’s a health to them that’s awa, hiney.” 
CHORUS. 

Here’s a health fo ane. I lo'e dear. 

Here's a health to anc I lo’e dear ; 

Thou art sweet os the smile when fond lover’s meet, 
And sift at the jiarting tear — Jessy! 

A LTHOUGir thou maun never be mine. 
Although even hope is denied ; 

T's swtvit r f.ir thee d«.s|ia:ring. 

Tli.in iiiu’ht Ml (lie world beude-Jt -) ' 
Here's a health, (sc. 

I mourn through the gay gaudy day. 

As, hopeless, I muse on thy charins; 

But welcome the dream o' sweet slumber. 

For then I am lorkt in thy arms— .Jessy ! 
Here's a health, iS'C. 

I guess by tlie dear angel smile, 

I bv il 1 I >vi .r.'llim; : 

Hm wl.v iiifc-. I'll- tender • Mpte 

’Gaiii-l liirtmi. 's I'ell i ruel ilei rn — hs / ’. 
Here's a health, 


SONG. 

Tune— “ Rothermurchie’s Rant." 
CHORU.S. 

Fairest maid on Devon hanks, 

C rystal O' l'■>»I, whuling Dtvon, 

Wi/f thou /.II; Ih.tl frown asid*. 

And smile as llwu were wont fo do f 

FULL well thou know’st I love thee dear, 
t’ouldst thou to malice lend an ear ! 

O, did not love erclaim, “ Forbear, 

Nor use a faithful lover so ?" 

Fairest maid, S\'C. 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair. 

Those wonted smiles, O, let me share ; 
And by thy beauteous self I swear, 

No love but thine my heart shall know 
Fairest maid, Sfc. 


THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDY. 


CHORUS, 

Ronnie lassie, tvill ye go, mill ye go, mill ye go, 
Ronnie lassie, tvill ye go to the Birkt qj' Abe rftldy f 

NOW simmer blinks on flowery braes, 

An«l o’er the crystal streamlet plays, 

Come let us spend the lightsome days 
In the Birks of Aberfeldy. 

Donnie lassie, S(c. 

■\Vliilfi o’er their heads the hazels hing, 

'File little liirdics blythely sing. 

Or lightly flit on wanton wing 
In the Birks of Alierfeldy. 

Ronnie lassie, Ucc. 

• 

The braes ascend like lofty wa’s, 

'I'he fnyrpiiig stream deep roaring fy «. 

O'l r-hung «■’ rr.igiarit -pre uimK ■'bn o s, 

The UirkM.f AUrfelily. 

Bonnie lassie, JJ'r- 

The hoary clifT s are crown’d wi’ flowers. 
White o'er the linns the burnie pours, 

An<l rising weets wi’ misty showers 
The Birks of Aberfeldy. 

Ronnie lassie, Sec. 

I et fortune’s gifts at random flee, 

’1 lies net r »h ill draw .1 u i.h true me, 
^upreiii.lv Ml .t wi' love .mil ilu-i.-. 

Ill the Birk". of .MieifclJv. 

Bo, mil lassie, Ai. 


STAY, MY CHARMER, CAN YOU 
LEAVE ME? 

Tunc— “ An Gillie dubh ciar-dhubh." 

STAY, my charmer, can you leave me ? 
t.'rufl, cruel to deceive me ! 

Well you know how much you grieve me ; 
Cruel cluirmer, can you go ? 

Cruel charmer, can ytm go ? 

By niy love so ill requited ; 

By the faith you fondly plighted ; 

By the pangs of lovers sligntetl ; 

1)0 not, do not leave me so ! 
iJo not, do not leave me so 1 


STRATIIALLAN’8 LAMENT 


THICKEST night o’erhang my dwelling ! 

Howling tempests o’er me rave 1 
Turbid torrents, wintry swelling. 

Still surround my lonely cave ! 

(’rystal streamlets, gently flowing. 

Busy haunts of b.ase mankind. 

Western breeze*, softly blowing. 

Suit not my distracted mind. 

In the cause of right engaged. 

Wrongs injurious to redress. 

Honour s war we strongly wagetl. 

But the heavens denied success. 

Ruin’s wheel has driven o’er us. 

Not a hope that dare attend, 

The wide world is all before us— 

But a world without a friend ! 


THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER. 
Tune—*' Morag.’ 

LOUD blaw the frosty breezes, 

'The snaws the mountains cover ; 

, Like winter on me seizes. 

Since my young Highland Rover 
Fax wanders nations over. 
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Birit»rs9 

Wh«re'er he go, where'er he stray, 

May Heaven be Ins warden ; 

Return him safe to fair Stratlispey, 

And bonnie Castle-Gordon ! 

The trees now naked proaninK, 

Shall soon wi' leaves he hinging. 

The birdies dowie moaning, 

Shall a* be Ijhthly singing. 

And every flower he springing. 

8ae I'll rejoice the lee-lang day. 

When by his mighty warden 

Aly yonfh s return’d to fair Strathsjrey, 

And bonnie Castle (Jordon. 


RAVING WINDS AROUND HER 
BLOWING. t 

Tune— “ STGrigor qfRuaro't Lament.” 

HAVING winds around her blowing. 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 

Isabella stray'd tleploring. 

“ Farewell, hours that late did measure 
Sunvhine days of joy and ple.asiire ; 

Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow. 
Cheerless night that knows no morrow. 

“ O’er the past too fondly wandering. 

On the hopeless futtirc pondering ; 

(dully grief my life-blood freezes. 

Fell despair my fancy seiaes. 

Life, thou soul of every blessing, 
lyoad to misery most distressing, 

() how gladly I’d resist thee, 

And to dark oblivion join thee 1” 


MUSI.NG ON THE ROARING OCEAN. 

Tune — *' Druimion duih.” 

MURING on the roaring ocean. 

Which divides my love and me; 
Wavying Heaven in warm devotion. 

For tiis weal where’er he be. 

Hope and fear’s aliemafe billow 
Yielding late to nature's law ; 

Whisp’ring spirits round my pillow 
Talk of him that's far awa. 

Ye whom sorrow never wounded. 

Ye who never shed a tear, 
Care-untroubled, joy-surrounded. 

Gaudy day to you is dear. 

Gentle night, do thou befriend me ; 

Downy sleep the curtain draw ; 

Spirits kind, again attend me. 

Talk of him that s far awa f 


BLITHE WAS SHE. 


HORUS. 

Blithe, blithe and merry rvae the, 
Blithe woe $he but and ben : 

Blithe by the hanks qf Rrn, 

And blithe in Olenlurit Glen. 

By Oughtertyre grows the aik. 

On Yarrow banks, the birken shaw ; 
But Phemle was a bonnier lass 
Than braes o' Yarrow ever saw. 
Blithe, dfc. 

Her looks were like a flower in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer mom ; 
She tripped by the banks of Krn, 

At light’s a bird upon a thorn. 
Blithe, 4c. 


POEMS. 

Her bonnie face it was as meek 
As ony lamb upon a lee ; 

The evening sun was ne'er sae sweet 
As was the blink o’ I’hemie’s c'e. 
Blithe, 4c. 

The Highland hills I’ve wander’d wide. 
And o’er the Lowlands I bae been ; 
But Phemie was the blithest lass 
That ever irtnl the dewy green. 
Blithe, 4c. 


A ROSE-BUD BY MY EARLY WALK. 

A ROSE-BUD by my early walk, 

A down a corn-enclosed hawk, 

Sae gently bent its thorny stalk, 

Alt on a dewy morning. 

Ere twice the shades o’ dawn are fled. 

In a’ its crimson glory spread. 

And drooping rich the aewy head. 

It scents the early morning. 

Within the hush, her covert nest 
A little linnet fondly jirest. 

The dew sat chilly on her i)reast , 

Sae early in the rooming. 

She soon shall see her tender brood. 

The pride, the pleasure o’ the wrwl, 

Amang the fresh green leaves bedew’d. 
Awake the early morning. 

'so thou, dear bird, young Je.uiy fair, 

I In trcinl-ling »irini; or vo- .■! air, 

Slirtll -wtHilv pay ihe lendtr care 
That tents thy early morning. 

So thou, sweet rose-bud, young and gay, 
■vShalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 

And blos-s the parent’s evening ray 
That watch'd thy early morning. 


WHERE BRAVING ANGRY WINTER’S 
STORMS. 

Tune — “ Meil Oorv’s Lamentation fur Abercaint}/. 

WHERE bravinff angry winter’s storms, 
'fhe lofty Ochils rise, 

Far In their shade my Peggy’s charms 
First blest my wondering eyes. 

As one who by some savage stream, 

A lonely gem surveys, 

Astonish’d, doubly marks Its beam. 

With art’s most polish’d blaze. 

Blest be the wild, sequester’d shade, 

And blest the day and hour. 

Where Peggy’s charms I first survey’d. 
Where first I felt their pow’r ! 

The tyrant death with grim control 
May 8t;i/.e my fleeting breath ; 

But tearing Peggy from my soul 
Must be a stronger death. 


TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY. 
Tune—" Invercald'e Reel.” 


CHORUS. 

O Tibbie, / hae teen the day. 

Ye rvonld nae been sae shy 
For laik o’ gear ye lightly me 
But, tronth, 1 care nd by. 

YESTREEN I met you on the moor. 
Ye spak na, but gaea by-Iike stoure: 
Ye geek at me because I’m poor, 

But flent a hair care I. 

O Tibbie, I hae, Jife. 
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BUSLTrSf POSXMES. 


I doubt ni, lus, but ye may think. 
Because ye hae the name o' clink. 

That ye can please me at a -wink. 
Whene’er ye like to try. 

O 'IVibie, I hae, S^c, 

But sorrow tak him that’s sae mean. 
Although his jKjuch o’ coin were clean, 
Wha follows onie saury queen 
That looks sae proud and high. 

O Tibbie, I hae, t'| c. 

Althouch a lad were e’er sae smart. 

If lhat he want the yellow dirt, 

^'e’ll cast your head anither airt. 

And answer hun f\i’ dry. 

O Tibbie, 1 hae, d(c. 

But if he hae the name o’ gear. 

Ve il fasten to him like a brier, 

'I'hough hardly he ibr sense i>r lear. 

Be better than the kye. 

0 Tibbie, I hae, 

But, Tibbie, lass, tak my advice, 

Vour iladdle’s gear inaks you sae nice ; 
The did a ane wad spier your price. 
Were ye as poor as I . 

O Tibbie, I hae, <^c. 

There lives a lass In yonder park, 

I would na gie her in her sark, 

For thee wi' a’ thy thousand mark ; 

Ye need na look sae high. 

O Tibbie, I hae, <Si c. 


CL ARINDA. 

CLARINHA, mistress of my soul. 
The measur’d lime is run ! 

The wreU h beneath the dreary pole, 
So marks his latest sun. 

'I'o what dark cave of froven night 
Shall iKKir Syl vander bie ; 

Bejiriv'd of thee, his life and light, 
Tlie sun of all his joy. 

We part— but by these precious drops 
Tnat fill thy lovely eves ! 

No other light shall guide my steps 
Till thy bright beams arise. 

She. the fair sun of all her scr, 

Has blest tny glorious day ; 

And shall a glimmering planet fi» 

My worship to its ray ^ 


THE DAY RETURNS, MY BOSOM 
BURNS. 

Tune— “ Seventh cf November.” 

THE day returns, my bosom burns. 

The hllssful day we twa did meet, 

Though winter wild in tempest toil’d. 

Ne'er summer-sun was half sae sweet. 

Than a’ the pride that loads the tide, 

And crosses o’er the sultry line ; 

Than kingly rolws, than crowns and glolies, 
Ileaven gave me more,— it made thee 

While day and night can bring delight. 

Or nature aught of pleasure give ; 

While joys above, my mind can move. 

For thee, and thee alone, I live ! 

When that grim foe of life below 
Comes in between to make us part ; 

The iron hand that breaks our band, 

It breaks my bliss,— it breaks my heart. 


THE LAZY MIST. 

THE laiy mist hangs from the brow of the hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark winding rill i 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, appear. 
As autumn to winter resigns the pale year 1 


The forests are leafless, the meadows are l.rown, 
And alt the gay ffapi)ery of summer is flown • 

Apart let me wander, apart let me muse. 

How quick time is flying, how keen fate pursues ; 
How long I have liv'd — but how much liv'd in vain : 
How little of life’s scanty span may remain ; 

What aspects, old Time, in his process, has worn ; 
What ties, cruel fate in my bosom nas torn. 

How foolish, or worse, till our summit is gain'd ! 
And downward, liow weaken’d, how darken'd, liow 
pain’d ! 

This life’s not worth having with all it can give, 
For something beyond it poor man sure must live. 


O, WERE I ON PARNASSUS’ HILL! 

Tune— “ My love it lost to me.” 

*0, WERE I on Parnassus’ hill 1 
Or had of Helicon my fiU ; 

'That I iiiicht cati h poetic skill, 

'.'’o -hig ho\i dear I love thee 
‘But Nilh inaun be my muse’s well. 

My muse maun be thy hotmle sel’ ; 

On Corsincon I'll glowr and spell. 

And write how dear I love thee. 

Then come, sweet muse, inspire my lay ! 
For a’ the lee-Iang simmer’s day, 

I coudna sing, I coudna say, 

How nmcti, how dear I love thee. 

1 see thee dancing o’er the green, 

Thy w.iist sae jimp, thy limns sae clean, 
Thy tempting lips, thy roraish een— 

By lieavey and earth I love tl>ee ! 

By night, by day, a-field, at hamo, 

’J'he thoughts o' thee my breast inflame ; 
And aye I muse and sing thy name, 

I only live to love thee. 

Though I were doom'd to wander on. 
Beyond the sea, beyond the sun. 

Till my last weary sand was run ; 

Till tlten— and then 1 love thee. 


OP A’ THE AIRTS. 

Tunc — Admiral Gordon' t Strqfhtpey.' 

OP a’ the airts the wind can blaw, 

I dearly like the west, 

For then; the bonnie lassie lives. 

The lassie 1 lo’e best : 

There wild woods ctow, and rivers row. 
And nionic a hill between ; 

But day and night my fancy’s flight 
Is ever wi’ my Jean. 

I see her in tl»e dewy flowers, 

1 sec her sweet and fair : 

1 hear her in the tunefu’ birds, 

I hear her charm the air ; 

There’s not a bonnie flower that springs, 

By fountain, shaw, or green. 

There’s not a bonnie bird that sings. 

But minds me o’ my Jean. 


THE BRAES O’ BALLOCHMYLE. 

TH E Catrine woods were yellow seen. 

The flowers decay’d on Catrine lee, 

Nae lav’rock sang on hillock green. 

But nature sicken’d on the e’e. 

Through faded grovee Maria sang, 

Hersel’ in beauty's bloom the while. 
And ayo the wild- wood eches rang, 
Fareweel the braes o’ Balloclimyle. 

Low in your wintry beds, ye flowers. 
Again, ye’ll flourish ftesh and fair ; 

Ye btrdies dumb, in with’ring bowers, 
Again ye ll charm the vocal air. 

But here alas I for me nae malr 

Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile } 
Fareweel the bonnie banks of A vr, 

Fareweel, fareweel 1 tweet B^lochmybk 
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BVitirs’ 


WILLIE BREW’D A PECK O’ MAUT. 

O WILLIE brew’d a peck o’ maut. 

And Hob and Allan cam to see ; 

Three blitlier hearts, that lee>lang night, 

Vc wad na find In Christendie. 

CHORUS. 

We are nafou, rue're na ihatjbu, 

Rutjuet a drappie in our e'e ; 

The cock nuty cram, the day may dam. 
And aye me'lt taete the barley brce. 

Here arc we met, three merry boys, 

Three merry boys I trow are we ; 

And motile a night we’ve merry been. 

And monie inae we hope to be ! 

We are nafou. See, 

It U the moon, I ken her horn. 

That's blinkin’ In the lift see hie; 

She shinei sae bright to wyle us haine. 

But, by my sooth, she’ll wait a wee ! 

We are nafou. Sec. 

Wl»a first shall rise to gang awa, 

A < uckold, coward loon is he ! 

\tnha last beside his chair shall fa'. 

He is the king amang us three ! 

We are nafou, (Ipc. 


THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE. 


I GAED a wacfu’ gate, yestreen, 

A gate, I fear, I'll dearly rue ; 

I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o’ bonnie blue. 

’Twas not her golden ringlets bright : 

Her Ups, like roses wat wl' dew, 

Her heaving bosom, lily-white ; — 

It was her een sae bonnie blue. 

She talk’d, she smil’d, mv heart she wyl’d. 
She chami'd my soul i wist na how'; 
Anil aye the stound, tlie deadly wound. 
Cam frae her een sae bonnie blue. 

But spare to speak, and spare to speed ; 

Sbe*y aiblins listen to my vow ; 

Should she refuse, I’ll lay my deM 
To her twa eeu sae bonnie blue. 


THE BANKS OF NITTI. 

Tune — “ Rabie Dona Gorach." 

THE Thames flows proudly to the sea. 

Where royal cities stately stand | 

But sweeU^r flows the Nith to me, 

Where Commins ant e had high command 
Wh-n shall I see that honour’d land. 

That winding stream I love so dear! 

Must wayward fortune’s adverse band 
For ever, ever keep me here ? 

How lordy, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Where spreading hawthorns rayly bloom ; 
How sweetly wind thy sloping dales. 

Where lambkins wanton through the broom ! 
Though wandering, now, must be my doom. 
Far from thy bonnie hanks and braes. 

May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days 1 


JOHN ANDERSON MY >0. 


JOHN Anderson my Jo, John, 
When we were irst acquent; 
Your locks^were like the raven, 
y Jur bonnie brow was brent ; 
But now your brow is held, John, 
Your locks are like the snow ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, 
John Andenon my Jo. 


BOSMS. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill theuitnerj 
And monie a canty day, John, 
We’ve l>ad wi* ane anither: 
Now we maun totter down, John, 
But hand In hand we’ll go, 

And sleep thegithcr at the foot, 
John Anderson my Jo. 


TAM GLEN. 

MY heart is a-breaking, dear Tittie, 

Sonic counsel unto me come len’. 

To anger them a’ is a P'ly: 

But what will I do wi’ Tam Glen ? 

I’m thinkin', wi’ sic a braw fellow. 

In poortith 1 might mak a fen’; 

What rare I itf riches to wallow. 

If I maunna marry Tom tileu ? 

There's I.owrie, the laird o’ Dnimmeller, 
“(iuid (lay to you," brute, be comes ben; 

He brags and he blaws o’ his siller. 

But when will he dance like Tara Glen ? 

My minnie does constantly deive me. 

Anil bids me tieware o’ young men ; 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me; 

But wha can think sae o’ Tam Glen ? 

My daddie says, gin 1 11 forsake him, 

He'll gie me guid hunder marks ten: 

But, if it’s ordain'd I maun tak him, 

O wha will I get but Tam Glen ? 

Yestreen at the Valentine’s dealing. 

My heart to my mou gied a steii ; 

For thrice I drew ane without failing. 

And thrice it was written, I'am Glen. 

The last Halloween I was wauken 
My droukit sark-slceve, as ye ken ; 

His likeness cam up the house staukin’, 
And the very gray breeks o’ Tain Gleul 

Come counsel, dear Tittle, don’t tarry ; 

I’ll gie you my bonnie black hen, 

Gi^e will advise me to marry 
Tile lad I lo’e dearly, Tam Glen. 


MY TOCHERS THE JEWBI* 


O MEIKLE thinks my luve o’ my beauty. 
And meikle thinks iny luve o’ iny kin; 

But little thinks my love I ken brawl. e, 

My Tocher’s the jewel has charms for him. 

It’s a’ for the apple ne’ll nourish the tree ; 

It’s a’ for the hiney he’ll cherish the ; 

My laddie’s sae meikle In luve wi' the siller. 
He cannu hae luve to spare for me. 

Your proUbr o’ luve’s an alrl-pennr, 

My Tocher’s the bargain ye wad buy ; 

But an ye be crafty, I am cunnin’, 

Sae ye wi’ anither your fortune maun try » 

Ye’re like to the timmer o’ yon rotten wooil. 
Ye’re like to the bark o’ yon rotten tree, 

Ye’U slip frae me like a knotlcss tlircad. 

And ye'll crack your credit wi’ mae nor me. 


THEN GUIDWIFB COUNT THE 
LA WIN. * 

OANE Is the day, and mirk’s the night. 

But we’ll ne’er stray for faute o’ light, 

For ale and brandy’s stars and moon, 

And bluid-red wine’s the rysin sun. 

CHORUS. 

Then guidtvife count the latvin, the tamin, the lamin, 
Then guidrvtfe count the iawin, and brin^ a soggis 
mair. 
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BTTKirsy 

There’* wealth and ease for f^entlemen. 

And semple-folk maun fccht and fen’ ; 

But here we’re a* in ae accord, 

For ilka man that's drunk’s a lord. 

Tlien guidtvife count, 

,Nfy rof^gie is a haly pool, 

That heals the wouiids o’ care and dool ; 

And pleasure is a wanton trout. 

An ye drink it a' ye'il find him out. 

Then guidwije '•ount, ^ c. 


WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIK DO 
WI AN AULD MAN. 

WHAT can a young lassie, what shall a young 
lassie. 

What can a young lassie do wi’ an auld man ? 
Bad luck on the pennlc that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an* Ian’ ! 

He’s always compleenin’ frae momin’ to e’enin’. 

He boasts and he hirples the weary day lang; 
He’s doylt and he’s dozen, his bluid it is frozen, 

O, dreary’s the night wi’ a crazy auld man ! 

He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers, 
I ttever can please him, do a’ that I cati ; 

He’s peevish and ioalous of a’ the young fellows : 

O, dtjol on the day I met wi’ an auld man.' 

Mv auld antie Katie upon me taks pity, 

Vll do my endeavour to follow her plan ; [him. 
I'll cross him, and wrack him, until 1 heart-break 
And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan* 


THE BONNIE WEB THING. 

BONNIE wee thing, cannie wee thing, 
l/ovely wee thing, wast thou mine, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom, 

Xx^st my jewel I should tine. 

WishAdly I look and languish 
In that bonnie face o’ thine; 

And my heart it stouiuis wi' anguish, 
l.est my wee thing be na mine. 

Wit, and grace, and love, and beauty. 
In ae constellation shine; 

To adore thee Is my duty, 

Goddess o’ UUs soul o’ mine ! 

Donnie nee, 4‘c. 


O, FOR ANE AND TWENTY, TAM! 

Tune— “ The Afoiuliemort." 

CHORUS. 

An' 0,for ane and tn’enty, Tam! 

An’ hey, tweei ane ami twenty, Tam ! 

I'll learn my kin a rattlin’ euvs, 

An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 

THEY snool me salr, and baud me down, 
An<l gar me look like bluntle Tam ! 

But three short years will soon wheel roun*. 
And tlieq comes ane and twenty, Tam ! 

An’ O, for ane, Sfc. 

A gleib o' Ian’, a claut o' gear. 

Was left me by my auntie, Tam; 

At kith or kin I neeantt spier. 

An I saw ane and twenty, Tam. 

An’ O, far ane, S;c. 

They'll hae me wed a wealthy coof. 

Though 1 mysei’ hae plenty, Tam ; 

But hear’st thou, laddie, there’s my loof, 

I’m thine at ane and twenW, Tam ! 

, An 0, for ane, 


BBSS AND HER SPINNING WHEEL. 

O LEEZE me on my spinning wheel, 

0 leeze me on my rock and reel ; 


POBM8. 

Frae tap to tae that deeds me blen. 

And haps me fiei and warm at e’en i 
I’ll set me down and sing and spin, 
While laigh descends the simmer sun. 
Blest wi’ content, and milk and meal— 
O leeze me on my spinning wheel. 

On ilka hand the bumies trot. 

And meet below my theekit cot; 

'i'he scented birk and hawthorn white 
Acniss the pool their arms unite, 

Alike to screen the birdie’s nest, 

.\nd little ti'-hes’ caller rest : 

'I lie him blinks kindly in the biel, 

Wliere blithe 1 turn my spinning wheel. 

On lofty aiks the cushats Wail, 

And echo cons the doolfu’ tale ; 

The lintwhites in the hazel braes, 
Ilklighted, rival ither’s lays : 

'I'he traik, amang the clover hay, 

'I'he p.iitrick whirrin’ o’er the ley, 

TIte swallow jinking round my shiel. 
Amuse me at iny spinning wheel. 

Wi’ sma* to sell and less to buy, 

Aboon distress, below envy, 

O wha wad leave this humble state. 

For a’ the pride of a’ the great It 
Amid their flarltig, idle toys. 

Amid their cumbrous, dinsomc Joys. 

Can they the peace anil pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinning wheel ? 


COUNTRY LASSIE. 

IN simmer when the hay was mawn, 

.And com wav’d green In ilka field. 
While clover blooms white o’er the lea, 
And ruses hlaw in ilka bield .* 

Blithe Bessie in the milking shiel, 

Says, I’ll lie wed, come tft what will ; 
Out spak a dame in wrinkled eild, 

“ U’ guid advisement comet nac ill. 

" It's ve hae wooeis mony ane, 

And lassie, ye’re but young ye ken j 
Tfien wait a wee, and cannie wale, • 

A routhie hut, a routhie ben : 

There’s Johnie o' the Buskie-gten, 

Fu’ is his bam, fu’ is his bvre ; 

Tak this frae me my bonnie hen. 

It’s plenty beets the luvePs fire.’* 

For Johnie o’ the Buskie-glen, 

I dlnna care a single flie;, 

He lo’es sae well his craps and kye. 

He has nae hive to spare for me : 

But blithe’s the blink o' Robie’s e’e, 

And weel 1 wat be lo'es me dear : 

Ae Mink o’ him 1 wad na gie 
P'or Buskie-glen and a' ^ gear. 

“ O thoughtless lassie, life's a faught ; 

The canniest gat^ the strife is tairi 
But aye fu’ han’t is f^itin best, 

A liungry care’s an unco care ; 

But some will spend, and some will spare. 
An’ wilfu' folk maun hae their will ; 
Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair. 

Keep mind that ye maun drink the yill. 

O, gear will buy me rfg* o' land, 

And gear will buy me sheep and kye j 
But the tender heart o’ leesoine luve, 

Tlie gowd and siller canna buy : 

We may be poor — llobie and I, 

Light is the burden luve lays on * 
Content and luve bring* peace and joy. 
What mail hae queens upon a thirone ? 


FAIR ELIZA. 

A Gaelic Air, 

TURN amln, ftou feir Elisa, 
Ae^ina blink before wc part» 
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Btrxtxrs’ POBMS. 


Rew on thy despairlnc lover ! 

<'anst thou break his faithfU’ heart? 
Tdm again, thou fair Eliza ; 

• If to love thy heart denies. 

For pity hide the cruel sentence 
Under friendship’s kind disguise ? 

Thee, dear maid, liae I offended ? 

'I'he offence of loving thee : 

Const thou wreck his peace for ever, 
Who for thine wad gladlv die ? 
While the life beats in iny bosoiii. 
Thou Shalt mix in ilka throe : 

Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow. 

Not the bee upon the blossom. 

In the pride o’ sinny noon ; 

Not the little sporting fairy, 

All beneath the simmer moon; * 
Not the poet in the moment 
^ Fancy lightens on his e’e, 

Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 
That thy presence gies to me. 


THE POSIE. 

O LUVE will venture in, where it daur na weel be 
seen, 

1 ) lu ve will venture In, where wisdom ance has been: 
Hut 1 will down yon river rove, amang the wood 
sue green, 

And a' to pu’ a posie to my aiu dear May. 

The primrose I will pu', tho firstling o’ the year. 
And 1 will pu’ the pink, the emblem o’ my dear, 
k or she’s the pink o’ womankind, and blooms with- 
out a peer ; 

And a’ to be a posle^o my ain dear May. 

I’ll pu’ the budding rose, when Phoebus peeps In 
view, 

For it's like a baumy kiss o’ her sweet bonnie mou ; 
'i’hc hyacinth 's for constancy wi’ its unchanging 
blue. 

And a' to be a posie to rny ain dear May. 

The lily it is pure, and the lily it is fair. 

And in her lovely bosom I'll place the lily there; 
'The daUy^ for simplicity and unatfecteil air. 

And a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

'I’he luiwthom I will pu', wi' its lock# o’ siller 
gray, 

Where, like an aged man, It stands at break o’ day, 
Rut the songster's nest within the bush 1 winna tak 
away; 

A iid a’ to be a posie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I will pu' when the e'ening star is 
near, 

And, the diamond -draps o’ dew shall be lier een 
sae clear : [wear. 

The violet ’» for modesty which weel she fa’s to 

And a’ to be a posie to my uin dear May. 

I’ll tie the posie round wi’ the silken hand o’ luve. 
And I’ll place it In her breast, and I'll swear by a’ 
above. 

That to my latest draught o’ life the band shall 
ne'er remove. 

And this will be a posie to my ain dear May. 


I'HE BANKS 0’ BOON. 

VE banks and braes o* bonnie Boon. 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair; 

How ran ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae weaiy, fu* o’ care ! 

Thou'lt break my heart, thou warbling bird. 
That wantons through tho flowering thorn : 

Thou minds me o’ departed joys. 

Departed never to return. 

Oft hac I rov’d by bonnie Boon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine. 

And ilka bird sang o’ its luve, 

.'.nd fondly sae md I o’ mine. 


Wl lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 
Fu’ sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
But my fiiuse luver stole my rose. 
And ah ! he loft the thorn wi’ mo. 


SONG. 

Tune— “ Catharine Offie.’* 

YE flowery banks o bonnie Doon, 

How can ye blurae sae fair, 

How can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae fu’ o' care ! 

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie Lird 
That sings upon the hough ; 

Thou minds me n’ the happy days 
When my fause luve was true. 

Thou’ll break my heart, thou bonnie bird 
That sings beside thy mate ; 

For sae I sat, and saeA sang. 

And wist na o’ my fate. 

Aft hae I rov’d by bonnie Boon, 

To see the wootlbine twine, 

And ilka bird sang o’ iU love. 

And sae did I o’ mine. 

Wi’ lightsome heart I pu’d a rose, 

Frae atf Its thorny tree. 

And tny fausc luver staw the rose, 

But left the thorn wi’ me. 


SIC A WIFE AS WILLIE IIAB. 


WILLIE IV-astle dwalt on Tweed, 

'The spot they ca’d it Linkumdoddie, 

Willie wa.s a wabster guid, 

Con’d stown a clue wi’ ony bodie; 

He had a wife was dour and din, 

O 'Tinkler Madgio wtu her mither ; 

CHORUS. 

S'k a wife ae Willie had, 

I tuad na’ gie a button for her. 

She has an e'o, she has but ant, 

The cat has twa the very colour ; 

Five rusty teeth, forbye a nump, 

A clapper tongue wad deave a miller ; 

A whiskin beard about her mou. 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither; 
Sic a ni/if Stc* / 

She’s bow-hough'd, she’s heln shlnn’d, 

Ae limpin' leg a hand -breed shorter ; 

She '8 twisted right, she’s twisted left. 

To balance fair In ilka quarter : 

.She has a hump upon her Veast, 

'Tho twin o’ that upon her sbouther 
Sic a wifi, Sfc. 

Auld baudrans by the Ingle sits. 

An’ wi’ her loaf her face a-washin’ ; 

But Willie’s wife is nae sae trig, 

She flights her grunzic wi’ a hushion ; 

Her walie nieves like midden creels, 

Her face wad fyle the Logan- Watyr ; 

Sic a wife a$ Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button Jbr her. 


GLOOMY BECEMBER. 

ANCE malr I hall thee, thou gloomy December I 
Ance malr I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care ; 
Sad was the parting thou maks me remember. 
Parting wT Nancy. Oh 1 ne’er to meet mair. 
..)d lovers’ parting is sweet palnftil pleasure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hour,* 
But the dire feeling, O fiirewell for ever, 

Is anguish unmingled and agony pure. 
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Wild a» thfi winter row tearing the forest. 

Till the last leaf o’ the summer is flown, 

Su<'h is the tempest has shaken my bosom. 

Since my last ljo|>c and last comfort is gone ; 

Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

Still shall I hail thee wi’ sorrow and care ; 

For sad was the parting thou makes me remember. 
Parting wi’ Nancy, Oh, ne’er to meet mair. 


TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 

' OF FINTRA, 

On Receiving a Favour. 

I C A LL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
fabled Muse miv suit a bard that feiLms ; 

I'm lid ot'inv lll'e’ iriv inli-iit I-urn», 

.\nd all the trlbine nf in\ he in niiirns. 

Tor luMiii I •■rih-il, g'iihliicai evi r'new, 

The gift siiil di. iri r, aa the giver jou. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light ' 
And all ye many sparkling stars of night; 

Jf aught that giver from my mind efface ; 

If I that giver's bounty e’er disgrace ; 

Then roll to me, along your wandering spheres, 
tJnly to number out a villain’s years.' 


HE'S FAIR AND PAUSE. 

SHE'S fair and fause that causes my smart, 

1 lo’etl her mcMtle and lang ; 

She's broken her vow, she’s broken my heart. 
And 1 may e’en gae hang. 

A coof cam in wi’ rowth o’ gear. 

And I hae tint my dearest dear. 

But woman Is but warld's gear, 

8ae let the bonnie lass gang. 

To this^lie never bUnd, 

Nae ferlie 'tis though fickle she prove, 

A woman has’t by kind : 

O woman lovely, woman fair! 

A n angel form 's faun to thy share, 

'TwhiI been o’^jr nieikle to gien thee mair, 
i mean an ungel mind. 


‘ APTON WATER. 

FLOW gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 
braes, 

Flow gently, I’ll sing thee a song in thy praise ; 

\f y Mary’s aslee]) by thy murmuring stream. 

Plow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou stock-dove whose echo resounds through the 
glen, 

Ye wild whistling blackbirds In yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing thy screaming forbear, 
J charge you disturb not my slumbering fair. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills, 

Far maik’d w’i the courses of clear, winding rilis; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high, 

Afy docks and nty Mary’s sweet cot in my eye. 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below, 
Where wild in the wooiilands the primroses blow : 
Tliere, oft as mild evening weeps over the lea. 

The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crvstal stream, Afton, how lovely it glides. 

And winds by the cot where my Mary resides; 
flow wanton thy waters her snowy feet lave, * 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy clear 
wave. 

Flow gently, sweet Afton, amang thy green hraes. 
How gently, sweet river, the theme of niy lays; 

My Mary 's asleep by the murmuring stream, 
r low gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 


POBMS. rc 


BONNIE BELL. 

TIIF smiling spring r omes in rejoicing, 

\iiii -iirlv winter grimlv i|i,.n. 

Ni-.V . r -l.d I Ic.ir .irr lilt- I'dling w,1loT^, 
ti'il l->nni,- blue are the -umiy nIiIo; 

Fresh o'er the nibuntains breaks forth the morning. 
The ev’nirig gilds the ocean’s swell ; 

All creatures joy in the sun’s returning. 

And 1 rejoice in my honnie Bell. 

The flowery spring leads sunny summer. 

And yellow autumn presses near, 

Then in his turn comes gloomy winter. 

Till smiling spring again appear. 

Thus seasons dancing, life advancing, 

Old Time and natiiri> their changes tell. 

But iii.vt-r l<ll■L:lllL', -till mu liaiigiiig t 

J toy t-uiiiiie Bi.ll. 


the gallant weaver. 


WHERE Cart rins rowtn' to the sea. 

By mony a flow'r, and spreading tree, 

'There lives a lad, the lad for me. 

He is a gallant weaver. 

Oh ! I had wooers aught or nine, 

They gietl me rings and ribhon.s fine ; 

And I was fear’d iriy heart wad tine. 

And 1 gied it to the weaver. 

Mv dnddie sign’d mv tocher hand, 

T... gieihel..d th ti Ins the I iiid , 

But niv he in I'll .uld my hand. 

And gie it to the weaver, 

■Wliilo birds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 

While bees reloice in opening flowers ; 

\\ hil> corn gTiiw, green in siiiiuii.r sfioweri, 
I’ll luve my gallunl weaver. 


LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE? 

LOUIS, what reck I by thee. 

Or Geordie on his ocean ? * 

Dyvur, beggar louns to me, 

I reign m Jeonle's bosom. 

Let her crown my love her law. 

And in her breast enthrone me: 
King-i and nations, swith awa I 
Reif rantlies, 1 disown ye ! 


FOR THE SAKE OP SOMEBODY. 

MY heart is snir, 1 dare na tell, 

My heart is sair for somebody : 

I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o’ somebody. 

< )h-hon 1 for somelnxly ! 

On-liey ! for somebody ! 

I could range tiie world around. 

For the sake o’ somebody. 

Ye powers that smile on virtuous Jove, 
O, sweetly smile on someliody ' 

Frae ilk.i danger keep him fPee, 

And send me safe my somebody. 
Oh-hon I for somebody ! 

Oh-hey ! for somebotly ! 

1 wad do — what wad I not! 

For the sake of somebody ! 


THE LOVELY LASS OP INVERNESS. 

THE lovely lass o’ Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see ; 

For e’en and mom she cries, alas . 

And aye the saut tear blins her e’a: 

G2 
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Dnxmossie moor, Drumossie day, 

A waefu* day it was to me; 

For there I lost my father dear. 

My fothcr dear, and brethren three. 

Their winding sheet the hluldy clay. 

Their graves are growing CTeen to see ; 

And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman’s e’e ! 

Now wae-.to thee thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be ; 

For mony a heart thoa hast made sair. 

That ne’er did wrong to thine or Uiee. 


A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR THE DEATH 
OF HER SON. » 

Tune — Finlaytton House. 

FATE gave the word, the arrow sjjed. 

And pierc’d my darling's heart : 

And with him all the joys are fled 
Life.£an to me Impart. 

By cruel hands the sanpling drops. 

In dust dishonour’d laid : 

So fell the pride of all my hopes. 

My age’s future shade. 

The mother-linnet In the brake 
Bewails her ravish’d young ; 

So I, for ray lost darling's sake. 

Lament the live-day long. 

Death, oft I’ve fear’d thy fatal blow. 

Now, fond 1 bare my breast, 

0, do thou kindly lay me low 
With him I love, at rest 1 


O MAY, THY MORN. 

O MAY, thy mom was ne’er sae sweet. 
As the mirk night o’ December; 

For sparkling was the rosy wine. 

Aid private was the chamber: 

And dear was she I dare na name. 

But I will aye remember. 

And dear, 4'c. 

And here’s to them, that, like oursel. 
Can push about Jorum ; 

And here’s to them that wish us Weel, 
May a’ that’s guld watch o’er them 

And here’s to them we dare na tell. 
The dearest o’ the quorum. 

And here's to, dfc. 


O, WAT YE WHA’8 IN YON TOWN? 

O, WAT ye wha’g in yon town, 

Ye see the e’enin’ sun upon ? , 

The fairest dame 's in yon town. 

That e'enin’ sun is shining on. 

Now haply down yon gay green shaw. 

She wanders by yon spreading tree : 

How blest ye llow’rs that round her blaw. 
Ye catch the glances o’ her e’e ! 

How blest ve birds that round her sing. 

And welcome in the blooming year 

And doubly welcome be the spring. 

The season to my Lucy dear. 

The sun blinks blitht on yon town. 

And on von bonnie braes of Ayr ; 

But my delight in yon town, 

And dearest bliss, is Lucy fair, 

U ithout my love, not 4’ the charms 
O’ Faradise couUl yield me joy ; 

But gie me Lucy in my arms. 

And welcome Lapland’s dreary sky. 


YOSMS. 

My cave wad be a lover’s bower. 

Though raging winter rent the air ; 
And she a lovely little flower. 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 

O, sweet is she in yon town, 

Yon sinkin’ sun's gane down upon ! 

A fairer t ban’s In yon town. 

His setting beam ne’er shone upon. 

If angry fate is sworn my foe. 

And suffering I am doom’d to bear j 
I careless quit aught else below. 

But spare me, spare me Lucy dear. 

For while life’s dearest blood is warm, 

Ac thought ftae her shall ne’er depart. 
And she — as fairest is her form ! 

Slie has the truest, kindest heart. 


A RED, RED ROSE. 


O, MY hive’s like a red, red rose. 
That’s newly sprung in June: 

O, my hive’s like the melexlie 
That’s sweetly play’d in tune. 

As fair art thoii, my bonnlo lass, 

Ko deep in luve am 1 : 

And I will luve thee still, my dear, 
Till a’ the seas gang dry. 

Till a’ the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi’ the sun ; 

I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Wiiile the sands o* life shall run. 

And fare fhee woel, my only luve ! 
.\nd fare thee weel a while 

And I will come again, my luve. 
Though it were ten thousand mile. 


A VISION. 


AS T stood by yon roofless tower. 

Whore the wa’-flower scents the dewy air. 

Where the howlct mourns in her ivy bower. 
And tells the midnight moon her care. 

The winds were laid, the air was still. 

The stars they shot alang the sky 

The fox was howling on the hill, 

And the distant-eclioing glens reply. 

The stream, adown Its hazelly path. 

Was rushing by the min’d wa’s, 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 

Whasc distant roaring swells and fa’s. 

The canid blue north was streaming forth 
Her lights, wi’ hissing, eerie din ; 

Athort the lift they start and shift. 

Like fortune’s favours, tint as win. 

By heedless chance I turn’d mine eyes. 

And by the mfKin-beatn, shook, to see 

A stem and stalwart ghaist arise. 

Attir’d as minstrels wont to be. 

Had I a statue been o’ stane. 

His darin’ look had daunted me: 

And on his bonnet grav’d was plain. 

The sacred posy— Libcrtle ! 

And frao his harp sic strains did flow. 

Might rous’d the slumbering dead to hear ; 

But oh, it was a tale of wo, 

As ever met a Briton’s ear ! 

He sang wi’ joy his former day. 

He weeping wall’d his latter times ; 

Biu what he said it was nae play, 

I winna venlur’t in my rhym^. 



BTTKNS’ 

COPY OF A POETICAL ADDRESS 
TO MK. WILLIAM TYTLER. 
tVilh the present of the Bard's Picture. 

K I'VE RED defender of beauteous Stuart, 
of Stuart, a name once respected, 

A name, which to love wiis the mark of a true 
heart. 

But now ’tis despised and neglectetl. 

'J’ho vtmefhinc tike ronplohe* in inv ex', 

) el III > '.III- nil -I hi III iiH- iliduv.il ; 

A p --r In. ndh - vneii l'rrr in iv u. Il < 1 .ml a -l^h, 
■ji.ll rii..re, il Ih.il vk.iii.l'rir Here r-.\ d. 

Ht fathers th.at name have rever’d on a throne; 

"\ly fathers have falK-n to right it; 

'J'lmse fathers would spurn their degenerate son. 
That name should he scofRngly sliglit it. 

Still in pr.ayers for K— O - I most heartily join, 
'The O— , and the rest of the gentry. 

Be t'n V nil. t.i- Ih.-v f.i.jUdi, is n-.tliing of mine; 
Their iilh's .ivovc d In iii.v uiuiiirs. 

But why of tliis epocha make such a fuss. 


• • w » • 

Bui l.u'dtv trii.’.-- ' we'-e on danger.ui« iTsmid, 

\V h'l kn.iH . h iW ilie fnslii"ii« mtv iin ^ • 

Til • doctrine, to-day, that is loyally sound, 
'i’o-morrow may bring us a lialter. 

I send you a trifle, a head of a hard, 

A trifle scarce worthy your care ; 

Bii I, . . I'l it. c-iitl Sir, n'» a mark of regard, 
''iiicrie 111 .1 «i«rii sdimg prau-r. 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on vour eye, 
\ ml u li-r , the l.-ng .ht-jH iiii'hl : 

Bill ...II. I.ki il..- -Mr in.ii ilhvr irt gilJj the sky, 
Vour cuiirse to the latest is bright. 


CAIiKDONI.A. 

Tunc— “ Caledonian Hunt's Delif'ht.” 

THERE was once a day, but old Time then was 
voiing, 

Th d bnv, I' d. d.nia. the chief of her line. 
ri...ii -o.ii.. -. 1 ' v..iir ii.-rlli. 1 n ill i||i-> -pruiig, 

I Wh.> kii..-* •. M■.| lh.il I-i iv.' • ili.l.iiiia’- divine •) 
i'r im I'wevd lu ihe ' 'r. -i.lr, w ih hi r d»rmin, 

To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she would : 
Her heavenly relations tliere fixetl her reign. 

And pledg'd her their godheads to w.arrant >t 
good. 

A larnhkin in peace, but a lion in war. 

The pride of her kindred the heroine grew ; 

Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly swore, 

•’ whoe’er shall provoke thee, tli’ encounter shall 
rue !’* 


POEMS. 77 

O’er countries and kingdoms their fury prevail’d, 
N.j iri... mid .appe.rM- them. M.. anil, r,.u),J n i . 
Hill l.rrve i .ik-iloma iii vain they .av-.iil d, 

.\s Lirgs well i.in witness, and Lanc.rri.i- iril. 

The Chameleon-savage disturb’d her re]iose. 

With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and strife; 
Provok'd beyond bearing, at l.ast shi- arose, 

And r .t.h'M l.ini at oi.,e uf hi . 1..,,., , ...„l 1.;. i.r, 
Tl. ■ Ai.cn .11 l.-n, the leiror ..i l i.i... 

wli i-r-.. a ling, ensanguin'd the '1 wet.l > :.l-.r 
tloo<l; 

Blit, t'liight f-v tb,’ bright CaUdonian 1 in. 

He 1< iriii.d 1. 1 tear III h.s uwii native 

Thus b..|(l, mdop- n.h-ni, unc-niquer'.l, aii-l U' • , 
ILr i.r.giii gl..rv lor t-ver ‘ball lui' 

For liravo i'aledouiH imiiiurtal must bt*; 

I’ll pr.ive it fr .i.i Km- 11 .i* cle ir a, H.e uu 
Kc-cr jigk tl, iiigl, . tl.,: iigiire vvi’il . . 

Till! ui.rif;l.i IS uliance, and oid 'lime is iW 
liase : 

But brave Caledonia’s the hy•potht•nu^c- ; 

Then ergo, she’ll match them, and tnateb th. m 
always. 


THI' following Poem mas written to a Gent ten 
mho had sent him a Newspaper, and q0‘ered to . 
tiniie it free of Expense. 

KIND Sir, I’ve read your paper through. 
And faitlt, to me, 'twas really new J 
How guess’d ye. Sir, what maist I wanted ^ 
This monie a day I’ve grain’d and gatinted, 
'I'o ken what French mischief was brewin’; 

< >r what the drumlie Dutch were doin’ ; 

That viledoup skelper, Finpe*-or Jo-a-pb, 

]i V, .iii‘ Vft lij.l gilt hi- vfl'; 

Or how the colhesliangie work. 
fVtween the Russians and the Turks ; 

Or if tin* Swede, before he halt, 

Would jilav anither Charles thv' twalt . 

If D.•nlntrk, .viiv I,.hIv ‘p ik n’t ; 
nr l’..l.an.J, win h.id ii.'W tb.- 1 .. k o’l , 

How cut-throat I’ruasi.an blades were hingin' 
How libbet Italy was singln’ ; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss, 

Were savin’ or fakin’ aught amiss : • 

Or how our merry lads at hamc, 

In Britain’s court kept up the game ; 

How royal Hcorge, the Lord leuk o'er him ' 
Was m.anaging §i. St«*phen’s quorum ; 

If sleekit Chatham Will was llvin , 

Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in ; 

How daddic Burke the jilea was cookin'. 

If Warren Hastings’ nock 'was yeukin’ ■ 

How cesses, stent-s, and fees were rax’ci. 

Or if bare a— s yet were tax'd ; 

The news o’ princes, dukes, and earls, 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and oiiera-girls ; 

If that daft buckie, Oeordio W***s, 

Was threshin’ still at hl-iizios’ tails, 

Or if he was grown oughtlins douscr. 

Ami no a wrfect klntra rooser, 

A’ this and raair I never heard of ; 

And hut for you I might despair'd of. 

So gratefu’, back your news I send you. 

And pray, a’ guid things may attend y ou 

EUisland, Monday Morning, 1790. 


Ivong quiet she reign’d ; till thitherward steers 
A flight of iHiId eagles from Adria’s strand : 
Heiieated,. successive, for many long years. 

They darken’d the air, and they jilunder’d the 
landA 


Their pounces were murder, and terror their cry, 
ThevVl conqiiPT'd and ruin’d a world beside; 
'-be look to her hills, and In r ariowH U-i fly. 

The daring invaders they llc-d or they dud 


The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the north. 
The scourge of the seas, and the dread of tlie 
shore ; 

The wild Scandinavian boar issu’d forth 
To wanton in carnage and wallow In gore: 


POEM ON PASTORAL POE'i RV. 

HAIL, Poesle! thou Nymph reserv’d ! 

In chase o’ thee, what crowds hae swerv'd 
Frae common sense, or sunk enerv’d 

’Mang heaps o’ clavert 
And och ! o'er aft thy joes hae starv’d. 

Mid a’ thy favours ! 

Sav, lyassie, why thy train amang. 

While loud the trump’s heroic clang. 

And sock or buskin skein alang 

To death or marriage; 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd sang 

But wi’ miscaniage ? 

O 3 
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BtritMTS’ 

In Homer’s cmftJoclr Milton thrives ; 
Eschylus’ pen Will Shakspcare drives ; 

Wee Pope, the knurhn, till him rives 
Horatian fame; 
la tliy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

Even Sappho’s flame. 

But thee, Theorritus, wha matches ? 

They’re no herd’s ballats, Maro’s catches: 
bquire Tope but bu-ks Iti^ skinklbi' \- ii. hi < 
t )■ h« aiben i iiu-r-. 

I pass by hunders, nameless wret< he^, 

Tliat ape their betters. 

In this braw age o’ wit and lear. 

Will nane the Shephenl’s whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly, in its native air 

And rural grace ; 

And wi’ tlte far-fam’d Grecian, share 

A rival place ? ' 

V’os ! there is ane— a Scotish callan 
There’s ane ; come tbrrit, honest Allan ' 

Thou neudua joule behint the hallan, 

A fhiel sae clever ; 

The teeth o’ Time may piaw Taintallan, 

But thou ’s for ever. 

Thou paints auld nature to the nines, 

In thy sweet ('aleclonian lines ; 

Nae gowden stream through myrtles twines. 
Where Philomel, 

While nightly breezes sweep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell ! 

In gowany glens thy bumie strays. 

Where bonnie lasses bleach their clacs; 

Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi’ hawthorns gray. 

Where blackbirds Join the shepherd’s lays ’ 

At close o’ day. 

Thy rural loves are nature’s sel’ ; 

Nae Dombast spates o’ nonsense swell ; 

Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 
O’ witchin’ love. 


BATTLE OF SHERIFF-MUIR, 


Btitveen the Duke efArgyle and the Earl of Mar. 


“ O 0 A M ye here the fight to shun, 

Or herd the sheep wl*^mo, man ? 

Or were ye at the Sherr.a-muir, 

And did the battle see, man ?” 

J saw the battle, sair and tough, 

And reekin’-red rah monie a sbeugh. 

My heart, for ffear, gac sough tor sough. 

To hear the thuds, and lee the duds, 

O’ dans frae woods, in tartiln duds, 

Wha glaum’d at kingdoms tbree> man. 

The red-coat lads wl’ black cockades 
To meet them were na slaw, man ; 

They rush’d and push’d, and hlude outgush’d, 
And monie a bouk did fa', man : 

The great Argyle led on his files, 

I wat they glanced twenty miles : 

They hack’d and bash a, while broad swovdi 
clash’d 

And thro’ they dash’d, and hew’d and smash'd, 
Till fey-men died awa, man. 

But had yon seen the philibcgs. 

And skyrin’ tartan trews, man. 

When in the teeth they dar’d our whigs. 

And covenant true blues, man • 

In lines extended lang and large. 

When bayonets oppos'd the targe. 

And thousands hasten’d to the charge, 

WI Highland wrath, they frae the sheath 
Blew blades o' death, till, out o* breath. 

They fled like frighted doot, man. 


BOBXMCS. 

“ O how deil, Tam, can that be true ? 

The chase gaed frae the north, man . 

I saw myself, they did pursue 

The horsemen back to Forth, man ; 

Anil at TUiinbl me. in tny aln sight, 

1 l-ey to- k llie l-rig 'in' a' Iheir inigbt, 

Ai.il -.ir.-tiighi to '^lirling wing'd their ihght ; 
But, cursed lot ! the gates were shut, 

.tnd monie a huntit, poor red coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man.” 

Mv sister Kale cam up the gate 
\V'i’ crowelie unto me, man ; 

She swore she saw some rebels run 
Frae Perth unto Dundee, man; 

Their left-hand general had nae skill, 

The Angus lads had nae good will 
That day their iieebors’ blood to spill ; 

For fear, by foes, tliat they should lose 
Their cogs o' brose ; all crying woes. 

And so it goes you see, man. 

Thev’ve lo--t «ntno ciUant L'cnflcmen, 

\inir.g ill.- IlltM iii'l ■ I I'l . Ml HI 
J fi- ir iiiv lor. I P iriMiur,' i' -i M', 
t If 111 wt..g,;i.li I'.'m-I'.. in.in ■ 

i\,iw u.i.l \n .ing ^lll^ il.-iil-le liglil, 

Sotnc fell for wrang, and some for right; 

But monie bade tlie world guid- night ; 

Then ye may tell, how pell and inell. 

By red claymore'-, and muskets’ knell, 

Wi’ dving yell, the tories fell, 

.And whigs to hell dui flee, man. 


SKETril.-NEW-YEAR’SDAV. 


TO MRS. DUNLOP. 


THIS day, Time winds th’ exhausted chair. 
To run the twtdveinoiith’s length again : 

I see tlie old, bald-pated fellow, 

With ardent eyc.s, complexion sallov.. 

Adjust the unlmpnir’d machine. 

To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

Tlie absent lover, minor heir. 

In vain assail him with their prayer, 

Dc-if as my friend, he secs them press, 

• makes the hour one moment less. 

Will you (the Major’s with the hounds, 

’J’he ha|u>y tenants share his rounds: 
roil-a ’s fair HachePs rare to-dav. 

And hlooiiiing Keith’' i iii:.tgiil wiih lir-ivi 
Frisni hoiuewiie lan-. a ■1111111(0 borrr.u 
— That grandiliilcl'' I ap will do lo-inurit.w — 
.Andjoin with luo n-morili/mg, 

This day pr. piiiuus lo be wii.e in. 

Fir-I, wi. ti di.1 >e-.i. riUphl deliver ? 

•• Anr.iher y.- ir 1% K--ne lor cvir." 

.\!i.l whjl is this dav's -.irong suggestion ' 

“ The p.i'-ir-g moiiii ni't cll weri-«r <11 ' 

Rest .-n — lor wl.m r wh.jl do we here ■' 

Or wl^ regard the passing year ? 

Will Time, amus’d with proverh’d lore. 

Add to our date one minute more ^ 

A few days may— a few years must— 

Itcpose us in the silent dust. 

Then is it wise to damp our bliss 
Yes— all such reasonings are amiss ! 

The voice of nature loudly cries. 

And many a message from the skie*, 

'That something iii us never dies . 

That on this frail, uncertain state. 

Hang matters of eternal weight ; 

That future life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone ; 

Whether as heavenly glory bright. 

Or dark as misery’s woful night.— 

Since then, my honour’d, first of friends. 

On tills pcMir being all depends ; 

J.et us til’ important non employ, 

And live as those that never die. 

Though you, with days and honours crownV, 
Witness tliat filial circle round, 

(A sight life’s sorrows to reiiulse, 

A sight pale envy to convulse,) 

Others now claim your chief regard t 
YourseIC son wait your bright reward. 
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EXTEMPORE, on the late Mr. William Stnellie, 
Author of the Philoiophy of Natural History, and 
Memtwr of the Anliqtiarian and Rmjal Societies of 
Edinburgh. 

To Crochallan came 

The old C(j''k’d hat, the nr&y surtout, the same ; 

I Ms bristling beard hist rising in its might, 

’Tvras four long nignts and aays to shaving-night. 
His uncoiiib'd grizzly locks wild staring, thatch'd, 
A head for thought profound and clear, uii- 
match’d ; 

Yet though liis caustio wit was biting, rude. 

Ills heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 


POETICAL INSCRIPTION for an Altar to Inde- 
pendence, at Kerrou/flitry, the Seat of Mr. Heron ; 
rrritten in Summer, 171)5. 


We’ll sculpture the marble, we'll measure the lay } 
Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre ; 

There keen Indignation shall dart on her prey. 
Which spurning Contempt shall redeem from 
his ire. 

THE EPITAPH. 

HERE lies, tiow a prey to insulting neglerl. 

What once was a butterfly, gay in life’s beam : 
Want ordy of wistlom denied her respect, 

Want only of goodness denied her esteem. 


ANSWER to a Mandate sent by the Surveyor of the 
Windows, Carriages, Ac- to each Farmer, ordering 
him to send a signed List of his Horses, ServmUs, 
W fJtel-Curnages , tS'r., and whether he was a mar- 
ried Man or a Bachelor, and what Children they 
held. 


TllOt! of an independent mind. 

With soul resolv'd, with soul resign’d ; 
Prejiar (I Tower’s proudest frown to brave, 
VV’ho wilt not bo, nor have a slave ; 

V^irtue alone who dost revere, 

'I'hy own appro.ach alone dost fear, 
Ajiproach this shrine, and worship here. 


SONNET, 

ON THB 

DEATH or ROBERT RIDDET., ESQ. 

OfC.len Riddel, April, 1794. 

NO more, \e warblers of the wood, no more, 

Viir I'l.irr ynur d- ■ ant, grating, rn mv s.-.ul • 

I'huU I' ling I .111 •sprmg.gry mihv »erd ini 
Moii' wil.i.ii.i taire to me gum W’inter -. »d.|, -t 
roar. 

How ran vp ehirm, ve flow'rs with all your dves ? 
Ye bl.iw u|...ii the sod that wraps my Irn n<l 
H<iw m I i,j the iiincinl strain attend ^ 

That strain flows round th’ untimely tomb where 
Riddel lies. 

Yes, pour, ye warblers, pour the notes of wo, 

And Soothe the Vhiiics we«;ping on this bier; 

The Man of Worth, and has not left his peer, 

Is in his “ narrow house ’ for ever darkly low. 

Thee. Spring, again with ioy shall others greet ; 
Me, mein’ry of my loss will only meet. 


MONODY 

ON A 

LADY FAMED FOR HER CArillCE. 


HOW cold Is that bosom which folly once fir'd. 
How pale is that check where the rouge lately 
glisten’tl ! 

How silent that tongue which the echoes oft fir’d. 
How dull is that ear which to flattery so listen’d ! 


If sorrow and anjpiish their exit await. 

From friendship and dearest affection remov'd; 
How doubly severer, Eliza, thy fate, 

Thou diedst unwept as thou livedst unlov’d. 

Loves, (iraces, and Virtues, I call not on you ; 

‘'o shy, grave, and distant, ve shed not a tear : 
Dui 1 oMie, all ye utl'spiing of I'ollv so true, 

.\nd flowers' let us tull lor Lliza'a told bier. - 


We’ll search thro’ the garden tor each silly flower. 
We’ll roam thro* the forest for each Idle weed ; 
But chiefly the nettle, so typical, shower, 

For none o’er approach’d her bat ru’d the rash 
deed. 


SIR, as your mandate did request, 

1 send you here a faithfiT hst, 

My horses, servants, carts, and grailh. 

To which I’m free to tak my aitn. 

Impriinif. then, for cirriage ■'■atflr, 

] hje lu'ir I ruii • gdllalll [lii.lllr, 

As ever iirew before a pettle. 

My hand afore, a guid auld has-been, 

.\nd wight and wilfu’ a’ his days seen 
My hand a hin, a guid brown fillie, 

\Vlia aft has borne me safe frae Killic, 
And your auld borough monie a time. 

In d-ivs when riding was n i>* crime ; 

My. f.ir .1 gray !■< i i. 

A- I er m lug nr itnv was ir.u ’d 

■| tic fourth, i Highland fion dil ha-tv, 

A d inn it fi'l Wild, Iv ill.lJliiii. bla^tir. 

For i-i A I I, i-l , .'U li ilic Wole, 

A - cvir r.iii bei.-rc a i.nl ; 

An' he be spar’d to be a boast, 

He’ll draw me flfuen pund at least. 

Wliccl-carriages I hae but few. 

Three < arts, and twa are feckly new ; 

An auld whcel-barrow, mair tor token. 

At! leg and liailh the trams are broktp , 

I made a poker o' the spindle. 

And itiy auld niither brunt the trundle. 
For men, I’ve three mischievous hoys, 
lluTi-deils for rantin anti for noise; 

A gadsman ane, a thresher t’ofht'r. 

Wee Davoc hands the nowfe in folher. 

I rule tlrcni, as I ought, discreetly, 

And often laulior them completely ; 

A'ld i; , .-11 SuKil ,y- dul.v niglitlv, 

I i-n till -pit t.'iirge them iig.hlly ; 

Till faith wee Havoc’s grown sao gleg, 
(Though scarcely langer than my leg, 
ili- il -.rtid \>.-u off r//-' t fi'iif I af/iitg, 

A ■> I i-i I- -■nle In the dw aUmg. 

I'vL- Dane m fem.il.' serv.uit station, 

I -ird kci-p me aye frar a' lemptiiion I 
1 li If nae wlh‘, and that mv bll-s la. 

Anti .ve hae laid ii.ie nx on iiii-ses; 

For wcanv I’m mair than wetl rontenttsi, 
Heaven sent me ane mair than 1 wanteti ; 
My sonsie, smirking, dear-bought Bcs«, 
She alarc' ihe d.iddic III her l.m, 

F.nough ot' ought yc like but gran*. 

But her, my bonnic, sweet, wee lady, 

I’ve said enough for her already, 

And if ve tax her or her inilher, 

By the L— d ye’se get Utem a’ thegither ! 

And now, remember, Mr. Aiken, 

Nat! kind of license out I’m taking. 
'Phrough dirt and dub for life I’ll paidle, 
f>e 1 sae dear pay for a saddle ; 

I’ve sturdy stumps, the I<ord he thanked ! 
And a’ my gates on foot I'll shank It. 

This list wi’ my ain hand I’ve wrote it, 
'The day and date as under noted ; 

Then knov/ all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huie 


• Mosigiel, iidFtb. 1786. 


ROBERT BURKS 
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SONG. 

V \ E gentle dunes, tho\iRh e'er sae fair, 
Nfiall ever be rny mule's care ; 

'^heir titles a’ are empty show ; 

Gie me my highland lassie, O. 

Within the pten sae bushy, O, 

Aboon the plain sae rushy, O, 

J set vie down tvV riprht good nil!. 

To sing mw highland lassie, O. 

Oh, were yon hills and valleys mine, 

V’oti palace and yon gardens line ! 

The world then the love should know 
X bear my highland lassie, (). 

Within the glen. Sec. 

Rut fickle fortune fVowns on me, 

And I maun cross the raging sea : * 

Rut while my crimson currents How 
1 love my highland lassie, O. 

Within the glen, S(c. 

Although through foreign climes I range, 
I know her heart will never cliange, 

For her bosom hums with honour’s glow. 
My faithful highland lassie, f). 

Within the glen, tS-r. 

For her I’ll dare the billow’s roar, 
k'or her I'll trace a distant shore. 

That Indian wealth may lustre throw' 
Around my highland lassie, O. 

' Within the glen, iS'C. 

She has my heart, she has my hand, 

By sacred truth and honour’s'hand ! 

Till the mortal stroke shall lay me low, 

I’m thine, my highland lassie, 0. 

Farewell the glen sae bushy, O 
Farewell the plain sae ruslii/, O’ 
T,>Ali,el.,.,.{, f .....stg... 

To Ming *«7 highJiind lassie, O! 


IMPROMPTU. 

CVS’ MRS. S BIRTH DAY. 

November 4, 1 795. 

OLD CYinter with his frosty bear<l. 

Thus once to Jove his prayer jirefcrr’d ; 

What have I done of all the year ; 

To bear this hated doom severe ? 

My cheerless suns no pleasure know ; 

Night’s horrid car dr^s, driMry, slow ; 

My dismal months no joys are crowning. 

But spleeny English, hanging, drowning. 

Now, Jove, for once lie mighty civil. 

To counterbalance all this evil ; 

Give me, and I’ve no more to say. 

Give me Maria’s natal day ! 

That brilliant gift will so enrich me, 

Spring, summer, autumn, cannot match me ; 
’Tisdone! says Jove; so ends my story. 

And Winter once rejoic’d in glory. 


ADDRESS TO A LADY. 

OIL wert thou In the cauld blast, 

On yondejr lea, on yonder lea ; 

My plaidie to the angry airt, 

I’d shelter thee. I’d shelter thee; 

Or did misfortune’s bitter storms 

Around theeblaw, around thee blaw, 

Thv bield should be my Iwsom, 

To share it a’, to share it a’. 

Or were I In the wildest waste, 

Sac black and bare, sae black and bare, 

The desert were a paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert Utere. 

Or were I monarch of the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi’ thee to reign ; 

The brightest jewel in my crown. 

Wad be my ijueen, wad be my queen. 


TO A YOUNG LADY, 

MISS JESSY , DUMFRIES; 

With Books which the Hard presented her. 

THINE he the volumes, .le'sv fTir, 

Aii>l w iili llii-iii l.ike ihe ii'jfl't pr iv- r . 

1 li.ii I'.iii- III -s III III r fairi-.i |> igi , 

W nil I <i:r\ kiiitUii-.t, III pr-."-.i.i 
(h tuiuri- Mins, I iimll ili> ii.ime 
Wiili naiivi- worili, and .pull, . 

.\nil UiikiTill I uiilioii ' III! aw.ir, 

< M III — bill . Iili f, niiin's li'li>n .|i ir, ; 

All blainelt j<o. ■•n i .irih ui- i,ii.|. 

And all iIih iri-.i-iin . oi ibe luniil - 
These be lli> ir li ni .uul n u n.l 
So prays Uiy i^aithliil I'rund, rl,. It.fJ. 


SONNRT, written on the TMh of , fat 
Itirth-day of the Author, on hearing 
in a morning Walk. 


•.l iU ■■>1. .u. bird, I lisi. 11 in'. ■ 1' .1,1, 
s, , .u- ,1 H iiiii-r, iii'il 111. ■ iiriy ri ,_ii. 

At ii,y III urn- , jrul cic jr ^ In. lurrou ii l.i„,. . 

So in lone Poverty’s dominion drear, 

meek ('.intent iviih liy:li| iiiiin\ioii‘ V,. ,»•(, 

\V , I I lie r ,)iii| iiioiiieiu bid- 1 1 . Ill p II I . 

Nor a .k> ii iliiy briiig iiuglit lo hup, --r i. .r 

1 thank thee. Author of this opening day ! 

'J'hou whoH* bright sun now gilds yon orient 
skies ! 

Riches denied, thy boon was purer joy,., 

What wealth could never give nor take away I 

Yet come thou child of poverty nnd rnre ; 

Tile mite high Heaven bcblowed, that iiute Milk 
thee I'll share. 


EXTEMPORE, to Mr. S**E, on rrfi.uog to dine 
with him, after having been promhnl the first of 
Company, and the first of Cookery ; 17 th Deri ii.- 
ber, 17'JO. 


1 s pMut to all Ollier lemptaii 


To Mr. S* * E, with a Present of a Boznt of /’o, ler 

O, HAD the malt thy strength of mind, 

(Ir hops the flavour of thv wit, 

’’1 M,-r, iiriiik for tu t ol btiiii,-m t 


Jerusalem Tavern, liumfri 


THE DUMFRIES VOLUNTEERS. 
Tune — *' Push about the Jorwi." 


DOES haughty Ganl invasion thris 
Then let the loons beware. Sir, 
There’s wooden walls U{ion our sta 
And volunteers on shore, Sir. 
The Nith shall run to Oorsincon, 
And Oritfel sink in Solway, 

Ere we permit a foreign foe 
On British ground to rally ! 

Fall de rail, i<I -r. 


In wrangling be divided ; 
Till slap come in an unco loon 
And wi’ a rung decide it. 



81 


mtLKSi 

Britain stIIJ to Britain true, 

Amang oursels united ; 

For never hut by British hands 
Maun British wrangs be righted. 

Fall de rail, <5rc. 

The kettle o' the kirk and state, 

Perhaps a claut may fait iu’t , 

But deil a foreign tinkler loun 

Shall ever ca’ a nail in’t. I 

Our fathers’ hluid the kettle bought. 

And wha wad dare to s{>oil it ; 

By heaven the saerilegious dog 
Shail fuel be to boil it. 

all de rail, i5fc. 

The wretch that wad a tyrant own, 

And tile wretch his true-born brother. 

Who would set the moA ahoon the (krone, 

Mav they he damn’d together • 

Who will not sing. “ tlofl save the King, 

Shall hang as high’s the steeple; 

But while we sing “ find save the King,’’ 

We'll ne’er forget the People. 

Fall de rail, ilfC. 


POEM, 

Addmsrd io Afr. MUchell, Collerior oj' Excise, Dum- 
fries, 1796. 

FHIRND of the Poet, tried and leal, 

Wha wanting thee, iniglit heg or steal ; 

A lake, alake, the muckle deil 

Wi’ .a' his witches 
Are at it, skclpin* ! jig and reel, 

In my poor pouches 

T modestly fu’ fain wad hint it, 

■^rhat one pound on'-, I sairly want It ; 

If wi the hlzzio down ye sent it, 

It would be kind; 

And while my heart wl' life blood dunted, 

I’d bear 't In mind. 

Fo mav the anld vear gang nut moaning 

T-' ill- Ml w .'.im- I ii|. n. grouiing, 

Wr iluuhle pleniy ■|■|•r ih- lomin’ 

T o thee and thine ; 

Domestic peace and comforts crowning 
The hale design. 

POSTSCRIPT, j 

Ve've heard this while how I’ve been licket, 

And by fell deatli was nearly nickel : 

Brim loun J he gat me by the fecket. 

And sair me sheuk; 

But by guid luck I lap a wicket, 

And turn’d a neuk. 

Blit by that health, I’ve got a share o’t. 

And by that life, I'm promis’d mair o’t. 

My hale and woel I’ll take a care o't 
A tentler wav; 

Then farewell folly^ hide and hair o’t. 

For ance and aye. 


Sent to a Oenlleman whom heJtad affindeJ. 

THE friend whom wild from wisdom’s w.iy. 
The fumes nf wine fnftiHatc send ; 

(Noe moony madness more astray) 

Who but deplores that hapless friend ? 

Mine was th Insensate fren/led part. 

•Ah why should 1 such seenes outlive ! 

so abhorrent to mv hesrt ! 

Tis thine to pity and forgive. 


POEM ON LIFE 

y*'ldres$ed to Colonel de Pryster, Dumfries, 1796. 

my honour’d colonel, deep I feel 
Yoiir interest In the Poet’s weel ; 

* “ I now »ma’ heart hae I to speel 

The steep Parnassus, 


PO&MS. 

Surrounded thus by bolus pill, 

And potion glasses. 

O what a canty warld were it. 

Would pain and care, and sickness spttfe »t, 
And fortune favour wsrth and merit 

As they deserve : 

(And aye a rowth, roast beef and claret ; 

Syne wha wad starve 5) 

Dame I.ife, though fiction out may trick her. 
And in j)astL‘ gems and frippery deck her ; 

Oh ! llicktmng, feeble, ana unsicker 

I’ve found her still. 

Aye wavering like the willow wicker, 

’Tween good and ill. 

Then that curst c.irmagnolc, auld Satan, 

Wat hes, like haudrans by a rattan. 

Our smfu' saul to get a cl.aitt on 

Wi’ felon ire; 

Syne, whip ! his tail ye’ll ne'er cast saut on. 
He’s olf like tire. 

Ah Nick ! ah Nick ! It is na fair. 

First showing us the tempting ware. 

Bright wines and bonnic lasses rare, 

To put us daft ; 

Syne weave unseen, thy spider snare 

O’ hell’s damn’d waft. 

P<v>r imn, the flic, aft hir/es hv, 

A'ld .n i. ■ h.m. e b- . .imc'. (hci> nigh, 

Tby auld damn'd elbow yeuks wi’ joy, 

And hellish pleasure; 
Already in thy fancy’s eve, 

Thy sicker treasure. 

Soon, heels o’er gowdic ! in he gangs. 

And like a sheep-head on a tangs, 

Thy girning laugh enjoys his pangs 

And nnirdering wresHc, 
As dangling in tlie wind, he hangs 

A gibbet’s tassel. 

But lest you think I am uncivil, 

To plague you with this draunting drivel. 
Abjuring a’ intentions evil, 

I quat my pen ; 

The Lord preserve us fVae the devil'! 

Amen ! amen ! > 


ADDRESS TO THE TOOTH ACH. 

MY curse upon thy venom’d start g. 

That shoots iny tortur'd gums alang; 

And through my lugs gies mony a twang, 

Wi' gnawing vengeance { 
Tearing my nerves wi’ bitter pang. 

Like racking engines ! 

When fevers hum, or ague freezes, 

Bheumatios gnaw, or colic squeezes; 

Our neighbour’s sympathy may ease us, 

Wi’ pitying moan ; 

Bui thee— thou hell o’ a’ dlsoases. 

Aye mocks our groan ! 

A down my beard the slavers trickle 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle. 

As round the fire the giglots keckle. 

To see me loup ; 

While raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were in their douj)- 

O’ a’ the num’rous human dools, 

111 har’sts, daft bargains, entfy-sfoofs. 

Or worthy friends rak’d i’ the mools. 

Sad sight to see ! 

The tricks o’ knaves, or fash o’ fools. 

Thou bear’st the gree. 

"Where’er that place lie priests ca’ hell. 

Whence a' the tones o' mis’ry yell. 

And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu* raw. 

Thou, Tooth-a«b, surely bear’st the bell 
Amang them a' I 
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/> thou migchief-making chlcJ, I 

That gars the rotes of discord squeel, i 

1 ill daft mankind aft dance a reel } 

In goie a shoe-lhic k ; — | 

Gie a the faes o’ Scotland's weal j 

Atowinond’sTooth-ach ! i 


SONG 

Tune — “ Morag." 

O VVHA Is she that lo’es me, 

And has my heart a-kceping ? 

() sweet is she that lo’es me. 

As dews o' simmer weei'ing. 

In tears the rose-buds steeping. 

CHORUS. 

O that’s the lassie o’ my heart. 

My lassie ever dearer ; 

O that's the queen o' nomankind. 
And ne’er a ane to peer her. 

If thou Shalt meet a lassie, 

In grace and beauty charming, 
That e'en thy chosen lassie. 

Ere while thy breast sae warming. 
Had ne'er sic powers alarming. 

O that’s, Ji'c. 

If tliou hadst heard her talking, 

And thy attentions plighted, 

That ilka'lK»dy talking. 

Hut her by thee is slighted ; 

And thou art all dellghUil. 

O that's, S(c. 

If thou hast met this fair one ; 

When frac her thou hast parte *, 
If erery other fair one, 

But tier thou hast deserted. 

And thou art broken hearth.— 

O that’s, 


WHITTEN in a Wrapper enclosing a Letter to Capt. 
Grose, to be left nith Mr, Cardonnel, Antiquarian. 
Tune — “ Sir John Malcolm.” 


KEN ye ought o' Captain Grose ? 
tgo, tV ago, 

If he's amang his friends or foes ? 
Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he South, or is ho Nortlt ? 

Igi', 

Or drowned in the river Forth ? 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he slain by Highland bodies ? 

Igo, (j;- ago. 

And eaten like a weather-haggis? 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Is he to Abram's bosom gane ? 

Igo, iS' ago. 

jt liaudin Sarah by the wamc ? 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Wbare'er he be, the Lord be near him ? 
Igo, df ago, 

As for the <leil, he daiir nae steer him. 
Iram, coram, dago. 


But please transmit th' enclosed letter, 
Igo, <Sr ago. 

Which wiil oblige your humble debtor. 
Iram, coram, dago. 


So may ye bae auld stancs in store, 
Igo, dc ago, 

Tlie very stanes that Adam bore. 
Irani, coram, dago. 


So may ye get in glad possession, 
Igo, Sc ago. 

The coins o' Satan’s coronation 1 
Jram, coram, dago. 


SONG. 

JOCKEY’S ta'en the parting kiss, 
O'er the mountains ne is gane ; 

And with him is a* my bliss, 

Nought but griefs with me remain. 

Spare my luve, ye winds that hlaw. 
Flashy sleets and beating rain ! 

Spare my luve, thou feathery snaw. 
Drifting o’er the ftozen plain 1 

When the shades of evening creep 
O’er the day’s fair gladsome e’e, 

Sound and safely may he sleep. 
Sweetly blithe his waukening Ik; ! 

He will think on her he loves. 

Fondly he’ll repeat her name; 

IFor where’er he distant roves. 
Jockey’s heart is still at haine. 


SONG. 

MT Peggy’s face, my Peggy's form, 
The frost of hermit might wann ; 

My Peggy’s worth, my Peggy’s mind. 
Might charm the first of human kind. 
I love my Peggy’s angel air. 

Her face so truly, heavenly fair, 

Her native grace so void of art,-> 

But I adore my Peggy’s heart. 

The lily’s hue, the rose’s dye, 

The kindling lustre of an eye ; 

Who but owns their magic sway, 
vt’bo hut knows they all decay 
The tender thrill, the pitying fear, 
The generous pturpose, nobly dear. 
The gentle look, that rage disarms. 
These are all immortal charms. 


EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 

AN honest man here lies at rest 
As e’er (t<kI with his image blest ; 

The friend of man, the friend of truth : 
The friend of age, and guide of j outh ; 
Few hearts like his, with virtue warm’d. 
Few heads witli knowledge mi inform d ; 
If tliere’s anotlier world, he lives in Miss; 
If there is none, he maile tlie best of this. 


A GRACE BEFORE DINNER. 

O THOU, who kindly dost provide 
For every creature’s want ! 

We bless thee, God of Nature wide. 

For all thy gootlness lent : 

And, if it please ihee. Heavenly Guide, 
May never worse be sent; 

But whether granted or deniisl. 

Lord, bless us with content 1 
Amen! 


To my dear and much honoured Friend, 
Mrs Dunlop, of Dunlap 
ON SENSIBILITY. 


SEN<5IBTT.TTY. how cbarmlntr, 
fV.,..,, . .ni.t iriilv lell, 

Bui di-iiies- uiih lii'rmrs arminir, 
'I'hou hast also known too well J 

Fairest flower, bidiold the Illy, 
Blooming in the sunny ray ; 

Let the blast sweep o’er the vaUe7) 
See it prostrate on the clij. 
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BURNS) 

Hear the wood-lark charm the forest, 

Telling o'er his little joys; 

Hapless bird ! a prej the surest, 

To each pirate of tl\e skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure. 

Finer feelings can bestow ; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 

Thrill the deepest notes of wo. 


componed and r.^pr.if^d lu Tiurnt f.i 
Mditrr of the Iloner, on *-i> mtir ii -i /’/.l-- m 

the Hif^hlandt, nhere he had t ern *1 rut. i - 

fuinrtl. 

WHEN death’s dark stream I ferry o’er, 

A time that surely shall come; 

In Heaven itself, I’H ask no more, 

Tlmn just a Highland welcome. 


FAREWELL TO AYRSHIRE. 

SCENES of wo and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former ihuughu renew. 


POBM8. 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure. 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 

Bonny Doon, sae sweet at gloainin’. 
Fare thee weel before I gang ! 

Bonny Doon, whare early roaming. 
First I weav'd tlie rustic sang! 

Bowers, adieu, wharc Ix)ve, decoying. 
First inthrall’d this heart o’ mine, 

'I'htjre the safest sweets enjoying, — 
Sweets tliat Mem'ry ne*ex shall tyne ' 

Friends, so near my bosom ever. 

Ye hae render’d moments dear ; 

But, alas when forc'd to sever. 

Then the stroke, O, how severe ! 

Friends ! that parting tear reserve it, 
'Plough ’tis doubly dear to me ! 

Could I think 1 did deserve it. 

How much happier would I be ! 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure. 
Scenes that former thoughts renew 

Scenes of wo and scenes of pleasure. 
Now a sad and last adieu ! 



MISCELLANEOUS POETRY, 


selected from 

THE RELIQUES 

OP 

ROBERT BURNS; 

FIRST PUBLISHED BY R. H. CIIOMEK. 


VERSES WRITTEN AT SELKIRK. 

I. 

AULD chuckle Reekie'** sair distrest, 

Down droop* her ance weel biimisht crest, 
Nae Joy her bonnie buskit nest 

Can yield ava. 

Her darling bird that she lo'es best^ 

Willie's awa ! 

II. 

O Willie was a witty wight, 

And had o’ things an unco slight ; 

Auld Reekie aye he keepit tigljt, 

And trig and braw : 
But now they’ll busk her like a fright, 
Willie’s awa ! 

HI. 

The stifTest o' them a’ he bow’d, 

The banldest o’ them a’ he cow’d ; 

They durst nae mair than he allow’d, 

' That was a law: 

We’ve lost a birkie wcel worth gowd, 
Willie’s awa! 


IV. 

Now gawkies, tawpiea, gowks and fools, 
From colleges and lioarding schools. 

May sprout like simmer puddock -stools. 

In glen or shaw ; 

He wha could brush them down to mools, 
Willie’s awa ! 

V. 

The brethren o' the Commerec-Chnumerf 
May mourn their loss wi' doolfu’ clamour; 
lie was a dictionar and grammar 

Amang them a ' ; 

I fear they’ll now mak monie a stammer, 
Willie’s awa ! 

VI. 

Nae mair we see his levee door 
Philosophers and Poets pour,^ 

And toothy critics by the score, 

In bloody raw ! 

The adjutant o' a' the core. 

Wmie’sawa! 


Now worthy G*****y’* Latin fare, 
T****r’s and t}****^***’g modest grace ; 
M‘K****e, S****t, such a brace 

As Rome ne'er saw ; 


• Erlinburgh. 

f The Chamber of Commerce of Edinburgh, of 

which Mr. C. was Secretary. * 

t Many literary gentlemen were accustomea to 

mtet at Mr. C-^-'s house at breakfast. 


They a’ maun meet some Ither place, 

Willie’s awa ! 

VIII. 

Poor Bums— e’en Scotch drink canna quicken. 
He cheeps like some bewilder’d i-liicken. 
Scar’d frae its minnie and the clock in 

By hoodio-craw; 

Grief’s glen his heart an unco kickin, 

Willie’s awa ! 

IX. 

Now every sour-mou’d gimin’ blellum. 

And C.alvin’8 fork are fit to fell him ; 

And self-conceited critic skollum 

His quill may draw; 

He wha could brawlle ward their belluin, 
Willie's awa ! 


Up wimpling stately Tweed I’ve sped. 

And Kden scenes on crystal detl, 

And Ettrick banks now roaring red, 

WTiile tempests blaw ; 
But every joy and pleasure’s fled, 

Willie's awa ! 


May I be slander’s common speech ; 

A text for infamy to preach ; 

And lastly, stieekit out to bleach 

In winter snaw ; 

When I forget thee ; Willie Creech, 

Though far awa ! 
XII. 

May never wicked fortune loxir.Io him ’ 
May never wicked men bamhonr.l# him ' 
Until a pow os auld’s Methusalem 1 

He canty claw ! 

Then to the blessed. New Jerusalem, 

Fleet wing awa ! 


LIBERTY. 


A FRAGMENT. 


THEE. Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song, 
To thee I turn with swimming eyes ; 

Wliere Is that soul of freedom fled ? 

Immlnglcd with the mighty dead ! 

HeneaUi that hallow^ turf where Wallace liov 
Hear It not, Wallace, in thy l)ed of death ! 

Ye babbling winds In silence sweep ; 

Disturb not ye the hero's sleep. 

Nor givu the coward secret breath.^. 
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8xrii.Krs9 

Is this the power in fVccdom’s war 
That wont to bid the battle rage !» 

Behold that eye which shot immortal hate. 
Crushing the despot's proudest bearing. 

That arm which, nerved with thundering fate. 
Braved usurpation's boldest daring ! 

One quench’d in darkness like the sinking star, 

A ncl one the palsied arm of tottering, jiowerless age. 


80S1IXS. 

BURNS-fijr/mpOf#. 


YE true “ Loyal Natives," attend to my song. 

In uproar and. riot rgjoicc the niglit long; 

I From CTn;y and hatred your corps is exempt ; 
j But where is your shield from tlie darts qj\onUmyt 1 


E L E G V 


ov Tiia 

DEATH OF ROBERT RUISSEAUX.* 


Vr.vr lie^ in his !i=t Iiir, 

II- 'll ujl-i-lc- iliviiii , iii>r sing n 11- iiijir, 
it lUld povetiN, liiinery .lare, 

Nac mjir ^hall fear l-nn ; 
Nor anxious fear, nor cankert care 

E’er mair come near him 

'fo fell the truth, thev seldom fisht him ; 

I s < l-i III-' 'it ifi It ihi \ I riidit him; 

I <r suiiL I . i li.'in. V i-r t-i'e h id liii III 'i III 

"1 ln-ugh e‘i r - le ^h••rl, 
Then wi' a ili'ine or lang he la-hi Vui, 

And ihuiighi ii >i-<»ii.— 

Though he was bred to kintra wark. 

And counted was baith wight and stark, 

\ et that was never Robin's mark 

To mak a man ; 

But tell Uisi, he was learn’d and dark. 

Ye roos’d him then 1 


CO.'IIIN’ TimO’ THE RYE. 

COM IN' through the rye, poor body, , 
Cornin' through the rye. 

She diaigl’t a’ her pettiimtie 
Coinin’ through the rye. 

Oh Jenny’s a* weet poor body, 
Jenny *^8 seldom dry ; 

She draigl’t a’ her jietticoatie 
Cornin’ through the rye. 

Gin a body meet a boily 
Cornin’ through the rye. 

Gin a hotly kiss a body. 

Need a btxlv cry. 

Oh Jenny's a’ weet, tVc. 

Gin a body meet a body 
Cornin’ through the glen ; 

.Gin a body kiss a body. 

Need the warld ken, 

Oh Jenny’s a' weet, &c. 


THE LOYAL NATIVES’ VERSES.* 


TO J. LAPRAIK. 


Stpt. 13th, 1785. 

GUID speed an’ furder to you, Johnio, 

Guid health, hale ban’s, an weather honnic: 
Ncjr when ye’re nickan down fu’ cannie 
The staff o’ bread. 

May ye ne’er want a stoup o’ brany 

To dear your head. 

May Boreas never thresh your rigs. 

Nor kick your rickles atf their leg.i, 

.Sendin' the stufl’o’er muirs an haggs 

Like drivin' wrack : 
But may the tapmast grain tliat wags 

Come to the sack. 

I’m busy too, an' skelpin at it. 

But bitter, daudin’ showers hae wat it, 

Sae iny auld stumpie pen 1 gat it 

Wi’ muekle walk, 

An* took my joctelcg an’ whatt it, 

Like ony clerk. 

It’s now twa month that I’m your debtor. 

For your braw, nameless, dateless letter. 
Abusin’ me for harsh iJI nature 

On holy men, 

While diel a hair yourscl’ ye’re better. 

But mair profane. 

But let the kirk-folk ring their bells. 

Let’s sing about our noble sols ; 

We’ll cry nae jads frae heathen hills 

To help, or roose us. 
But browstcr wives and wliisky stills. 

They are the muses. 

Your friendship, Sir, I winna quat it. 

An’ if ye mak objections at it. 

Then nan in nieve some day we'll knot it, 

An’ witness take. 

An* when wi’ usquabae we’ve wat it 

It winna break. 

But If the beast and branks be spar’d 
Till kyc be gaun without the herd. 

An’ a’ the vittel In the yard. 

An’ theekit right, 

I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter uight. 

Then muse inspirin’ aqua-vlte 

Shall make us baith sae blithe an’ witty. 

Till ye forget ye’re auld an' gatty, 

An’ be as canty 
As ye were nine years less than thretty. 

Sweet ane an* twenty 1 


ye sons of sedition, give ear to my song, 

I'Ct Syme, Burns, and Maxwell, pervade every 
throng. 

With Craken, the attorney, and MundcU the quack, 
.’’'end Willie the monger to hell with a smack. 


Kuisseaux—a play on hi.s own name. 

I At this period of our Poet’s life, when political 
animosity was made the ground of private quarrel, 
me above foolish verses were sent as an attack on 
Hums and hl» friends for their political opinions. 
I hey were written by some raemuer of a efub styl- 
’”8 selves the Loyal Natives of Dumfries, or 
tather by the united genius of that club, which was 
more distinguished for drunken loyalty, than either 
Jot rMpectabillty or poetical talent. Tlie verses 
over the table to llums at a convivial 
meeting, and he instantly endorsed the subjoined 
Reli<iu«s, p. 168; 


But stocks are cowpet wi’ the blast. 

And now the sun keeks in the west. 

Then 1 maun rin ainang the rest 

An’ quat my chanter 
Sae I subscribe mysel' in haste, 

Yours, Rab the Rant-r. 


TO THE REY. JOHN M‘MATH, 
Enclosing a Copy of Holy Willie’s Prayer, 
which he had requested. 

Sepi. nth, 1785. 

WHILE at the stook the shearers cow’r 
To shun the bitter blaudin show’r, 

H 



^ BURNS* 

in gulravagc rinnm scow*r 

To pass the time. 

To you 1 dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

-’My tnu-.ie, tir’d wi’ monv a sonnet 
ni an’ han', and douM! black lionnet, 

> E^. . '.ii rl^lii ,riie 11 . -w d.ui. It. 

I i^^t thiy blame lu-r. 

An' rouse their holy Uiunder on it 

And anatliem her. 

I own *twas rash, an’ rather hardy, 

'I'h it I. 1 ?iiii) I, . kiiilr.i bardie, 

"''l ul l nn-dille ui' a |.a. k .rurdi, 

\\ h.i. Ii liny kill me, 

< an easy, vti’ a single wordie. 

Lowse li-ll upon me. 

Jlut I gae mad nt tlirir tTimacr*, 

’I'heir 'lu-li.m, rauiaii. gi i. e | r in i-.. 
TlU'iriiiin mile jiroMT', an li.iut imli grid-. 
Their raxan l onscience, 
\Vhase greed, revenge, an' pride disgrace.s 

VV'aur nor their nonsense. 

There’s Gaun,* niiska’t waur than a hcast, 

M'ha has inair honour in his breast 
Than inony scores as guid’s the priest 

W lia ae abus’t him, 

.An’ may n bard rui . r i. k hh je-t 

\\ h.il vv v ihiy've n .o i Inm ■> 

See him f the poor man's friend in need, 

The gentlem.an in word an' deed, 

An’ shall his fame an’ lumour bleed 

By sv orthless skellum*, 

.\ii' not a niu.e eru i her hia.1 

To .owe the Miliums* 

O Pope, had I thy satire’s darts. 

To gie the rascals their deserts, 

I’d rip tlieir rotten, hollow hearts, 

An’ tell aloud 

Their jugglin’ hocuyiocus arts 

To cheat the crowd. 

God knows, I'm no the thing I should be, 

Nor am I even the thing I could be. 

But twenty limes, I ratlier would be. 

An atheist clean. 

Than under gospel colours hid be, 

J ust for a screen. 

An honest man may like a glass, 

An honest man may like a lass. 

But mean revenge, an’ malice fause. 

He’ll still disdain, 

An’ then cry zeal for gospel laws, 

Like some we ken. 

They take religion in their moutli ; 

They talk o’ nu rry grue an’ liiilh, 

For what ? t.j gie thur m ilice sk..iiih 

Un some puir wight. 

An’ hunt him dowi^ o'er rigiit an’ ruth. 

To ruin slreight. 

All hail, Religion ! maid divine! 

Pardon a muse sae mean as mine, 

Who in her rough Imperfect line 

Thus daurs to name thee; 

To stigmatize false friends of thine 

Cair ne’er defame thee. 

Though blotcht an’ foul wi’ mony a stain. 

An’ far unworthy of tby train, 

With trembling voice I tune my strain 
To Join with those. 

Who boldly dare thv cause maintain 
In spite of foes : 

J n spite o’ crowds, in spite o’ mobs. 

In spite o’ undermining jobs. 

In siiite o’ dark banditu stabs 

At worth an’ merit. 


* Gavin Hamilton, Esq. 

t The poet has Introduced the two first lines of 
this stanza into the dedication of his works to Mr. 
Hamilton. 


POBMS. 

By scoundrels, even wI’ holy robes 

But iiellish spirit. 

O Avr, my dear, my native ground, 

Witliin thy presbytereal hound 
A candid llb’ral band is found 

Of public teachers. 

As men, as Christians too, renown’ll, 

An’ manly preachers. 

.•Sir, in that circle you are nam’d ; 

Sir, in that circle you are fam'd ; 

An’ some, by whom vour doctrine’s Mam’.l 

(\Vhi(h gies you honour) 
Even, Sir, by them your heart’s esteem’d. 

An’ winning manner. 

Pardon this freetlom 1 liave ta’en, 

An’ if impertinent I’ve been. 

Impute it not, good Sir, in anc 

Whfise heart ne’er wrang’d \ e, 
But to his utmost would befriend ^ 

Ought that bclang’d >c. • 


TO GAVIN HAMILTON, 


MAUCHLINE. 


(recommending a boy.) 


JUosgai'illc, Ma;/ Z, 1 7 SO. 

I HOLD it. Sir, my bounden duty 
To wanr von how that Master Tootie, 

Alias, Laird M’Gauii,* 

Was here to hire yon lad away 
Bout whom ye spak the tither day, 

A n’ wad hae don’t atl'lian’ ; 

But lest ho learn the eall.an tricks, 

.\st iith T iimckle rt- ubt him. 

Like rapin' out auld i rumnn.. <> in. ki. 

An' i« Hill' lies about lliem ; 

.As III ve then I’d hafe ihi n, 
k'onr « leiksliip he should sa.r, 

If sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Although I say't, he's glog enough, 

An’ bout a house that’s rude an’ rough, 

The boy might learn to trvear : 

But then wi’ i/et/, he’ll lx- sae taught, 

An’ get Mc fur t Biinugiii, 

I Ii le nae om I't-jr. 

Ye’ll catechize Lim every quirk, 

An’ shore him weel wi’ hell ; 

.An’ gar him follow to the kirk - — 

—Aye w hen ye gang lyoursi/’. 

If ve then, maun he then 

Erae hamc this cornin’ Friday, 

Tlien pIraM'. .‘iir, to li i’e, ’’^Ir, 

Till orders »i’ ji ur lads. 

My word of honour I hae gien. 

In I'.iisli j .T. liii’i, that niKtit .it i’« r, 

’1 o ini\ I tile Tn.rm 

To try to get the twa to gree. 

An’ name the airles an’ the fee, 

In legal mode an’ form ; 

I ken he weel a Snitk can draw. 

When simple bodies let liim ; 

An’ if a Devil be at a’, 

In faith he’s sure to get him. 

To phrase you an’ praise you. 

Ye ken your Laureat scorn.*; ; 

The prayer still, you share still. 

Of grateful Minstrel Bums. 


* Matter Tootie then lived in J^fauchline; n 
dealer in Cows. It was his common practice 
to cut the nicks or markings from the horns ol 
cattle, to disguise their age. — Ho was an artful 
trick -contriving character ; hence he is called a 
Snick-drawer. In the Poet’s “ Addrett to the Dcil,' 
he styles that august personage an auld, snirkdranf- 
ing dog ! Relhjuet, p. 39^. 



auxtxrsy 


TO Mil. M‘ADAM 

OP CRAIGBN-GILLAN, 

biAiumcrtoan obliging Letter he tent in the com- 
mencement qf my Poetic Career. 

SIR, o'er a gill I gat your card, 

I trow it made me proud ; 

See wha taks notice o’ the bard ! 

1 Jap and cry d fu‘ loud. 

Now diel-ma-care about their jaw. 

The senseless, gawky million ■, 

rH . O' k iiiv nose ali.'Oii them a', 
r.i. Lv (. r,.i,,Mi-(Jillaii I 

’Twas noble, Sir '; ’twas like yoursel, 

'I'o fr int your high jirotoeiion : 
gli.ll III III ■ 'Oiile \e ki 11 t'u’ well, 
li.ijea blest 111111.11011. 

I'hf)’, I'v his banco wha tn a tub 
Alii, l.d M-i. ..K.'.i,iii "iiivl.. • 

<rii mv am leg, ihi.i ihri .iiia iiub, 

1 m'ile^H.-ndeiii stiiul a.n.— 

And when those legs to guid, warm kail, 

\Vi' welcome canna be ir me ; 

.\ li e (I’lki •stdi. , ,1 .ib'jvi -i III, 

Anil liiiley v ...iie shall clu.-r im . 

Heaven spare y<m lang to kiss tiie breath 
( )’ mony tlow’ry simmers ! 

And bless your boimie lasses baith. 

I'm tald they’re loosome kimmevs ! 

And God bless young Dunaskin’s laird. 

The blossom of our gentry ! 

And may he wear an auld man’s beard, 

A credit to his country. 


TO CAPTAIN IIIDDEL, 

GLEN RIDDEL. 


{Extempore Lines on returning a Nefvspaper.) 


EUisland, Monday Evening. 

Your news and review. Sir, I’ve read Uirough 
anil through, Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming ; 

The papers are barren of home-news or foreij^i, 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our friends the reviewers, those clrijiin-rs and 
hewers. 

Arc judges of mortar and stone, Sir ; 

But of meet or unmeet, in a fabric iomidete, 

I’ll boldly pronounce they are none. Sir. 

My goose-ouill too rude is to tell all your goodness 
Bestow’d on y -ur servant, the i’oet; 

Woulii to (iod 1 had one like a beam of the sun. 
And then all the world. Sir, should know it J 


TO 

TERRA CGIITY,* 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAV. 

HKALTH to the Maxwell’s vet’ran Cliiefl 
Health, avc unsour’d by c.are or grief : 
inspir’d f turn'd Pate's sibvl leaf, 

'I'his natal mom, 

1 see thy life is stulfo’ prief, 

Scarce quite half worn — 


* Air. Alaxwell, of Terraughty, near Dumfries. 


POSAKSe F 7 

This day thou metes threescore eleve n, 

And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The second sight, ye ken, is given 
To ilka Poet) 

On thee a tack o’ seven times seven 

Will yet bestow i:. 

If envious buckles view wi’ sorrow, 

'I'l-.y lengthen’d days on this bli .t m-rr ■ , 

Jtluy di.a-j|aiioii'!> Uiig iiclli d Imri., i , 

Niiiu niilc. 111 li. ii . 

Hake them, like Sodom and Gomonaii . 

In brunstane stoure — 

But for thy friends, and they are mony, 

Baith honest men and lasses boiinie. 

May coutliie fortune, kind and cannw. 

In social glee, 

Wi’ mornings blithe and e'enings funny 
^ Bless them and tiiee ^ 

Farewell, auld birkie! Lord be near ye. 

And then the Did he daur na steer ve ; 

Yvor Irieii.D n..^ b.^e, v.ur fus .m- fV ir ye. 

1 ..I 111 -, -h iiTi-- 1 1’ me. 

If neist my heart I dinna wear je. 

While Burns they ca' ri.e. 


TO A LADY, 

With a Present qf a Pair of Drinking Glass s. 

FAIR Empress of the Poet's soul, 

AimJ nu.-en of r..eie--.i-a , 

I I .nii'l'i, I Ae till. liMli I I), 

I lu-liui.ii'b I-J.r I'l Iiw.-- 

And fill them high with getierous juice, 

.As gcnerou.s as your mind ; 

And nlcilge me in the generous to.ast— 

** The ivholc of human kind 

“ To those rvho love vs second fill ; 

Hut not to iliuse whom we loVc ; 

LeA we love tliose who love not us ! 

-k tliixd — “fo thee and me, love 


THE VOWELS. 


A 'PALK. 


'TWAS where the birch and sounding thong are 
plied, 

'fhe noisy domicile of pedant pride ; 

Where ignorance her darkening vajiour Ihiow., 
And cruelty directs the thickening blows ; 

Up.-.n a time, *-iir A here the great, 

In.iJ iii^ I'l.l-ig- gic p-iVM-r, lAnie, 

Ml- ichtl ih.iir ul stale re-.U. » to mnimi. 

And c III Uiuuimbliug \owd> lo a.'u>uiii. 

First enter'd A, a pp’ave, broad, solemn wight. 
But, nh ! deform’d, dishonest to the sight 
His twisted head look’d backward on his way. 

And flagrant from Uie scourge> he grunted, m ! 

Reluctant, E stalk’d in ; with pltcotl? grace 
The justling tears ran down his honest face 
That name, that well worn name, and all his ow n 
Pale he surrenders at the tyrant’s throne ! 

The pi ll int ‘tilK-« keen the Keman sniinil. 

N.-t -ill liis mi.ngri .1 diphihcmg,, i.m roni|- und; 
An-I nixt llie llile ibliow mg cIoh? behiPit, 

Ml- 1-. tile ii-iinelt-»', gh.KiJy wretih a-.»igii < 1 . 

The cobweb’ll gothic dome resounded, V ' 

In sullen vengeance, I, disdain’d reply : 

The pedant sw'iing his felon cudgel round. 

And knock’d the groaning vowel to the ground : 

In rueful apprehension enter’d O, 

The wailing minstrel of despairing wo * 

Til’ Inquisitor of Spain the most expert. 

Alight there have learnt new mysteries of his art : 
So grim, deform’d, witlt horrors entering I', 

Ills dearest friend and brother scarcely knew ' 



BVXtirS’ 

As trembling U stood staring all aghast. 

The pedant in his left hand clutch'd him fast. 

In he^less infant’s U*ars he dip’d his right. 

Baptiz'd him eu, and kick'd him from his sight. 


SKETCH.* 

A LITTLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight. 
And still his precious self his dear delight ; 

Who loves his own smart shadow in the streets. 
Better than e’er the fairest she he meets, 

A man of fashion too, he made his tour, 

Learn’d nii’c la bnt'alelle, et vive I'atnonr ; 

So travell'd monkeys their grimace improve, 
Polish their grin, nav, sigh for ladies’ love. 
Much specious lore, out little understood; 
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood : 

His solid sense — by inches you must tell, ( 
But mete his cunning bv the old Scots cll ; 

His mcHidling vanity, a busy fiend, 

Still making work fiis seltish craft must mend. 


SCOTS PROLOGUE, 

For Mr. Sutherland’s HeneJU Night, Dumfries. 

WH.A.T netvls this din alxiut the town o’ Lon’on, 
How this new play and that new sang is coinin’ •* 
Why is outlanuisli stuff sae mcikle courted .■> 

Does nonsense mend like wliisky, when imported ? 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame, 

Will try to gie us sangs and plays at harae ? 

Por comedy abroad lie need na toil, 

A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 

Nor need he hunt as rar as Rome and Greece 
To gather matter for a serious piece ; 

There’s themes enough in Caledonian story. 
Would show the tragic muse in a’ her glory — 

Is there no daring bard will rise, and tell 
How glorious Wallace stood, how, hajilcss, fell ? 
Where are the muses tied that could produce 
A drama worthy o’ the name o’ Bruce ; 

How here, even here, he first unsheath’d the sword 
•Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 

And afiiT riioiiv a hiiiodv, (lt*ailii,-s, d-.ing, 
Wren:hil hn dear couniry from ilioj.i»V'of rum? 
<) for a .kspe.ire or an f'Uway mhu. 

To dr.iw the k.vely, h.iple*' ?»(;otidi ipi.i-n ' 

Vain all iJie omni|Miietiie nl' feinal.* • h itm% 

'G.uii>t headlong, niihle-*, mad l(eh«.lli--ii a ami". 
Siie till, liUt fell wiih spirit tndy Honian, 

To glut the vengcaiK e <jl a rn.il wom m • 

A W'>man, though the phr.iv.’ ni.is ".eeiii uiii'iiil, 

A > able and as i rnel as the Devil ' 

t'ine Dxiigl.is lives In Home s Immortal page, 

Lui U-uigla-es wire heroti every ag>- 
And I'lougli your falliers, ]irodiL'al lif,’, 

A Douglas folloised to the iiiarii.d "iiiie, 

I'riliipi if howD row right, and liight su ccvm!', 

Ve yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As >e h 1C gener-jMs done, if a’ the land 
Would take trie muses’ bcrvani" hy the hand ; 

Not only liear, hiii patronise, hei'riend ilieni, 

And where ye justly can commend, commend them ; 
And aihlins when they winna stand the test. 

Wink hard and say. the folks hae done tlieir best ! 
Would a’ the land oo this, theu I'll he caution 
Ye’ll soon hae poets o’ tlie Scotish nation. 

Will gar fame blow until her trumpet crack. 

And warsle time an' lay him on his back ! 

For us and for our stage should onjr spier, 

" Whose aught thae chiels maks a’ this bustle here ?” 


* This sketch seems to lie one of a Series, intend, 
ed for a projected work, under the title of “ The 
Poet's Progress.” • This cliaracter was sent as a s^ie. 
cimen, accompanied by a letter to Prq^ssor Dugald 
Stewart in which it is thus noticed. “ The fragment 
beginning A little, upright, pert, tart, &c. I have 
not shown to any man living, till I now send it to 
you. It forms the postulata, the axioms, the defi- 
nition of a character, which, if it appear at all, shall 
be placed in a varie^ of lights. This particular 
part I send you merely os a sample of ray hand at 
portrait sketching.” 


POSMS. 

Mt best leg foremost, I’ll set up my brow, 

\Ve have the honour to belong to you ! 

We’re your ain bairns, e’en guide us as yo like. 
But like good mithers, siiore before ye strike,— 
.\iid grattfu’ still I hojie ye’ll ever find u», 

Fi-r a’ the p iiiuiidge luid ineikle kmil>ie-> 
tVe'vega' trap a' |iriiii--.M.>ii., m;i. iiid ■ i.i>l(« 
tjml lielp u» : Hre’te but poor—ye'oe gel Out lli.iiiks. 


EXTEMPORANEOUS EFFUSION 

ON BUI NO 

AProiN'rcu TO Tin: excisi:. 

SEARCHING auld wives’ barrels 
Och, ho ! the day ! 

That clarty barm should stain my laurels ; 
But — what ’ll ye say ! 

These inuving things ca’d wives and weans 
Wad muve the very hearts o’ statics 5 


On seeing the beautiful Scat of fjord a. 

WHAT dost tlmu in that mansion fair! 

Flit, ti , and find 

Some narrow, dirty, dungeon cave. 

The picture of tliy mind ! 


On the Same. 

NO Stewart art thou G , 

The Stewarts all were Iirave : 
Besides, the Stewarts were hutfuolt, 
Not one of them a knave. 


On the Same, 

BRIGHT ran thy line O G , 

Tlirough many a far-fam'd sire ! 
bo ran the fiir-fnin’d Itoinan way. 
So ended in a mire. 


To the Same, on the Author being ihrtalentJ 
with his Resentment. 

SPARE me thy vengeance, G , 

In quiet let me live : 

I ask no kindness at tliy hand. 

For tJiou hast none to give. 


THE DEAN OF FACULTY. 

A NEW Ballad. 

Tune — ” The Dragon of Wanth 'j. ’ 

DI RE was the hate at old Harlaw, 

That Scot to Scot did oarrv ; 

Ami dire the discfird I.ang'iide ‘iw, 

I'. r l.e.nii» ..11 lupli M M ir> 
j: II *"cot with >Li.| ne'ir iml sn l.or. 

Or were inore m furv >iLn. >ir. 

"I ban Twlxt Hal ami hob tor the famous jiil.> — 
Who siiuuld be Faculty’s Dean, Sir.— 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore. 

Among the first was number’d ; 

But pious Rob, mid learning’s store. 
Commandment tenth remeinbei’d. — 

Yet simple Rob the victory got, 

And wan his heart’s desire. 

Which shows that heaven can boil the jiot. 
Though the devil p— ss in the lire. — 

Squire Hal, besides, had, in this case. 
Pretensions rather brassy. 

For talents to deserve a place 
Are qualifications saucy ; 

So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of merit's rudeness. 

Chose one who should owe it all. d'ye see. 

To their gratis grace and goodness. — 
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As once on Pisgah purg’d was the sight 1 

Of a son of Circumcision, 

So may be, on this Pisgah heiglit, 

Bob's purl)lind, mental vision ; 

Nay, Bobhif’s mouth may be open’d yet, 

'i'ill for eloquence you hail him. 

And swear he has the Angel met 
That met the ass of Balaam. — 


EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF 
SESSION. 

Tune— “ Gillicranku " 


LORD A TK. 

HE clench’d his pamphlets in his fist. 
He quohHl and he hinted. 

Till in a declamation-mist. 

His argument he tint it. 

He gaped for ’t, he graped for ’t, 

He fand it was awa, man ; 

But what his common sense came short. 
He ektsl out wi’ law, man. 


MR. lilt NK. 

Collected Harry stood awee, 

Then open’d out his arm, man ; 

His lordship sat wi’ ruefu’ e'e. 

And ey’d the gathering storm, man : 
Like wind-driv’n hail it did assail, 

Or torrents owrc a lin, man ; 

The Dench sae wise lift up their C}C‘. 
Half-wauken’d wl' the din, man. 


VERSES TO J. KANKEN. 

[r/i(' Person to rvho^n his Poem on shooting the Par- 
trUffe is addressed, while Ranken occupud (he 
Farm of Adamhill, in Ayrshire,] 

AE day, as Death, that gruesome carl, 

Was driving to the tither wavl 
A mixtie-maxtie motley squ.ad, 

And nmnle a guilt he- jiot ted lad; 
i:h< I. guXMs ‘ I c-acli di.-uouiiniiii>n. 

And ihieres of every r.mk and ktailon, 

From him that wears the star and garter. 

To him that wintles* fn a halter 
.A-ham'd hmiHcirro miv the wrei. h. .. 

Me mmiers. gl.ur rin’ at the l>ii. hi •, 

“ My O il, I'll n-il he Kan l-eluiit (lii-in. 

N"r 'mnng Ih,- >p'rltii.il core pr«-<> iit ili« in. 
Wiili'Mii.ni le i-i, je honest ni in. 

T'l gi.i'V thi. d d liircrnil i Ian. ' 

Hy Adamhill a glance he threw, 

“ L — d G-d !” quoth he, “ I have it now. 
There’s just the m.an I want, in faith," 

And qltickly stoppit Ranken’ s breath. 


On hearing that there was Falsehood in the 
Rev. Dr. B ’s very Looks. 

THAT there is falsehood in his looks 
I must and will deny : 

They say their master is a knave — 

And sure they do not lie. 


On a Schoolmaster in Cleish Parish, l'’fi:shire. 

ilERE He Willie M— hie’s lian#*, 

O Satan, when ye tak him, 

Gie him the schuHn of your weans ; 

For clever Deils he’ll mak ’em ! 


• The word Wintle, denotes sudden and invoiun- 
taiy motion. In the ludicrous sense in which it 
IS here applied, it may be admirably translated by 
the vulgar London expression of Dancins; upon no- 


POBMB. HI) 


ADDRESS TO GENERAL DUMOURIKK. 


(A PAEODY OK HOBIN ADAIK.) 


YOU’RE welcome to Despots, Dumourier ; 

You’re welcome to Despots, Dumourier — - 
How does U.anipiero do ? 

Ay, and Iloumonville too ? 

Wliy did they not come along with you, Duniou ru r 

I will fight France with you, Dumourier,— 

I will fight France with you, Duinouriui — 

I will figlit France with you, 

I will take iny cliance with you ; 

By my soul I'll dance a dance with you, Dumourit r 

Then lot us fight about, Dumourier ; 

Thca let us tight about, Dumourier ; 

*1 ll•'fl let U' tigiit .it- ., 11 , 

Till freedom s spark is out. 

Then we’ll be d-mn’d no doubt— Dumourier. 


ELEGY ON THE YEAR 17S«. 

A .Skclch. 

I'OR Lords or Kin^ I tlinna mourn, 

K’l'n let them die — tor that they’re born : 

Hut oh .' jirodimous to rellect I 
A Towmont, .Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 

0 Fighty-e{f,'ht, in thy stna’ space 
What dire events hac taken place ! 

Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us ! 

In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish emfiire ’s tint a head. 

An’ my auld teelhless Bawlie's dead ; 

The tillzie ’s teugh ’tween I’itt and Fox. 

And ’tween our Maggie’s twa wee cocks : 

The tanc is game, a bliiiclie devil, 

But to the hen-l)irds unco civil ; 

The lither’s sometliing donre o’ treadiu', 

But liottcr stud’no’er claw’d a midilen — 

Ye ministers. ,'ome mounl the p"Uiill, 

A'.’ . r\ ml >. be t.e.ir'e .iM’ m,i| , i. 

1 . r h,. «„hd v,..ii «i,i. 

An g,. I >,-a a’ b ir.li gi at .'in’ III. 'll • 

I I <1 l■l•■llll. I pi'll k, iiionii- ipiLk. 

A I Kill Is, tor hiiie le, k ’ - 

Ye bonnie lasses, di^ht your een. 

For some o’ you hao tmt a f'rien’ . 

In F.ighty.ci^ht, yc ken, was ta’en 
Wliat ye’ll ne’er liae to gie again. 

Observe the verv nowt an’ sh(*ep. 

H.<ii ,1 .«l md dowle now ihiy . rte|. 

N ri ilie > nh ii-.,!’ d,x , ,.rv. 

I’. i I. iii.rugli uell .ue gruii,. n «lr>. 

O FAgMy-nine, thou’s but a bairn. 

An’ no o'er auld, 1 hope, to learn ! 

Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 

Tliou now has got thy Daddy’s chair. 

hind , uiV J, mi/.'i’,l, hap sJi.i, kl’J /f > . 
But, like himsel’, a lull free agent. 

Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man ; 

As muckie lietter a.s you can. 

January 1 .,’.‘, 17 .S''. 


VERSES 

IVrifteri sinder the Portrait of Fergusson, the 

a ropy of that author's works presented to a you 'g 
iMdy in Edinburgh, lHareh VJth, 17H7. 

CURSE on ungrateful man, that can lie pleas’d. 
And yet can starve the author of the plc.asure 
O thou ray cider brother in misfortune, 

Bv f.ir my elder brother In the muses, 

With tears I pity thy unhappy fate 
AVhv is the bard unpitied by the world. 

Yet lias so keen a relish of its plea,sores ? 

H3 
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SONG. 

UP IN THE MORNING EARLY.* 

Up in the morning’* no for me. 

Up in the morning early : 

When a’ the hill* are cover'd *vi' snatv, 
I'm sure it's winter fairly, 

COLD blaws the wind frae cast to west. 
The drift is driving sairly ; 

Sae loud and shrill's I hear the blast. 

I’m sure it's winter fairly. 

The’ birds sit chitterinR in the thorn, 

A’ day they fare but sparely ; 

And lang’8 the ni|{ht frae e’en to mom, 
I’m sure it’s winter fairly. 

Up in the morning. Sec. 


.S O N G. 

I CREAM’D I LAY WHERE FLOWERS 
WERE SPRINGINiJ.t 

I CREAM'D I lay where flowers were sprin^tiR, 
(iaily in the sunny l)cam ; 

I.ist’ning to the wild birds singing, 

By a falling, crystal streani : 

Straight the sky grew black .and daring ; 

Through the wootls the whirlwinds rave; 
Trees witn aged arms were warring 
O'er the swelling, drumlie wave. 

Such was my life’s deceitful morning, 

Such the pleasures 1 enjoy’d ; 

But lung or noon, loud tempests storming 
A’ my fiow'ry bliss destroy’d. 

Though fickle fortune has deceived me. 

She promis’d fair, and perforiti’d but ill ; 

Of monie a joy and hope bereav'd me, 

I bear a heart shall support me still. 


SON G.^ 

BEWARE O' BONNIE AN.\. 

VE gallants bright I rod yoti right. 
Beware o' bonnie Ann ; 

Her comely face sae fu’ o’ gr<toe, 

Your heart she will trepan. 

Her con sac bright, like stars by night. 
Her skin is like the swan ; 

Sa^imply lac'd her genty waist, 

Tliat sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace, and love, attendant move. 
And pleasure leads the van : 

In a’ their charms, and conquering arms. 
They wait on bunnie Ann. 

The captive hands may chain tl«c hands. 
But love enslaves the man ; 

Ye gallants braw, I red ye a'. 

Beware o' Iwnnie Ann. 


S O N G. 

MY BONNIE MARY.S 

GO fetch to me a pint o’ wine. 

An’ fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That 1 may drink before I go, 

A service urmy bonnie lassie ; 


• The Chorus is old, 

t These two stanias I composed when I wa.s 
seventeen, and are araotw the oldest of my printed 
jiieces. Rums’ Reliques, p. 242. 

$ I composed this song out of tompliraent to 
Miss Ann Masterton, the daughter of my friend 
Allan Masterton, the author of the air of Strathal- 
lan’s Lament, and two or three others in this work. 

Burns’ Reliques, p. 2GG. 

I This air is Oswald’s; the first half-stanza of the 
song Is old. 


POSBfS. 

The boat tocks at the pier o’ liCith ; 

Fu’ loud the wind blaws frae the ferry ; 
The ship rides by the Berwick-Iaw, 

And I maun lea’e my bonnie Mary. 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly, 

The glittering spears are ranked ready ; 
The hhout.s o’ war are heard afar. 

The battle closes thick and bloody ; 

But it’s not the roar o’ sea or shore 
Wad inak me langer wish to tarry 
Nor shouts o’ war that’s heard .afar. 

It’s leaving thee, my bounic Mary. 


80 N G, 

THERE’S A YOUTH IN THUS CITY.* 

THERE’S a youth in this city, it were n great pity 
That ho front our lasses should wander awa ; 

For he’s bonnie and braw. weel.fivriur’d with a', 
.\nd I... I. ,.r hi. .1 i.vi.i il bii.-kl.- .m.i .i . 

H... ■ .•.! i. Ilf- i l..- oi'i.i. . le Mile, 

His fecket is while as the new-driven snaw : 

His hose thev are hlae, and his shoon like the slae, ' 
And his clear siller imckles they dazzle us a’. 

|lis coat is the hue, &c. 

For beauty and fortune the laddie’s Iteen courtin' ; 
Weel-featur’d, weel tocher'd, weel-mountod and 
braw ; 

But chiefly the siller, that gars him gang till her ; 

The pennie’s tJie jewel that beautifies a' 

There's Meg wi’ the inailen, that fain wad a haen 
him, 

And Susy whose daddy was Laird o’ the ha'; 
There’s lang-tocher’d Nancy maist fetters his fant y 
— But Uie laddie’s dear sel lie Jo’cs dearest of 


SONG. 

MY HEART’.S IN THE HIGHLANDS.! 

MY heart’s in the Highlands, my lieart is not here ; 
My heart’s in the Highlands a-chasing the deer ; 
Chasing the wild deer, and following the roe, 
uly he.irt’s in the Higl.lands wherever I go. 
barewell to the Highlands, farewell to the North, 
J'he hirth-plafp of valour, the country of worth ; 
Wherever 1 wander, wherever I rove. 

The hills of the lliglilands for ever I love. 

Farewell to the mountains high cover’d with snow , 
Farewell to the straths and green valley.s below 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and loud pouring floods. 
My heart’s in the Highlands, my heart is not here ; 
My h. .trl’, in the Highlands a-. ha'Inc tin- deer 
(’hak:riT ih. w.l.l ■.'.m r. .mil ■hr :o.‘, 

.My he.-.ri'^ nt the li igli!.-ii:i: •, u.'iei. vr I g. . 


SONG.t 

•THE RANTIN’ DOG THE DADDIE O T. 

O WHA my hahie-clouLs will buy H 
Wha will tent me tvlien I cry? 

Wha will kiss me whare I lie ? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t 

Wha will own he did the faut ? 

Wha wilt buy my groanin’ inaut ? 

Wha will tell me how to ca’t ? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t — 

AVhen I mount the creepic-chalr, 

Wha will sit beside me there ? 

Gie me Rob, I seek nae mair. 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t. — 


• This air is claimed by Nit l Gow, who calls il 
his lament for his brother. The first half-slan/a 
of the song is old. 

t The first half-stanza is old. 

^ I composed this song pretty early in life, and 
sent it to a young girl, a very particular acquaint- 
ance of mine, who was at that time under a cloud. 

Burns’ Reliques, p. 278. 
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Wha will crack to me my lane ? 

Wha will mak me fidgln’ fain ? 

Wha will kiss me o’er again ? 

The rantin’ dog the daddie o’t.— 


SONG. 

I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR.* 

1 DO confess thou art sac fair, 

I w.i'l bet n o’er the lug^ in luve ; 

li.vl I na l.iund the sllghie«i or.nrr 

I'hai lips toulil .i-tojk , illy Kl Art . milil niuiii . 

I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets. 

Thy favours are tlie silly wind 
'i'hat kisses ilka tiling it meete. 

See yonder rose-bud, rich in dew, 

Among its native hrit^rs sae coy. 

How Stine it tines its sccMit and hue 
Wlien pil’d and worn a common toy 1 

Sic f.ite erelang shall thee betide, 

^ Though thou may gayly bloom a while ; 

Vet sunc thou shalt be thrown aside. 

Lake ony common weed and vile. 


SON G.t 

Tune — " Cragie-burn ffooJ.” 

/ie^nd ihoe, dearie, beyond (hec dearie, 

And O to be lying beyotul thee, 

0 fin, i.uKi.Iln, n M tl-.'p, 

1 'i it't /.yiJ I'l thf hid le’ri'i / t’inr. 

SWEET closes the evening on Cragie-burn wood. 
And blithely awakens the morrow ; 

Hut the pride of the spring in the Cr.igie burn 
wood 

Can yield to me nothing but sorrow. 

Beyond thee, t-S'C. 

I sec the spreading leaves and (lower#, 

1 hear the wild birds singing j 
Hut pleasure they Jiae nane for me 

Wliile care my heart is wringing. 

Beyond thee, «^’c. 

1 canna tell, I maunna tell, 

1 tlare na for your anger; 

Hut secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it larger. 

Beyond thee, SiC. 

I see thee gracefu’, straight and tall, 

I see thee swind and bonnie, 

Jhit oh, what will my torments be. 

If thou refuse Miy .Tohiiie ! 

Itryond thee. Sec. 

To see thee in anither’s arms, 

In love to lie and languish. 


• This song is altered from a poem by Sir lloliert 
Avion, private secretary to Mary and .‘Vnne, queens 
"f Scotland — The poem is to lie found In .James 
Watson’s Collection of Scots Poems, the ear- 
liest collection printed in Scotland.— 1 think that 
1 have improved the simplicity of the sentiments, 
1»> giving them a Scots dress. 

Burtu' Reliquet, p. 202. 

t It is remarkable of this place that it is the confine 
of that country «Phcre the greatest part of our Ivow- 
laml music (so far as from the title, words, &c. we 
<uii localize it) has been composed." From Cragie- 
burn, near Moffat, until one reaches the West 
Highlands, we have scarcely one slow air of any an- 
tiqmty. 

1 he song was composed on a passion which a 
Mr, Gillespie, a particular friend of mine, had for 
a Miss Lorlmer, afterwards a Mrs. Whelpdalc 
young lady was born at Cragie-burn wood— 
I he chorus is part of an old foolish ballad. 

Buriee* Relijvee, p. 28'!. 


POBMS. 

’Twad be my dead, that will be seen. 
My heart wad burst wi’ an^ish. 

Beyond thee, S(c. 

But, Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 
'Say, thou lo’es nane before me ; 
And a’ my days o’ life to come 
I’ll gratefully adore thee. 

Beyond thee, Sfc. 


SON G. 

YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS. 

YON wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, 
'I'hat nurse in their liosom the youth o’ the Clyde, 
Where the grouse lead their coveys through the 
^ heather to feed, 

AmlTlie shepherd tent# his flock as he pijics on 
his recti. 

Where the gronse, Sfe. 

X,.t O.'wrlf ’! rirli vilb-v. imr F'-'rtli'p simny di-T'---. 
I ,1 III-, h te lie • li.iriiis u' v--n u ,1,1, m-.s v lu-i ,1 > . 
i or ihere, by .i l.mtl), anil i, i ,| ..inaii', 

Keiidfs a »wti-i bvMii-, my ihuugbl .iieJ my tin a >i. 

Amang the wild mountains shall still be my pa’.h. 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow 
strath ; 

For there, wi’ iny lassie, the day lang 1 rove, 

While o'er us unheeded tly the swift hours o’ love. 

She is not the fairest, although she is fair; 

O’ nice etlucation but siiia' is Her share : 

Her p.ireiitago humble as humble c.an be ; 

But I lo’e the dear la.ssio because she lo’es me. 

T.i lieaiitv wli it man but imnn yield him .a prire, 
Jii her .iriifur ct gi.in< I -, ■•id bUi-rie-, inils.elit. 
.\iid wlieii nit anil riimnneni fije jM.ii.iud rier 
darts, 

They dazzle our e’en, as they file to our Hearts. 

But kindness, sweet kindness, in the fond sparkling 
e’e, 

Has lustre outshining the diamond to me; 

And the heart-l>eatiiig love, as I’m cla.sp’d in her 
arms, 

O, these are my lassie’s all-conquoring charms ! 


SONG. 

,WHA is that AT MY BOWER DOOR. 

wha is that at my iKiwcr door ? 

O wha is it but Findlay ; 

Then gae your gate, ye’se nae be here ! 

In.l.-, .1 m.iun I .pm’ rindl a;, 

IVlni m.tk M- <,ae like n ihiei ■* 

«» come and M*t, ■|uo' KinJI.iv : 

Before ilie morn ye ll wink Pn*. hitf : 
liiileed mil 1, i'luo' l'in<lljy. 

Gif I rise and let you in ? 

Let me in, quo’ Findlajr ; 

Ye’ll keep m« waukin’ wi’ your din ; 

Indeed will I, quo' Findlay. 

In my bower if ye should stay ? 

liCt me stay, quo’ Findlay ; 

I ffear ye’ll bide Ull break o’ day : 

Indeetl will I, quo’ Findlay. 

Here this night if ye remain, 

I’ll remain, quo’ Findlay ; 

I dread ye’ll learn the gate again ; 

Indeetl will I, quo’ Find bay : 

What may pass within tliis bower, 

Let it pass, quo’ Findlay ; 

Vc maun conceal till your last hour ; 
Indeed will I, quo’ Findlay ! 


SONG. 

Tune—" The Weaver and hit Shnitle,” 


MY Father was a Farmer upon the Carrick border. 
And carefully he bred me in decency and order. 
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He bade me act a manly part, though I had ne’er a 
farthing, 

For without an lionest manly heart, no man was 
worth regarding. 

Then out into the world, my course I did dctcr- 
initie, 

Though to be rich was not my wish, yet to be great 
was charming, [education ; 

My talents tin y werii not the worst; nor yet iny 

lU-solv’d was r, at least to try, to mend iny situa- 
tion. 

In many a way, and vain essay, I courted fortune's 

Some cause unseen still stept between, to frustrate 
each endeavour ; 

Sometimes by foes I was o’eri>ower'd ; sometimes 
by friends forsaken ; 

.^tid when my iioj)e was at the top, I stis. was 
worst niistak cn. 

Thwi 'ore harass'd, and tir’d at last, with fortune's 
\ain delusion ; 

I dropt niy si hemes like iiile dreams, and came to 
this conclusion ; 

The pat t was bad, and the future hid; its good or 
ill untried ; 

Hut the present hour was in iny pow’r, and so I 
would enjoy it. 

No help, nor hope, nor view had I ; nor person to 
liefi lend me ; 

Si) I must toil, and sweat and broil, and labour to 
sustain m«* 

To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my father 
br^d me early ; 

For one, he said, to labour bred, was a match fot 
fortune fairly. 

Thus all obscure, unkm.wn, .and p.-ir, (lir -iich life 
I'm diiom d to MtiiiU r, 

Till down my weary Itones I lay in everlasting 
slumlier : 

No view nor l are, but shun whate'er miglit bre<>d 
me pain or soitow ; [row. 

I live to-day, as well’s I may, regardless of to-mor- 

Hut cheerful still, I am as well, as a monarch in a 
palace. 

Though fortune's frown still hunts me down, with 
* all her wonted malice; 

I make indeed, my daily bread, but ne’er can make 
it farther ; 

Hut as daily bread is all I need, 1 do not mui h re 
g-ird her. 

\\'l)en sometimes by my labour I earn .a little 
money, [ me ; 

S )tne unforeseen misfortune comes genernlly uj«»n 

Mischance, mistake, or by negleit, or my goinl-na- 
tur'd folly : 

Hut come what will, I’ve sworn it still. I’ll m-'er 
be melancholy. 

All you who follow we.olth and power with unre 

mi'iTtig ardour. j 

1 be iiiiir. Ml ibis >.iu look for bli^s, you leave your 
iliw I he farther i 

Had you the wealth Totoki hoasu, or nnUoti.s to i 
.adore you, j 

A cheerful honest-hearted clown I will prefer t>e- j 
fore you.* 1 


S O N (i. 

THOUGH cruel fate should bid us part. 

As far’s the pole and line i 
Her dear idea round my heart 
Should tenderly entwine. 

Though mountains frown and deserts howl. 
And oceans roar between ; 

Yet, dearer than my deathless soul, 

I still would love iny Jean. 


* This song is a wild rhapsody, miserably defi 
cient in versification, but as the sentiments are the 
genuine feelings of im heart, for that reason 1 have 
4 particular pleasurS’dn conning it over. 

Bum#’ Rdiijutf, p. S29. 


SONG. 


AE fund kiss and then we sever ; 

Ae farewell, alas, for ever ! 

Deep in heart-wrung tears I’ll pledge tlieo 
iV'avring sighs and groans I’ll wage thee. 
W'bo ‘lirill say that fortune griev,-* bin! 
Mini, 111,- Si.ir il h..p,- ►111* leivi.' Iiun ^ 

I'D- n . !.i-, riiT iwnikle bctilii I'l* . 

Dalle despair around benights me. 

I’ll m’rr Matnctny liartial fancy, 
h !■ ilni.g . ..iild n'.isi my Nancy . 

Hut to see her, was to love her ; 
f.ove tint her, and love for i v^r. 

Had we never lov’d sae kindly, 

Had we never lov’d sae bliiuUy, 

N,*\cr met . -or never parted, 

e liad ne'er liceii brukeii-heartcii. 


Fare thee weed, thou first and fiiirt 
r .r.- (Im . utrl. ft, I. I i«t iiid .1. 

■J l-iiii I-,- Ilka J .iiiil ir, i-uti. . 
r, I..-, I nj -yiiM III . Ii,ve LiPii pb I ,11 

.\ t I 'inl k > "s aii, 1 till <1 M , I' . I r 


.t- I .r, n, II, .II I-, l,,r , i. r ' 

Deep in heart- wrung tears I pledge thic, 
W'arring sighs and gro.an.s I'll wage thu . 


SON G. 


NOW b iiik an’ bru at. ■ 1 liib'il i,i ut, • i , 
-■» .1 lit* r ,J , >|.|,- ■ *. I , ir, prill,. . 

Hy I 'irv.iii's 1 .,iy l,mi,i< ,l .ir< an. 

The birdies llitoii wanton wing. 

To ( 'assillis' banks when e’ening la s, 

'l l,, n V. i' III* Mary I, l m* fi,., . 

Tliei,' , i'- II III r Ilk i glaii, e > 1 I 

Tb - Liliiik o' M ify ' I , 

The child wha boasts o’ warld’s walti;, 

Is alien laird o’ meikle care ; 

Hut Mary she is a’ my aiii, 

Ah, fortune canna gie mo mair ‘ 

Then let me rmge l,v I'assillis’ t,alnl^, 

M . b, I II.. I , -le ,1, ,r i,i 
.ko'! lat, li Vi, r Ilk.) t’l'ii,, e o' I oe, 

I li,* l•■•llllu• blink ,,' , . ; 


S O N G. 

THE BONNIE LAD THAT S FAU A\V.\. 


t) HOW can I be blithe and glad. 

Or how can 1 g.ang brisk ami bran. 
When the bourne -lati that I lo’e In si 
Is o’er the hills and far awa ? 

It’s no the frosty winter wind, 

It’s no the driving drift anil simw ; 

JJut aye the tear comes in my e'e. 

To ihitik on him dial ’s’far awa 

My father pat me fr.ae his door. 

My friends they hae disown’d me 

Hut I hae ane will tak my part. 

The bonnie lad that ’s tar awa. 

A pair o’ gloves lie gave to me, 

.\nd silken snoials he gave me (wa 

And 1 will wear them for his sake. 

The bonnie lad that ’s far awa. 

The weary winter soon will pass, 

And spring will deed the birken-shaw . 

And my sweet babie will be born. 

And he’ll edme hame that ’s tar awa. 


H O N G. 


OUT over the Forth I look to the nortli, 

But what is the north and its Highlands to me 
The south nor the east gle ease to my breast. 
The far foreign land, or the wild rolling se.u 
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IJut I look to the ■west, •when I gac to rest, 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be , 
For far in the west lives he I loV best. 

The lad that is dear to my babie and me. 


SONG. 

I LL AVE CA’ IN JIY YON TOWN. 

I’LL aye ra’ in by yon town. 

And by yon garden green, again ; 

I’ll aye ca’ in bv yon town. 

And see my bonnie Jean again. 

'There’s nane sail ken, there’s nane sail gttcss. 
What l)rings me back the gate again. 

But she iny fairest f.iithfu’ lass. 

And stowlins we sail meet again. 

She’ll wander by the aiken tree. 

When trystin-time* draws near again , 
And whi-n her lovely firm I see, 

() li.tiih, she's JiJiiljly dear ag.iin ' 


SONG. 

WHISTLE O’ER THE LAVE O’T. 

FIRST when Maggy was my care, 
HeaVn, I thought, was in her air; 

Now we’re married— spier naemair— 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t — • 

Meg was meek, and Meg was mild, 
Ronnie Meg was nature's child— 

Wiser men ih,iM nu- s lieguil'd. 

WTii'tn. o tr Ibe Uve o I. 

How we live, my Meg and me, 

How we love and how we gree, 

1 caro’na by how few may see ; 

Whistle o’er the lave o’t. — 

VVha I wish were maggot’s meat. 

Dish’d up in her winding sheet, 

I could w'rifo— But Meg maun see't— . 
Whistle o’er the lave o’t. — 


SONG. 

YOUNG JOCKEY. 

VOUNG Jockey was the blithest lad 
In a’ our town or here awa ; 

I'’"’ blithe he whisth d at the gaud. 
I'll' lightly dtne'd I.e in the h i'. 
ih- ri'ios’d Miv <■'« II 1. le l-iinnie hiue, 
lie ro.i.'il my m.hI mo geiily siiii ; 
til lyemy he in ■ unetomy iiu-ii, 
VVlieii ne’er a body heard or saw. 


.SONG. 

M'PHERSON’S FAREWELL. 
Tune— ' M‘Plicraon’t Lament." 

FAREWELL ye dungeons dark and strong. 
The wretch’s destinie ! 

.M'Pherson's time will not be long, 

On yonder gallows’ tree. 

Sae rantitufly, toe rvantonlif, . 

Sae dauhtiiiglif gaed he:' 

He play’d a tpring and danc'd it round, 
Below the gallorvt' tree. 


* The time of appointment. 


POSMS. 

Oh, what Is death but parting breath— 
On mony a bloody plain 
I’ve dar’d his face, and in this place 
1 scorn him yet again ! 

Sae rantingly, ^'c. 

Untie these bands from off" my hands. 
And bring to me my sword ; 

And there’s no a man in all Scotland, 

But I’ll brave him at a word. 

Sac rantingly, S(c. 

I've liv'd a life of strut and strife ; 

I die liy treacherle ; 

It bums my heart I must depart 
And not avengetl be. 

Sae rantingly, S(C. 

Now farewell light, thmi sunshine brieht, 
a.Mi I III h. n,.,ih the kv ' 
lu.iv ■ ir-l •.h.im^- di.i ini hi« u.ime, 

The wretch that dares not die ! 

Sae rantingly, 


SONG. 

HERE’S a bottle and an honest friend I 
What wad ye wish for mair, man ? 
Wha kens, before his life may end, 

What his share may be of c.are, man ? 
Then catch the moments as they ily. 

And use them as ye ought, man 
Believe me, h.appiness is shy, 

And comes not aye when sought, man. 


SONG. 

Tun$— “ Brfle* o’ Balquhiddcr." 

I’ll ki»» thee yet, yet, 

An’ I'll kiss thee o’er again. 
An’ I'll kiis thee yet, yet. 

My bonnie Peggy Alteon ! 

ILK care and fear, when thou art near, 
I ever mair doty them, O ; 

Young kings ujion their hansel throne 
.Are no sae blest as 1 am, O ! 

I'll kiee thee, eSre. 

When in my arms, wi’ a’ thy charms, 

I ciasp my countless. treasure, O; 

I seek nac mair o’ Jleaven to share. 
Than sic a moment’.s pleasure, O ! 

I’ll kiee thee, ice. 

And by thy een, sae bonnie blue, 

I swear I’m thine for ever, O . 

And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never, O . 

I'll kies thee, ^-c. 


SONG. 

Tune — “ If he be a Butcher neat and trim." 

ON Cessnork banks there INes a lass, 
t -.uid I diM'rihe her •.hai.c m l mi, n. 

The graces ol her weell.mr ,1 r.u e. 

And the glaiu In' of her sparUiii' K-n. 

She’s fresher than the morning dawn 
When rising Phoebus first i.s seen. 

When dew-drops twinkle o’er the lawn ; 

An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 

She’s stately like yon youthful ash, 

'That grows the cowslip braes between. 
And shoots its head above each bush ; 

An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ cen. 

She’s spotless as the flow’ring thorn 
, With flow’rs so white and Jearves so green, 
I When purest in the dewy morn ; 

^ An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 


Mv .Jockey toils upon the plain. 

Through w'.iul and «.>( i. ihnuiBh Ircr.t and snaw ; 
‘tnd o’er tin- l-.e I U uk fii' f.iin 
When Jockey’s owsen hamewnrd ca’, 

An' aye the night comes round .ag.iin, 

Wlien in hi.s arms he tak.s me a'; 

And aye he vows he'll be my ain 
As lang’s he has a breath to draw. 
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Her look! are like the sportive lamb. 

When tlow’ry May aaoms the scene. 
That wantons round Its bleating ilam ; 

An’ she’s twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 

Her hair is like the curling mist 

That shades the mountain-side at e’en. 
When llow’r-rcviving rains ate past; 

An’ she’s twa glancin' sparklin’ een. 

Her forehead ’s like the show’ry how. 

When ■ tiii'ing sunbeam# intekvene 
.\nd giM ihc disiant mounlaiii's b>.>ui ; 

An' 'hi s l^sa glaiiiiu' siiaiklin' eiii. 

Her Toice is like the cv'nlng tlirush 
I'll n 'ing# in rissiiix k hink" till ■■n, 
\i'tnle his III. lie Ml' lie'llmg in (In- l-ii li ; 
An' sne s twa glancin’ sparklin' een. 

Her lips are like the cherries ripe, ^ 

That sunny walls from Boreas screen, 
'I'hoy tempt the taste and charm the sight ; 
An’ she's twa glancin' sparklin’ een. 

Her teeth are like a flock of Sheep, 

With fleeces newly washen clean. 

That slowly mount the rising steep ; 

An’ she's twa glancin’ sparklin’ een. 

Her hreath Is like the fragrant brecre 
That gently stirs the blossom’d bean. 
When Phii‘biis sinks Ixdiind the sias 
All’ she's twa glanun' sparklin' icii. 

But it’s not her air, her form, her face. 
Though matehing heanty's fahicd qnren, 
Lilt the II iiul ih.'it -hirie' m i v r> (..t i, 
An’ chiefly in her sparklin’ een. 


WAE IS MY HEART. 

WA E is my heart, and the tear’s in my e’e ; 

Lang, lang joy's been a stranger to me ; 

Forsaken and friendless my burden I bear. 

And the sweet voice o’ pity ne'er sounds in my car. 

Love, thou hast pleasure; and deep hae 1 loved ; 
Ixjve, thi^'i hast sorrows; and sair itae I proved : 
But ihis hruised heart that now hlecd.s in my breast, 
I can feel by ils throbbings will soon be at rest. 

0 if I were, where hapiiy I hae been ; 

p. .-i n t. . y .n ■itre.Hin liid yon b.mnii castle green ; 

1 .1- li.eli. Ill I. I. Hill ring .iiiU ii.ii'ii'U i >1 ii.e, 

\\ lij wud >u<-<n dry liie u.>r iiac I’nlliu'iii i. 


SONG. 

Tune--“fianA-r qf Banna." 

VESTRKEN I had a pint o’ wine, 

A place where body saw na , 
Vestreen lay on this breast o’ mine 
The gowden locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew in wilderness. 
Rejoicing o’er his manna. 

Was naelhing to niy hincy bli.ss 
Upon the lips of Aima. 

Ye monarch.s, tak the east and west, 
Frae Indus to Savanna ! 

Gie me within my straining gra'^p 
The melting form Of Anna, 

Tliere I’ll despise imperial charms. 

An Empress or Sultana, 

While dying raptures in her arms 
1 give and take with Anna 1 

Awa thou flaunting god o’ day 1 
.kwa thou pale liiana 1 
Ilk star gae hide thy twinkling ray 
When I’m to meet my Anna. 

Tome, In thy raven plumage, night. 
Sun, moon, and stars withdrawn a’ ; 
And bring an angel pen to write 
My tnuuqports wl’ my Anna 1 


THi; 11 il cim f.lilling through the town, 
.\iiil d iiic d ail i wi' ih, I x, I .I'ln in , 
And Ilk I v..!', , I Mil. ’■ .\idd M ih.iiiii. 


‘ mak our maiit, and hrerv our dn iL, 

Wc'H ./ - i V ;.• / avf vri, ...f ^ 

in / ..I... ,, ,.A . -1. . I . .. . Ih.l 


“ There’s threesome reels, and foursorne rwls, 
'l'here’i> hornpipes and .straiiisyny', man ; 


BOWERS celestial, whose p>- 


Let my Mgr; 's kiiidred’spjrif, 

Draw your choicest inlluence do'.i 

Make the gales you waft around hi i 
.Soft and pe.aceful ns her hreaht i 
Breathing in the bree/e tliat fans I'.e 
Soothe her hosoin into rest ; 
tin .r.li '.n ,i.?. I-, O pr..ti.-t hir. 

W I I III Ijiid' I I .1,1 . 


HUNTING SONG. 

I RED YOU BEWARE AT THE HUNTING. 

THE heather was blooming, the meadows were 
inawn. 

Our lads gaed a-hunting, at? dav at the dawn, 

0 <,r - ii-l i-’i r m- ' »■' I'lil iii.'riio .i glen, 

.\i liii.ih tliiv diM-i.vir’d .1 |. ■nrii,.- lum i-heu. 


Sweet Imishing the dew from the brown heiulicr 
hell', 

It. r .-.-.1 i.r^ 1 . t, .vVl h. T .-n v..n te... v f. 1'. 

1 1, r I lii'o n.'- ■ iiiiii.ir,d ilie pr ,|. ii.< i ru'i. . 
.\iiJiJ' .1- -l.i I. .iiil-a.i..l g ._s on III,: «■ '[1^ 

1 red, cVe. 

Aulil I’hoehus himsol’, ns he peep'd o'er the hi!! , 

In spite at her plumage he trieil his skill ; 

He levell’d his rays wl.crc she bnsiv'd on the hno — 
His rays were outshone, and hut lu.ii k d m In le she 
lay. 

I red, i5i'c. 

They hunted tho valley, they hunted the hi:' ; 

The best of our lads wi’ the best o' their .kii. 

But still ~i' till- f dn T -it ir. tb, r ■ i. ' t 


• At a meeting of his brother E\(isein> \i m 
Dumfries. Burns," being called upon for a Song, 
handeti these verses extempore to the I’rcsidtid' 
written on the hark of a letter. 

f Probably written on Highland Mary, on tin 
eve of the Poet's departure to the \Fcst liu.k-s. 
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YOUNG PEGGY. 

fOIT\'G PeeKy l)Iooms onr bonnie'it laas, 
HlI Mil'll !■. like till- lll•lmlrlt;, 

1 Ik r.>- ( il iivii, ihe ^Ilrli|^.■lll|,■ 

Wiili r irlv (^1 Ml* .i.l.iriiiii»t 
I li'r - vi. . oul-liiiif ihi r:ii.linni lit-aiiii 
riiit Kilil iliL- i>.i>'mi{ "liowir, 

.\ii I (.-‘iM. r.irr 111. vr\'nl -.in- uti*, 
ui.l . lie. ( iMi It Irosh nitif^ iluui-r. 

Ili'r m.'>rc than thp rherrip bricht, 

A I.. b, r ilip In. M ihom. 

I'lK y I I. iriM ih' ,1.1 li'fiiit; 1 /. r . '.l’IiI, 
\iiil MAPI (ly II ini-i I.- I i.ip ilii III . 

Her smile is as the ev’ninj' mild. 

When Feather'd jiairs are court inp, 
And littl. hiiiil.kin' w uil.vn -.vild, 
ill lilaWui LmM.Iii lli'|>uri.jitK- 

VVVre Fortune lovely Peppy’s foe. 

Such sweetness wourd relent her. 

As hloominp Sprinp unbends the brow 
Of surly, sas’ape Winter. 

Detraction's eye no aim can pain 
Ifrr winninir j'owers to lessen : 

An.l Iri'iliil i-uvy trill' In 'am, 

1 liv I'.ii' It'd iiii.illi to I'l'ien. 

Ye pow’rs of Honour, Love, and Truth, 
From ev'ry 111 defend her; 

Inyiire the hlphly favour’d youth 
'The de'tmies intend her'; 

Still fan the sweet connubial flame 
Resnonsive iu each bosom ; 

.ind bless the dear parental name 
With many a filial blossom. 


SONG. 

Tune — “ TIui King (if France, he rade a race." 

.\MAN(t the trees where humminp hecs 
At huds and flowers were hanpinp, O, 

Auld Caledon drew out her drone. 

And to her pipe was sinpinp, O ; 

'Tw.is pil.r.'i h, Siin;,', strathspey, or reels. 

Mu- dirl'd litem .ill', In' tlcarly, O, 

Whf'n there cam a ydl o’ forcipn squeels, 

1 h It l.iop lii-t i.ipHtlti erie, O— 

Their capon craws and queer ha ha's. 

They made tmr lups prow eerie, O, 

The hunpry bike did scrape and pike 
Till we were wae and we.iry, O — 

Hut a royal ghaist wha ance was cas’d 
A prisoner .auphteen year awa. 

Hi. r.r'.l .1 fMillir in the X..rth 

I I lit II oip ihun Mp.a:’"».i .i-j I > ^ 


SONG. 

Tune — John Anderson yni;Jo." 

ONE night as I did wander, 
When coni begins to shoot, 

I sat me down to ponder, 

Upon an aukl tree root : 

Auld Aire ran by before me, 

And bicker’d to the seas ; 

A cushat crowded o’er me 

'riiat eclioetl through the hracs. 
* * » m * 


SON G. 

Tune — ** Dainlie Davie. 

THERE was a lad was bom at Kyle,t 
Hut what na day o’ what na style 
I doubt it’s hardly worth the while 
'f o bo sae nice wl’ Robin. 


• This was one ot the Poet’s earliest comito. 
'itions. It is copied from a MS. book, which he 
•lad before his first publication. 

t Kyle — a district of Ayrshire. 


Robin tra» a rovin' Roy, 

Rantin' rovin', rantin’ rovin', 

* Robin mis a rovin’ Boy, 

Rantin' rovin' Robij^. 

Our monarch’s hindmost year hut ane 
Was five and twenty days begun, 

”f was then a blast o’ Jan war win’ 
blew hansel in on Robin. 

The gossip keekit in his loof, 

Ouo’ .scho, wlia lives will see the proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof, 

I think we'll ca’ him Robin. 

He’ll h.ic misfortunes great and sma’. 
But avo a heart aboon them a’ ; 

He'll be a credit till us a', 

• We’ll a’ be proud o’ Rubin. 

Rut sure as three times three male nine, 
I sec by ilka score and line, 

'This chaj) will dearly like our kin’. 

So lefczu me on thee, Robin. 

Guid faith, quo scho, I doubt you, Sir, 
Ye par the lasses • * • * 

But twenty fauts ye may hae waur 
So blessin’s on thee, Robin ! 

Rolrin mas a rovin’ Roy, 

Rantin’ rovin', rantin’ rovin' ; 
Robin mas a rovin' Roy, 

Rantin' rociit’ Robin, 


S 0 N G. 

Tune — “ I had a Horse and I had nae mair." 

WHEN first I came to Stewart Kyle, 

My mind it was nae steady, 

Where’er 1 paed, where’er T rade 
A mistress still I had aye : 

But when 1 came roun’ by Mauchlino town. 
Not dreadin’ any body^ 

My licart was caught before I thought. 

And by a Maucnlinalady. 


SON G. 

Tunc — “ (iallit Jf'afer,’ 

Al.TirnrGH my bed were in von muir, 
Amang the hc-iiliir, in my pl.mJie, 

Yii h ipio, litppv U'.iiM I lie 

Mod I m> dear Monlguinerii's Peepy.— 

When o’er the hill beat surly storms, 

And winter nights were dark and rainy ; 

I’d seek some dell, and in my arms 

I’d shelter dear Montgomerie’s Peggy — 

Were I a Baron nroud and high. 

Awl horse anci servants waiting ready. 

Then a’ ’twad gie o’ joy to me, 

The sharin’t with Montgomerie’s Peppy — 


SONG. 

O RAGING fortune’s withering blast 
Ha.s laid my leaf Aill low 1 O, 

O raping fortune’s withering blast 
Has laid my leaf full low ! 0. 

My stem was fair, my bud was preen. 
My blossom sweet did blow, O ; 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild, 
And made my branches grow ; O. 

But luckles-s fortune’s northern stojrms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O, 

But luckless fortune's northern storms 
Laid a' my blossoms low, O. 



96 


BUBJOrS’ 


SONG. 

PATRIOTIC-t;»t/?nw>«erf. 

HERE'S a health to them that’s nwa, 

Here’s a health to them that's awa; 

And wha vrinna wish guid luck to our cause, 

May never puid luck be their fa’ ! 

It's guid to be merry and wise. 

It’s ^id to be honest and true. 

It’s guid to support Caletlonia’s cause, 

And bide by the buff and the blue. 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to them that’s awa, 

Here's a health to Charlie,* the chief o’ the clan, 
Altho’ that his band l)e sitia’. 

May liberty meet wi’ success ! 

May prudence protect her frae evil 1 t 

May tyrants and tyranny tine in the mist. 

And wander their way to the devil ! 

Here's a health to them that’s awa, 

Here's a health to them that’s awa, 

Here’s a health to Taramie,f the Norland laddie, 
'Inat lives at the lug o’ the law 1 
Here's freedom to him that wad read. 

Here’s freedom to him that wad write ! 

There’s nane ever fear’d that the truth should lic 
heard. 

Rut tliey wham the truth wad indict. 

Here's a health to them that’s awa, 

Here's a health to them that's awa, 

Here’s Chieftain M'l/eotl, a ('hieftain worth gowil, 
Tho’ bred amang mountains o’ snaw ' 


SON G. 

THE PLOUGHMAN. 

I was a-wand'ring ao morning in spring, 

1 heard a young f’loiighmaii aiu? 'Weiuly lo r.inc. 
And a* he \ias singin' ihir Ki.nUln. did «.»y, 
There's nae life like the I’luughmaii, inlhi. muiiili 
o’ sweet May — 

The lav’rock in the morning she’ll rise frae her 
nest 

\ nd mi.nnt l i the air w i’ the dew on her brea.st, 
\iid wi‘ till iTiirn I'liMigliiii.iri she’ll whLstle and 
sing, 

.\nd at night she’ll return to her nest back again. 


SONG. 

HER flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing ; 
How sweet unto that breast to cling. 
And round that neck entwine her ! 

Her lips are roses wat wi’ dew, 

O’ what a feast, her bonnie mou ! 

Her cheeks a inair celestial hue, 

A crimson still diviner. 


BALLAD. 

TO thee, lov'd Nith, thy gladsome plains. 
Where late wi’ careless thought 1 rang'd, 
'rhough prest wi' care and sunk in wo. 

To thc^e I bring a heart unchang’d 

I love thee, Nith, thy banks and braes, 

Tho’ mcm’ry there my bosom tear ; 

Eor there he rov’d that brake my heart. 

Yet to that heart, ah, stUl how dear ! 


SONG. 

THE winter it is past, and the simmer comes at 
last. 

And the small birds sing on every tree ; 


f I.ord Erskine. 


POBMS. 

Now every thing is glad, while I am very sad. 
Since niy true love a parted from me. 

The rose upon the brier by the waters running 
clear. 

May have cliarms for the linnet or the bee ; 
Their little loves are blest, and their little hearts 
at rest. 

But my true love is partetl from me. 


THE GUIDWIFK OF WAUCHOPE-HOUSE 
TO JflOBEKT BURNS. 

Fchruarxff 17S7. 

MV canty, witty, rhyming ploughman, 

I haftlins doubt, it isma true man, 

That ye between the stilts were bred, 

Wi’ ploughmen M-hool’d, wi’ ploughmen fi^l. 

I doubt it sair, ye’ve drawn your knowledge 
Either frae grammar-school, or college. 

( ; uid troth, your saul and body baitli i 

War better fed, I’d gie my aitn. 

Than theirs, who sup sour-mllk and parrilcli. 
An’ bummil through the single caritch. 

Wha ever heard the ploughman speak, 

Gould tell gif Homer was a Greek ? 

He’d flee as soon upon a cudgel, 

A s get a single line of Virgil. 

An’ then sae slee ye rrack your jokes 
O’ Willie P— t and Charlie F- x ; 

Our gn-.it men .i’ »ae wis-l rie^rrive. 

All' hovi 10 gar ihe nation ihnve, 

Anc mai.st wad swear, ye dwalt amang tliein, 

‘\n’ as ye saw them, sae ye sang them. 

But lie ye ploughman, be ye peer, 

Ve are a funny lilade. I swear ; 

An’ though the cauld 1 ill can bide, 

Yet twenty miles, an’ mair. I’d ride, 

O’er moss, an’ muir, an’ never grumble, 

Tliough my auld yad sIiouUl rie a stumble. 

To crack a winter night wi’ tliec. 

And hear thy sangs and sonnets slee. 

A guid saut herring, an' a cake, 

Wi sic a chiel, a feast wad make, 

I’d rather scour your reaming yill. 

Or eat o’ cheese and bread my fill, 

Than wi’ dull lairds on turtle dine. 

An’ fairly at their wit and wine. 

O, gif 1 kenn’d but wharc ye baide, 

I’d send to you a marled plaid ; 

’Twad baud your shoulders warm and braw. 

An’ douse at kirk, or market shaw. 

For south as weel as nortli, my lad, 

A’ honest Scfitchmcn lo’e the maud, 

Right wae that we’re sae far frae iUier : 

Yet proud I am to ca’ ye brither. 

Your most obedt. 

K.S. 


THE ANSWER. 

(jOIDWIFK, 

I MIND it weel, in early date. 

When I was beardless, young, and blate. 
An' first could thresh the barn ; 

Or baud a yoking at the plough. 

An’ though forfoughten sair cneugh. 

Yet unco proud to learn ; 

When first amang the yellow com 
A man I reckon’d was. 

And wi’ the lave Ilk merry mom 
(Jould rank my rig and lass. 

Still shearing, and clearing 
The tither stocked raw, 

Wi’ claivers, an’ halvers. 

Wearing the day awa — 

E'en then a wish, (I mind its power? 

A wish that to my latest hour 
Shall strongly heave my breast ; 

That I for poor auld Scotland’s sake, 
Some usefu’ plan, or book could make, 

Or sing a sang at least. 

The rougn bur-tnistle, spreading wide 
Among the bearded bear, 

I turn’d my weeding-heuk aside, 

An’ spar’d the symbol dear ; 


•C. J. Fox. 
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No nation, no station, 

My envy o’er could raise, , 

A Scot still, but blot still, 

I knew nae higher praise. 

Rut still the elements o’ sang 

III formless jumble, right an wrang. 

Wild floated in my brain : 

Till on that hairst I said before. 

My partner in the merry core. 

She rous'd the forming strain : 

I see her yet, tiie sonsie quean. 

That ifghted up my jingle. 

Her witching smile, her pauky oVn 
That gart my heart-strings tingle ; 

I lireil, Inspired, 

At ev’ry kindling keek. 

But bashing, and ilashing, 

I feared aye to speak. 

Hale to the set, ilk guid chiel says, 

Wi' merry dance in •winter-days. 

An’ wp to share in mnimon • 

The gii»l o' io\. ihe balm of wo, 

'I he s ml ■)' lil\‘, tilt- he ii 'n helow. 

Is rapture-giving woman. 

Ye surly sumims, wha hate the name. 

Be inindfu’ o' your mither ; 

She, honest W|Oinan, may think shame 
That ye’re connected with her. 

Ye’re wae men, ye're nae men. 

That slight the lovely dears ; 

To shame ye, disclaim ye. 

Ilk honest birkie swears. 

For you na bred to bam and byre, 

Wlia sweetly tune the Scotish lyre, 

Thanks to you for your line. 

Tile marled plaid ye kindly spare. 

By me should gratefully be ware ; 

'Twad please me to the Nine. 

I’d be mair vaiintie o’ my hap, 

Douse hingin’ o’er my curple. 

Than ony ermine over lap, 

Dr proud imperial purple. 

Fareweel men, lang hale then. 

An’ plenty bo your fa’ ; 

May losses and crosses 
Ne’er at your haltan ca’ ! 

ROBERT BURNS. 

March, 1787. 


SONG, 

Tunc — " The tither morn, at I Jhrtorn.'’ 
VON wand'ring rill, that marks the hill. 
And glances o’er the brae, Sir; 

Slides by a bower where inony a flower, 
Sheds firagrance on the day. Sir. 

There Damon lay, with Sylvia gay , 

To love they thought nae crime. Sir ; 
The wild-birds sang, the echoes rang. 
While Damon’s heart beat time, Sir. 


The flower It btaws, h fkdM, It fs*#, 

And art can ne’er renew it > 

But worth and truth eternal youth 
Will gie to Polly Stewart. 

Mav he, whase arms shall fauld thy charms, 
i'osscsH a leal and true heart ; 

To him be given to ken the heaven 
He grasps in Polly Stewart ? 

O lovely, 0 (e. 


THERKWAS A BONNIE LASS. 

THERE was a bonnie lass, and a bonnie bonnie 
And she lo’ed her bonnie laddie dear ; [lass. 
Till war’s loud alarms tore her laddie frae her 
Wi’ niony a sigh and a fear. [arrna 

Over 8 . 1 , over shore, where the cannons loudly roar. 
He still was a stranger to fear ; 

And nocht could him quell, or his bosom assail. 
But the bonnie lass he lo’ed so dear. 


TIBBIE DUNBAR. 

Tune— “ Johnny M’GUl." 

O WII>T thou go wi’ mo, Sweet Tibbie Dunbar ; 

0 wilt thou go wi’ me sweet Tibbie Dunbar ; 
Wilt thou ride on a horse, or be drawn in a car. 
Or walk by my side, O sweet Tilibie Dunbar ? 

1 carena thy daddie, his lands and his money, 

I oarena thy kin sae high and sae lordly i 
But say thou wilt hae me for better for waur. 
And come in thy coatlc, sweet Tibbie Dunbar. 


ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST. 

ROBIN shnre in hairst, 

I shure wi’ him, 

Fient a heuk had I, 

Yet 1 stack by him. 

I gaed up to Dunse, 

To warp a Wab o’ plaiden, 

At his daddie's yett, * 

Wha met me but Robin. 

Was na Robin bauld, 

Tliough I was a cotter. 

Play’d me sic a trick 

And me the eller’s dochtcr 
Robin thure, iJl'c. 

Robin promis’d me 
A' my winter vittle ; 

Fient haet he had but three 
Goose fbathers and a whittle. 
Robin thure, life. 


SONG. 

AS I cam in by our gate-end. 

As day was waxen weary ; 

O wha cam tripping down the street. 
But bonnie Peg my dearie. 

Her air sae sweet, and shape complete, 
Wi’ nae proportion wanting ; 

The queen of love did never move 
Wi’ motion mair enchanting. 

Wi' linked hands, we took the sands, 

A down yon winding river, 

And, Oh ! that hour, an’ broomy bower 
Can I forget it ever ? 


POLLY STEWART. 

Tune — “Ye’re welcome Charlie Stewart." 
O LOVELY Polly Stewart, 

() charming Polly Stewart, 

There’s ne’er a flower that blooms in May, 
That's half so fhir as thon art. 


MY LADY'S GOWN THERE’S GAIRS 
UPON’T. 


MY lady’s gown there’s gairs upon’t. 
And gowden flowers sae rare upon’t ; 
But Jimny's jimps and jirklnet. 

My lord thinks inuckle mair upon’t. 


My lord a-huntlng he is gane. 

But hounds or hawks wi'^him are nane. 
By Colin’s cottage lies his game. 

If Colin’s Jenny be at hame. 

My lady't gown, ^fc. 


My lady’s white, my lady’s red. 

And kith and ktn o’ Cassittis' hlude, 
But her ten-pund lands o’ tocher guid 
Weke a’ the charms his lordship lo’ed. 
My lady't gown, $:c. 


f)ut o’er yon moor, out o’er von mots, 
Whare gor-cocks through tne heather pass, 
There wons auld Colin’s bonnie lass, 

A lily in a wilderness. 

JlfV lad]/t gown, Sfo, 
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Sae sweetly move her gentj limbs, , 

Like music notes o’ loTcr’s nyiims : 

The diamond dew in her cen sae blue. 

Where laughing love sm wanton swims. 

My lady's gorvn, O^c. j 

My lady’s dink, my lady’s drest, I 

The flower and fancy o’ the west ; 

But the lassie that a man lo'es best, 

O that’s the lass to make him blest. 
fly lady's gotvn, S^c. 


WEE WILLIE GRAY. 


WEE Willie Gray, and his leatlier wallet : 

Peel a willow- wand to be him boots and jacjf't: 
The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and 
doublet, [doublet. 

The rose upon the brier will be him trouse and 

Wee Willie Gray and his leather wallet ; 

Twice a lilv flower will be him sark and cravat : 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonn^^t, 
Feathers of a flee wad feather up his bonnet. 


EXTEMPORE. 

April, 1782. 

0 WHY the deuce should I repine. 
And be an ill forboder ? 

I’m twenty three, and five feet nine — 
I’ll go and be a sodger. 

1 gat some gear wi’ melkle care, 

I held it weel thegither ; 

But now it’s gane and something mair. 
I’ll go and be a sodger. 


COULD AUGHT OF SONG. 


COULD aught of song declare my pains, 
Could artful numl)ers move thee, 

The muse should tell, in labour’d strain', 
O, Mary, how I love thee. 

They who but feign a wounded heart. 
May teach the lyre to languish ; 

BuOvnat avails the pride of art, 

Wlten wastes the soul with anguish ? 

Then let the sudden bursting sigh 
The heart-felt pang discover ; 

And in the keen, yet tender eye, 

O read th’ imploring lover. 

For well I know thy gentle mind 
Disdaitis art’s gay disguising ; 

Beyond what fancy e’er refin’d 
The voice of nature prizing. 


O GUID ALE COMES. 


0 GUID ale comes, and guld ale goes, 
Guid ale gars me sell my hose. 

Sell my hose and pawn my shoon, 
Guid aie kwps my heart aboon. 

1 had sax owsen in a plough, 

Thfv drew a’ weel enough, 

I se'l'd them a’ just ane by ane ; 

Guid ale keeps my heart aboon. 

Guid ale hands me bare and busy. 
Gars me moop wi’ the servant htzzie, 
Stand i’ the stool when I hae done, 
Guid ale keeps my heart aboon. 

O guid ale comes, and guid ale goes, 
Guid ale gars me sell my hose. 

Sell my hose, and pawn my shoon ; 
Guid ale keeps my heart aooon; 


POBX«8. 

O LEAVE NOVELS. 

O LEAVE novels, ye Mauchline belles, 
Ve’re safer at your spinning-wheel ; 

Such witching books, are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks, like Rob Mossgiel. 

Your fine Tom .Tones and Grandisong, 
They make your youthful fancies reel. 

They heat your brains, and fire your veins. 
And then you’re prey for Rob Mo.ssgicl. 

Beware a tongue that’s smoothly hung, 

A heart that warmly seems to feel ; 

That feeling heart but acts a part, 

’TIs rakish art in Rob Mossgiel. 

The frank address, the soft caress. 

Are worse than poison’d darts of steel. 

The frank address, and politesse. 

Are all finesse in Rob Mossgiel. 


O AYE MY WIFE SHE DANG ME. 

O aye mu rvife she dang me, 

An’ my wife she Mng'd me ; 
Ifyegte a woman a’ her will, 

Guid faith she'll soon o’ergang yc. 

On peace and rest my mind was bent. 

And fool 1 was I married ; 

But never honest man’s intent 
As cursedly miscarried. 

O aye my wife, S(c. 

Some sairie comfort still at last. 

When a’ thir days are done, man. 

My pains o’ hell on earth is past, 

I’m sure o’ bliss aboon, man. 

O aye my wife, d c. 


THE DEUK8 DANG O’ER MY DADDII 


THE bairns gat out wi’ an imco shout. 

The deuks dang o’er my daddie, O ! 

The fient ma care, quo' tne feirie auld wife. 
He was but a paidlin body, O ! 

He paldles out, and he paidlos in, 

An’ he paidlcs late and early, O ; 

This seven lang years 1 hae lien by his side, 
An’ he is but a fusionless carlie, 0. 

O baud your tongue, my feirie auld wife, 

O baud your tongue now, Nansie, O ; 

I’ve seen tne day, and sae hae ye. 

Ye wadna been sae donsie, O : 

I’ve seen the day yc butter'd my brosc. 

And cuddl’d me late and early, 0; 

But downa do's come o’er me now. 

And, Oh, I find it salrly, O ! 


DELIA. 


AN ODE. 


FAIR the face of orient day. 

Fair the tints of op’rung rose ; 

But fairer still my Delia dawns, 

More lovely far hex beauty blows. 

Sweet the lark’s wild-warbled lay, 

Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 

But, Delia, more delightful still. 

Steal tliine accents on mine oar. 

The flower-enamour’d busy bee 
The rosy b.-inquet loves to sip ; 

Sweet the streamlet’s limpid lapse 
To the sun-brown’d Arab’s lip ; 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
I^t me, no vagrant insect, rove I 

O let me steal one liquid kiss. 

For Oh I iny soul is parch’d with love I 



Biritxrs’ 


ON A BANK OF FLOWERS. 


ON a bank of flowers one summer's day, 
For summer lightly dress’d, 

The youthful, blooming Nelly lay. 

With love and sleep oppress’d; 

Wlien Willy, wand’nng through the wood, 
Who for her favour oft had su’d, 

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear'd, he blush’d. 
And trembled where he stood. 

Her closeti eyes, like weapons sheath’d. 
Were seal’^d in soft repose. 

Her lips still as they fragrant breath’d. 

It richer died the rose. 

The springing lilies sweetly press’d, 

Wild wanton kiss’d her rival bre.ist; 

He gaz’d, ho wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d. 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Her robes, light waving in the breeze. 

Her tender limbs embrace. 

Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace. 

Tumultuous tides his pulses roll, 

A flattering ardent kiss he stole : 

He gaz’d, he wish’d, he fear’d, he blush’d. 
And sigh’d his very soul. 

As flics the partridge from the brake. 

On fear inspired wings ; 

So Nelly startling, half awake. 

Away affrighted sjnings. 

But Willy follow’d as he should, 

He overtook her la the wood. 

He vow’d, he pray’d, he found the maid 
Forgiving all and good. 


EVAN BANKS. 


SLOW spreads the gloom ray soul desires, 
The sun from India's shore retires ; 

To Evan banks with temperate ray 
Home of my youth, it leads the day. 

Oh ! banks to me for ever dear ! 

Oh ! stream whose murmurs still I hear ! 
All, all my hopes of Idiss reside. 

Where Evan mingles witli tlie Clyde. 

And she, in simple beauty drest, 

Whose imago lives within my breast ; 

Who trembling heard my parting sigh. 

And long pursued mo with her eye ! 

Does she, with heart unrhang'd as mine, 

Oft in thy vocal Iwwers recline ? 

Or where yon grot o’er hangs the tide, 

Muse while the Evan seeks the Clyde. 

Ve lofty banks that Evan Iwund ! 

Ye lavish woods that wave around, 

And o’er the stream your shadows throw, 
Which sweetly winds so far below ; 

What sci rel charm to mem’ry brings. 

All that on Evan’s border springs ? 

Sweet banks ! ye bloom by Mary’s side ; 

Blest stream ! she views thee haste to Cljdc. 

Can all the wealth of India’s coast 
Atone for years in absence lost; 

Return, ye moments of delight. 

With rich er treasure bless my sight ! 

Swift from this desert let me l»art, 

A nd fly to meet a kindred heart ! 

Nor more may aught ray steps divide 
From that dear stream which flows to Clyde. 


THE FIVE CARLINS. 


AN ELECTION BALLAD. 
Tune—" Chevy Cluue."* 

THERE were five Carlins in the south 
They fell upon a scheme. 

To send a lad to Lon’on town. 

To bring us tidings harae. 


POZMS. 

Not only bring us tidings hame. 

But no our errands there, 

And aiblins gowd and honour bailh 
Might be mat laddie's share. 

There was Maggie by the banks o’ Nith,* 

A dame wl’ pride enough ; 

And Marjorie o’ the monie Loch,t 
A Carlin auld an’ teugh. 

And blinkin’ Bess o’ Annandalc,t 
'That dwells near Solway side. 

And whisky Jean that took her gill§ 

In Galloway so wide. 

And auld black .loan frae Creighton pecl,Il 
O' gipsy kith an’ kin, 

Five weightier Carlins were na found 
^he soutlt kiutra within. 

To send a lad to Lon’on town. 

They met upon a day. 

And monie a Knight and monie a Laird, 
That errand fam would gae. 

O ! monie a Knight and monie a Laird, 
This errand fain would gae ; 

But nae ane could their fancy please, 

O ! ne’er a ane but twae. 

The first ano was a belted ICnight, 

Bre<l o' a border band. 

An’ he wad gae to Lon’on town. 

Might nae man him withstand. 

And he wad do their errands weel 
And meikle be wad say, 

And ilka ane at Lon’on court 
Wad bid to him guid day. 

Then ncist came in a sodger youth. 

And spak wi’ mo<lest g^ace. 

An’ he wad gae to Lon’on town, 

If sae their pleasure was. 

He wad na hecht them courtly gift, 

Nor meikle speech pretend ; 

But he wad hecht an honest heart* 

Wad ne’er desert his friend. 

Now whom to choose and whom refuse. 

To strife thae Carlins fell ; • 

For some had gentle folk to please. 

And some wad please themsel. 

Then out spak mlm-mou’d Meg o’ Nith, 

An’ she spak out wi’ pride. 

An’ she wad send the sodger youtli. 
Whatever might betide. 

For the auld guidman o’ Lon’on court 
She did not care a pin. 

But she wad send the soager youth 
To greet his eldest son. 

Then up sprang Bess o’ Annandalo: 

A tleadly aith she’s ta’en. 

That she wad vote the border Knight, 
Though she should vote her lane. 

For far off fowls hae feathers fair, 

.Vn’ fools o’ change are fain ; 

But I hae tried the border Kni^tt, 

I’ll try him yet again. 

.Says auld black Joan frae Creighton peel, 

A Carlin stout and grim. 

The auld guidman or young guidman. 

For me may siidt or swim 1 

Fdt fools may prate o’ right and wrang, 
Wlulo knaves laugh them to scorn : 

But the Sodger’s friends hae blawn the best, 
Sae be shall bear tire horn. 

Then whisky Jean spak o’er her drink. 

Ye weel ken kiramers a’, 

The auld guidman o’ Lon’on court. 

His back’s been at the wa’. 


• Dumfries. + Lochmaben. 

' J Annan. § ICirkcudbright. || Sanejuha'-. 
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>\nd monic a friend that kiss'd his cauPt 
Is now a frammit wijfht ; 

But ifs ne’er sae wi’ whisky Jean, 

We’ll send the border Knight. 

Then slow raise Marjorie o’ the Lochs, 
And wrinkled was her brow; 

Her ancient weed was russet gray. 

Her auld Scots heart was true. 

There’s sonio great folks set light by me, 
1 set as light by them ; 

But I will send to Lon 'on town 
Wha I loe best at hatne. 

So how this weighty plea will end, 

Nae mortal wight can tell ; 

God grant the King and ilka man 
May look weel to hiiusel. 


THE LASS THAT MADE THE BED TO 
ME. 


WHEN January winds were blawing cauld. 
As to the north I bent my way, 
llie mirksome night did me enfiiuld, 

I kenn’d na where to lodge till day ; 

By my guid luck a lass I met, 

Just in the middle of my care. 

And kindly she did mo invite, 

To walk into a chamber loir. 


THE KIRK'S ALARM," 

A SATIRE. 

ORTHODOX, Orthodox, wha bcUeTe In Jolm 
Knox, 

I>et me sound an alarm to your conscience ; 
There’s a heretic blast, has been blawn in the wast. 
That what is;no sense must be nonsense. 

Dr. Mac,f Dr. Mac, you sliould stretch on a rack. 
To strike evil doers wi’ terror ; 

To join faith and sense upon ony pretence. 

Is heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr, town of Ayr, it was mad I declare. 
To meddle wi’ mischief a-brewing ; 

Provost John is still deaf to the church’s relief. 

And orator Bob t is its ruin. 

D’rymple mild,§ D’rymple mild, though your heart's 
like a child. 

And your life like the new driven snaw. 

Yet that winna save ye. auld Satan must have ye. 
For preaching that three's ane and twa. ^ 

Rumble John,|| Rumble John, mount the steps wi’ 
a groan, 

('ry the book is wi’ heresy crarnm’d ; 

Then lug out your ladle, deal brimstone like addle. 
And roar eve^v note of the damn d. 

fjimi>er James,^ .Simper James, leave the fair Killie 
dames. 

There’s a holier chase In your view ; 

I'll l.ay on your head, that the nack ye’ll soon lead. 
For puppies like you there’s uut few. 


I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thank’d her for her courtesie, 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

.And bade her make a bed for me : 

She made the be<l both large and wide, 

Wi’ twa white hands she spread It down ; 

She put the cup to her rosy lips. 

And drank, " Young man, now sleep vc 
sound." 

She snatch’d the candle In her hand, 

And frae my chamber went wi’ speed : 

But I call’d her quickly back again, 

To laj, some raalr below my head ; 

A cod siie laid below my head, 

And served me with due respect ; 

And to salute her with a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 

*' Haud aflf your hands, young man," she says, 

" And dlnna sne uncivil be ; 

Gif ye hae ony love for me, 

(I wrang na my virginity !" 

Her hair was like the links o’ gowd. 

Her teeth were like the ivory, 

Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine. 

The lass that made tlie lM>d for me. 

Her bosom was the driven snaw, 

Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see ; 

Her limbs the polish'd inarlile stane, 

Tlie lass that made t)»e bed to me. 

I kiss’d her owre and owre again. 

And aye she wlstna what to say ; 

I laid her ’tween me and the wa’ ; 

The lassie thought na laug till day. 

Upon the morrow, when we raise, 

I thank’d her for her courtesie ; 

But aye she blush’d and aye she sigh’d. 

Ana said, “ Alas ! ye’ve luln’d me." 

I clasp'd her waist, and kiss’d her syne. 

While the tear stood twinkling in her ec ; 

I said, “ my lassie, dinna cry. 

For ye aye shall mak the to me." 

^ho took her mither’s Holland sheets, 

And made them a'in sacks to me ; 

Blythe and merry may she be. 

The lass that made tlie bed to roe. 

The bonnie lass made the bed to roe, 

The braw lass made the bed to me ; 

I'll ne'er forget, till the day that I die. 

The leas that made the oed to me. | 


Singot Sawney, •* Singet Sawney, are ye herding 
the penny, 

Itnronscioiis what evils await ? 

Wi' a jump, yell, and howl, alarm every soul. 

For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

I fail Id, 

Daddy Auld.f f Daddy Auld. there’s a tod in Uie 
A tod nieikle waur than the Clerk ; 

Tho' ve can do little skaith, ye’ll be in at the death. 
And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark. 


Davie Blu8ter,tt Davie Bluster, if for a saint yo do 
muster, 

The corps i.s no nice of recruits : 

Yet to worth let’s bo just, royal blood yc might 
boast, 

If the ass was the king of the brutes. 


.latnie Goose, |§ .Tamie Goose, ye hae made but loom 
roose. 

In hunting the wicked Lieutenant ; [ark. 

But the Doctor’s your mark, for the L- d’s haly 
He has coojier’d and caw’d a wiang pin inf. 

Poet Willie,|||| Poet 'Wilhe, gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi' your liberty’s chain atidyour wit ; 

O’er Pegasus's side ye ne’er laid a stride. 

Ye but smelt, man, the place where he s— t. 

Andro Gouk, IT Andro Gouk, ye may slander tlie 
book. 

And the book nane the waur let me tell ye ! 

Ye are rich, and look big, but lay by hat and wi/'. 
And ye’ll hae a calfs head o’ sma’ value. 


Barr Steenie,^ Barr Rteenie, what mean ye ? what 
mean ye ? 

If ye’ll inetldlo nae mair wi’ the tnatter, 

Ye may hae some pretence to bavins and sense, 

Wi’ people wha keii ye nae better. 

Irvine Side, I Irvine Side, wi’ your turkey-cock 
pride. 

Of manhood but sma* is your share ; 

Ye’ve the figure, ’tis true, even your facs will allow. 
And vour friends they dare grant you nae mair. 


• This Poem was written a short time after tlie 
puhlicatinn of Dr. M'Gill’s Essay. 

t Dr. M'Gill. t K— t A— k— n. § Mr. D— m--le. 

II Mr. 1U-8S-41. T Mr. M‘K— y. ** Mr. M .V* 

tt Mr. A— d. It Mr. G— tofO_l— o. 8§ Mr. Y-^ 
of (' — n — k. nil Mr P — b — sof ^\.yr. TIT iJr. 


• Mr. S—n Y—g of B— r. 


...... A.M-ll. 

t Mr. 8~h of G-n. 
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MulrlandJock,* Muirland Jockj when the L— d 
makes a rock 

To crush common sense for her *ins. 

If ill manners were wit, there’s no mortal so lit 
1 o confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

Holy Will,! Holy Wni, there was wit i’your skull 
\v hen ye pilfer’d the alms o’ tlie poor ; 

The timmer is scant, when ye’re ta’en for a sant, 
Wtm should swing in a rai>e for an hour. 

('.'ilvin’s sons, Calvin’s sons, seize your sp'ritual 
guns, 

Ammumiion you never can need ; 

^'our hearts are the stuffy will be powlhcr enough, 
•Vnd your skulls are storehouses o’ lead. 

Toot Burns, Poet Bums, wl’ your pricst-skclping 
turns. 

Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 

Vour muse Is a gipsie, e’en tho’ she were tipsie, 
bhe cou’d ca’ us nau waur then we arc. 


THE TWA HERDS. 

0 A ’ ye pious godly flocks. 

Well ted on pastures orthodox, 

Wha now will keep you frae the fox 

Or w'orrying tykes, 

Or wha will tent the waifs and crocks, 

About the dykes ? 

The twa best herds in a’ the wast. 

That e’er gae gospel horn a blast. 

These tivo and twenty summers past, 

O ! dool to tell, 

Hae had a bitter black out-cast, 

A tween themsel. 

O, M y, man, and wordy R 11, 

IK.» ,..1.1.1 v..,i vile al.u^(le. 

1 1 . il ;ie ho* lu w-lighl lienl.. will wIiimI.', 

A nd think ■( i.iie ’ 

I’he Lord’s cause ne’er gat sic a twistle, 

Sin’ X hae min’. 

O sirs ! whae’er wad hae expcvkit. 

Your duty ye wad sae neglecklt, 

Ve wha were ne’er by lairds rcspockit, 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes tlietnselves eleckit, 

To be their guide. 

What flock wl’ M- — y’s flock could rank, 
Sae hale an hearty every shank, 

.\ae poison’d soot Arminiaii «tank. 

He let them taste, 
Frae Calvin’s well, aye clear they drank, 

O sic a feast ! 

The thummart, wil’ rat, brock and toil, 
Weel kenn’d his voice through a' the wooil, 
He smell’d their ilka hole and road, 

Baith out and in, 

And weel he lik’d to shed their bluid. 

And sell their skin. 

What herd like R 11 toll’d his tale ? 

His voice was heard through muir and dale. 
He kenn’d the Lord's sheep ilka tall. 

O’er a’ the height. 
And saw gin they were sick or hale. 

At the first sight. 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub. 

Or nobly fling the gospel club. 

And new-light herds could nicely drub. 

Or pay their skin ; 

Could shake them o’er the numlng dub. 

Or heave them in. 

Sic twa— O ! do I live to see’t— 

Sic famous twa should disagreet. 

An’ names, like villain, hypocrite. 

Ilk ither gi’en, 

While new-light herds, wi’ laughin’ spite, 
Say neither’s lien. 


• Mr. S-d. 
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A’ yo wha tent the gospel fauld. 

There’s D n, deep, and 1’ s, shaul. 

But chiefly tliou, apostle A— d. 

We trust in thee, 

That thou wilt work them, hot and rauld. 

Till they agree. 

Consider, Sirs, how we’re beset. 

There’s scarce a new herd that we get, 

But comes frae ’mang that cursed set, 

I winnaname. 

I hope frae heav’n to see them yet 

In fiery flame. 

D c has been lang our fae, 

M' 11 lias wrought us meikle wac, 

And that cursed rascal ca’d M‘ c. 

And baith the S s. 

That aft hae made us black and hlae, 

• Wi’ vengefu’ paws. 

Auld W w lane has hatch’d mi^rhier, 

Wr ihMiKhi aye d, .ih u.id l.ring ii-licl, 

But he ban goilen, to i.iir grn-l, 

Ane to succeed him, 

A chiel, wha’ll soundly buff our Vieef ; 

I meikle dread him. 

And mony a ane that I could tell, 

Wh 1 f.iin w'ad openly nbi I, 

I'uri.y lurni oats among oiir.rl 

There S h for ane, 

I doubt h6’s hut a gray nick ouill, 

And tiiat ye’ll fin’. 

O ! a’ y« flocks, o’er a’ the hills. 

By mosses, meadows, moors and fi^lls, 

Come join your counsel and your skills. 

To cowe the lairds, 

And get the brutes the power themselves. 

To choose their herds. 

Then Orthodoxy yet may prance. 

And learning in a woody dance. 

And that fell cur ca’d Common Sense, 

'That bites sae sair. 

Be banish’d o’er the sea to France : 

l.et him bark there. 

Then Shaw’s and D’rymple’s eloquence, 

M‘- — ll’s close nervous excellence, 

M‘Q ’s pathetic manly sense, • 

And guid M‘ h 

Wi’ S Ui, wha tlirough the heart can glanc 

Alay a’ pack all’. 


EPISTLE FROM A TAYLOR 

TO 


ROBERT BURKS. 

WHAT wacfti’ news is this I hear, 

Frae greeting I can scarce forliear, 

Folks tell me, ye’re gawn aft' this year, 

Out o’er the sea. 

And lasses wham ye loe sae dear 

Willgreet for thee. 

Weel wad I like war ye to stay. 

But, Robin, since ye will away, 

I hae a word yet raair to sav, 

And maybe twa, 
May he protect us rught an’ day. 

That made us a’. 

Whaur thou art gaun, keep mind fVae me, 
8eek Lim to licar thee companle, 

And, Robin, whan ye come to die, 

Ve’ll won aboon. 

An’ live at peace an’ unity 

Ayont the moon. 

•Some tell me, Rab, ye dinna fear 
To get a wean, an’ curse an’ swear, 

I’m unco wae, my lad, to hear 

O’ sic a trade, 

Cou’d I persuade ye to forbear, 

1 wad be glad. 

I 3 


t An Elder In M-e 
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Fu’ weel ye ken ye’ll gang to hell. 

Gin ye persist in doing 111 — 

Waes me ! ye're hurlin down the hilt 

Withouten dread. 

An’ ye’ll get leave to swear your fill 

After ye’re dead. 

There walth o’ women ve’U get near. 

But gettin weans ye will forbear, 

Yc’ll never say, my bonnio dear 

Gome gie’s a kiss— 

Nae kissing there— ye’ll gim an’ sneer. 

An' llher hiss. 

O Rab ! lay by thy foolish tricks. 

An’ ste»!r nae mair the female sex. 

Or some day ye’ll come through tne pricks. 

All’ tliat ve’ll see ; 

Ye'll find hard living wi’ Auld iQit ks ; 

I’m waa for ihert 

But what’s this comes wi’ sic a knell, 

Amaist as loud as ony bell •* 

While it doosmak my conscience tell 

Me what is tiuo. 

I'm but a ragget cowt inyscl, 

Owre sib to you ! 

We're owre like those wha think it fit. 

To stuff their noddles fu’ o’ wit. 

An yet content in darkness sit, 

Wha shun the light. 

To let them see down to the pit, 

That lang dark nigbt. 

But farewell, Rab, I maun awa’. 

May he that made us keep us a’. 

For that wad be a drcadfu’ fa* 

And hurt us sair. 

Lad, ye wad never mend ava, 

Sae, Rab, tak tare. 


THE ANSWER. 

WHAT ails ye now, yc lousio b h. 

To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 

J.osh man ! hae mercy wl 'your natch. 

Your bodkin's bauld, 

I didna suffer ha’f sae much 

^ Frae DatUlie Auld. 

What though at times when 1 grow crouse, 

I gie their wames a rantlom pouse. 

Is that enough for you to souse 

four servant sae ? 

Gae mind your scam, ye prick tlie louse. 

An’ jag the flae. 

King David o’ poetic brief. 

Wrought 'mang the lassos sic mistliief 
As fill’d his after life wi’ grief 

An’ bloody rants, 

An’ yet he’s rank’d amang the chief 

O’ lang syne saunts. 

And maybcj Tam, for a’ my cants. 

My wicked rhymes, an’ dnicken rants. 

I’ll gle auld cloven (]loufy’s haunts 

An’ unco slip yet. 

An' snugly sit amang the saunts 

At Davie’s hip yet. 

Bii t fegs, the session says I maun 
Gae fa’ upo’ anither plan, 

Than garran lasses cowp the cran 

Cleon heels owre bo<ly, 

A nd sairly thole their mither's ban. 

Afore the howdy. 

This leads me on, to tell for sport. 

How I did with the Session sort — 

Auld Clinkum at the Inner port 

Cry’d three times, " Robin, 
Come hither lad, an’ answer for’t. 

Ye’re blam’d for Jobbin.” 

Wi* pinch I put a Sunday’s face on. 

And snoov’d aw a before the Session— 

1 made an open, fair confession, 

I scorn’d to lie ; 

An’ syne Mcu John, beyond expression. 

Fell foul o’ me. 


POSMS. . 

A foinit ator Town he call’d me, 

An’ -said my taut frae bliss expell’d me ; 

I own’d the tale was true he toll’d me, 

“ But what the matter ?" 
Quo’ I, *' I fear unless ye geld me. 

I’ll ne’er be better." 

“ Geld you !’’ quo’ he, and what for no 
If that your right hand, leg or toe. 

Should ever prove your sn’ritual foe. 

You should remember 
To cut it aff, an’ what for no 

Your dearest member 

“ Na, na," quo’ I, “ I’m no for that. 
Gelding’s nae better than ’tis ca't. 

I'd rather sutler for my faut, 

A hearty flew it. 

As sair owre hip as ye can draw’t ! 

Though I should rue it. 

“ Gr gin ye like to end the bother; 

To please us a’, I’ve just ae ither. 

When next wi' yon lass I forgatlier 

Whate’er betide it, 

I’ll frankly gie hcr’t a’ thegither, 

An’ let her guide it.’’ 

But, Sir, thi^leas’d them warst ava. 

An’ therefore. 'Tam, when that I saw, 

I said, “ Guiu night," and cam awa, 

And left the Se-ssion , 

I saw they were resolved a’ 

On my oppression. 


LETTER TO JOHN GOUDIE, 
KIT.MAUNOi’K, 

On the Publication of hit Ettays. 

\ > GOUDIE ! terror o’ the Whigs, 
l»r. .ul n’ hi I. k lo.ii. and r, I’ruiJ wig*. 

Biguirv, on hei ld^t lig;., 

(limin' look .< I'.i' ^ , 
Wisliin’ the ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize you quu k. 

I’oor gapin’, glow'rin’ .Superstition, 

Waes me I she’s in a sad condition ; 

Fy, bring Black Jock, her state physician, 

To see her water ; 

Alas ! there’s ground o' great suspicion 

She’ll ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple. 

But now she’s got an unco rijiple. 

Haste, gie her nome.up 1’ the chapel. 

Nigh unto death ; 

See how she fetches at the thrapple. 

An’ gasps for breath. 

Enthusiasm ’s past redemption, 

Gaon in a galloping consumption. 

Not a’ the quacks, wi’ a’ their gumption. 

Will ever mend lier 

Her feeble pulse gics strong presumption 

Death soon will end her . 

'Tis you and Taylor* are the chief, 

Wha are to blame for this mischief ; 

But gin the L— d’s ain folks gat leave, 

A toom tar barrel 

And twa red peats wad send relief. 

An’ end the quarrel. 


LETTER TO J S T T GI^NC-H 

AULD comrade dear and brother sinner, 
How ’s a’ the folk about G1 — nc— r ; 

How do you this blae eastlin wind. 

That’s like to blaw a laxly blind : 

Fur me my faculties are frozen. 

My dearest member nearly dozen’d : 

I’ve sent you here by Johnic Simson, 

Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 


* Dr. Taylor of Norwich. 
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Smith, wi’ his sympathetic feelinjr, 

An’ Reid, tu cointnon sense appealing?, 
Philosophers have fought an’ wrangled. 
An’ melkle Greek an’ Latin mangled. 

Till wi their logic Jargon tir'd. 

An’ in the depth ot science mir’d, 

'I’o common sense they now appeal, 

What wi ves an’ waljsters see an’ feel ; 

But hark ye, friend, I charge you strictly. 
Peruse them an’ return them quickly ; 

I'or now I’m grown sae cursed douse, 

I pray an’ ponder butt the house, 

My shins, iny lane, I there sit roastin’. 
Perusing iiunyan, Brown, and Boston; 
'Pill by an’ hy. If I baud on. 

I'll grunt a n nl (iosfiel groan ; 

Irt-ndy I hi gm (o ir\ ii, 

■J ■' I u-i niv I cn up liiie .1 [■'‘ I, 

\V lieu |.y the gun nhe luml-h > o'er, 
riuii'rlrig ail' k I'ping in lu-r gore 
N,ie ^horIly you -luM see Ille htigill, 

A burning and a shining ligliL 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an’ wale of honest men ; 

Wlien bonding down with auld gray hairs. 
Beneath the load of years and cares. 

May he wlio ina<le liiin still supiiort him. 
An’ views lieyond the grave comfort him. 
His worthy fam’ly far and near, 

God bless tliem a’ wi’ grace and gear. 


ON THE DEATH 

or 

SIR JAMES HUNTER RLAIR. 


I'll K lamp of dav, u !tii ill-presrgliig glare, 
liiMi, . uiu(l>. Slink beneath the wo'ittii w.i\e: 
III Mil •jiisi.iui liluit iiuMid iJirougli (he daikeuing 
air. 

And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 

I one as 1 wander'd hy each clifTand dell, 

Oiu e the lov’d haunts of Scotia’s royal train ;• 

Or mus’d where limpid streams, once hallow’d, 
well,l 

Or mould’ring ruins mark tlie sacred fanc.l; 

I'ii' increasing lilast roar’d round the beetling rocks, 
I’lie clouds swift-wing’d flew o’er the starry sky. 
The groaning trees untimely shetl their locks. 

And shooting meteors cauglit the startling eye. 

The paly moon rose in the livid east, 

-tnd rnong the cliffs disclos'd a stately form. 

In weeds of wo that frantic bent her breast. 

And mix'd her wailings with the raving storm. 

Wild to my heart the filial pulses glow, 

'Twas Caledonia’s tropiiied shield I view’d ; 

Her form lIl^jestic droop'd in ]>ensive wo. 

The Uglitning of her eye in wars imbued. 

Revers’d that spear, redoubtable in war ; 

Reclin'd fJiat banner, erst in fields unfurl’d. 

That like a deathful meteor gleam'd afar. 

And brav’d the mighty monarchs of the world 

" My patriot son fills an untimely grave !” 

With accents wild and lifted arms she cried ; 
laiw lies tlie hantl that oft was stretcifd to save. 
Low lies the heart tliat swelTd with honest 
pride ! 

" A weeping country joins a widow’s tear, 

The helpless potir mix with the orphan’s cry ; 
i lu* drooping arts surround their patron’s liier. 

And grateful science heaves the heartfelt sigh. — 

I saw my sons resume their ancient fire ; 

II f Freedom’s blossoms richly blow ; 

^*1, . • Hop*-' is liom but to expire ! 

Relentless fate has laid this guardian low. — 



" My patriot falls, buf shall he He unsung. 

While empty greatness saves a worthless name I 
No ; every muse shall join her tuneful tongue. 
And future ages hear his growing fame. 

“ And I will join a mother’s tender cares, 

Tlirough future times to make his virtues last. 
That distant years may lioast of other Blairs,” 

She said, and vanish'd with the sweeping blast. 


THE JOLLY BEGGARS. 

A CANTATA. 


RKcirA’ri VO. 

WHEN lyart leaves bestrew the ylrd. 

Or. wavering like the Imnckie bird. 

Bedim cauld Boreas’ lilast: 

When hailstanes drive wi’ bitter skyte. 

And infant frosts begin to liite. 

In hoary cranrougn drest ; 

Ae night at e’en, a merry core 
O’ randie gangrel bodies. 

In Poosio-Nausie's held the sjilore. 

To drink tlunr ora duddics : 

Wi* quaffing and laughing. 

They rantetl and they sang; 

Wi’ Jumping and thumping 
Tlie i. r,4 girdle rang. 

First, neist the fire, in auld red rags 
Anc sat, weel brac’d wi’ mealy bag-. 

And knapsack a’ in order; 

His doxy lay within his arm, 

AVi* ii.qui li.ie and blanlii t, warm, 

.she l>linti.t on her sixiger ; 

And ave fie 1 the leUsi* iirab 
The tnli* r -kelpin' ki'.., 

While .she held up her greedy gab, 

Just like an a’mous dish ; 

Ilk sniui k still, dill I r.ii k sull, 

Just like a cadger’s whup. 

Then staggering, and swaggering, 

He roar’d this ditty up— 

AIR. * 

Tune — " Soldier's Joy. * 

I AM a son of Mars, who have been in many wars 
And sliow iny cuts and scars wherever I conie, 
This liere was lor a wcncli, and that otlier in a 
trench, drum. 

When welcoming the French at the sound of the 
Lai dc dandle, A c. 

My 'prenticeship I past where my leader brcatli'd 
his last, 

When the biomly die was cast on Uie heights of 
Alirain ; [play’d, 

I served out my trade when the gallant game wa» 
And the Moro low was laid at the sound of the 
drum. 

Lai de daudlr, Ac. 

I lastly was with Curtis, among the floating bat- 
t’ries. 

And there I left tor witnesses an arm and a limb : 
Yet let my country need me, with Elliot to liead nie, 
I’d clatter on my stumps at the souinl of the drum. 

Lai de daudlc, S, e. 

And now, though I must beg, with a wooden arm 
and leg. 

And many a tatter’d rag hanging over my bum, 

I’m as happy with my wallet, my bottle, and iny 
cal let. 

As when I us’d in scarlet to follow the drum. 

Lai de daudle, Ac. 

AVhat though with hoary locks, I must stand the 
windy shot ks, 

Beneath the woods and rocks, oftentimes for a 
home; 


* The old ScoUsh name for Uie Bat. 
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1U4 Bintirs9 

When the tother bag I sell, and the tother bottle 
tell, 

1 could meet a troop of hell at the sound of the 
drum. 

Lai dc daudle, S[c. 
RECITATIVO. 

He ended ; and the kebara sheuk 
A boon the chorus roar; 

Wliile frighted ratuna backward Icuk, 

And seek the beniuost bore : 

A fairy fiddler firae the neuk. 

Ho skirl'd out encore ! 

But up arose the martial's chuck. 

And laid the loud uproar. 


Tuno— " Soldier Laddie.” 

I ONflE was a maid, though I cannot tell when. 
Anti still my delight lain projier young men ; 

Some one of a troop of dragoons was iny daditic. 
No wonder I’m fond of a sodgor laddie. 

Sing, Lai de M, div. 

The first of my loves was a swaggering blade. 

To rattle the thundering drum was hia trade ; 

Hi. Irg was so light ind hi.ihttk w.i. ..i ruddy, 

I rans|Mjried 1 wai uith inv ''idger laddie 

tiing, Lai tie lal, d('c. 

Rut the g.>-)dlv old chaplain left him in the lurch, 
'«ii the sw-ird 1 furs-tok for the sake of the ihui. h, 
Ml ventur'd the vul. I risked llie hmlv, 

' 1 wX) then i prov'd lalac to my s.jdger l.tdihe. 

Sing, Lal de lal, .\i. 

Full soon I grew sick of the sanr tifierl sot. 

The regiment at large for a husbantl I got ; 

From the gilded apontoon to the fife I was ready, 

I asked no more but a aodger ladtiie. 

Sing, Lai de lal, Sfc. 

Rut the peace it reduc’d me to beg in despair. 

Till I met my old boy at a Cunningham fair, 

I I i> rags regimental they llutter'd sae gaudy. 

My heart it rejoic d at my aodger laddie. 

^ Sing, Lal de lal, ^ 

And now I have liv'd— I know not how long, 

A lid still I can join In a cup or a song ; 

But whilst with l>oth hands I can hold the glaa* 
steady, 

Here's to thee, loy hero, my aodger laddie ! 

Sing, Lal d« lal, JifC. 

RECITATIVO. 

Boor Merry Andrew, in the neuk. 

Sat gUEzling wl’ a tinkler hizzie; 

They mind’t na what the chorus took. 

Between themselves they were sae bizzy ; 

At length, wi’ drink and courting di/./.y, 

He stoiter’d up and made a face; 

Then turn’d and laid a smack on Grizzy, 

Syne tun’d hia pipes wi’ grave grimace. 

AIR. 

Tune—** Atdd Sir Synwn.” 

SIR Wisdom’s a fool when he’s fou. 

Sir Knave is a fool in a session ; 

He's there but a 'prentice, I trow. 

But I atn a fool by profession 

My grannie she bought me a b«ruk. 

And I held awa to the school ; 

I fear 1 my talent mistcuk ; 

But what will ye hae of a fool ? 

For dnnk I would venture my neck, 

A hizzlc’s the half o’ my craft; 

But what could ye other expect 
Of aoe that’s avowedly daft. 

I ance was ty’d up like a stirk, 

For dvilly swearing and quaffing 
1 anco was abus’d i’ the kirk. 

For towzUng a lass i’ toy cUffin. 


Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport, 

Lot naebody name wi* a jeer; 

Tliere's ev’n I’m tauld i’ the court, 

A tumbler ca’d the Premier. 

Observ’d ye, yon reverend lad 
Makes faces to tickle the mob ; 

He rails at our mountebank squad, 

It’s rivalship just i’ the job. 

And now my conclusion I’ll tell, 

For faith I’m confoundedly dry. 

The chiel that’s a fool for himsel’, 

Gude L— d, is far dafter than I. 

RECITATIVO. 

Then niest mitspak a rauclc carlin’, 

Wha kent fu’ weel to cleeV the sterlin’. 
For inonie a pursle she had hooked, 

And had in inonic a well been ducket; 
Her dove had been a Highland laddie. 

Hut weary fa’ the waefu’ woodie ! 

Wi’ higlis and sabs, she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highiaudman : 

AIK. 

T une — ** O an’ ye mere dead, guidman.” 

A HIGHLAND lad my love was bom. 

The Lallan’ laws he held in scorn ; 

But he still was failhfu’ to his clan. 

My gallant, biaw John Highiondnian. 

CHORUS. 

Sing, hry, my braw John highlandman. 
^Ing, ho, my braw John Highlundman ; 
Thtre’e not a lad in all the fan’ 

IVas match for my John Highlandman . 

With his philiheg and tartan plaid, 

And guid claymore down by his side, 

'X’he ladies’ hearts ho did trepan. 

My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, Jer. 

We ranged a’ from Tweed to Sprv, 

And llv .1 like lurd' and l.i-lies g.tv ; 

Fut a Lallan lace he teared naiie^ 

My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

They banish’d him bt^yond the sea. 

But ere the hud was on the tree, 

A down my cheeks the pearly ran, 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, iJi r. 

But oh ! they catch’d him at the last, 

And liound him in a dungeon fast. 

My curse upon them every one. 

They’ve haug’d ray braw John Highlandma 
Sing, hey, Ji t. 

And now a widow, I mtist mourn 
'The pleasures that will ne’er return ; 

No comfort but a hearty can, 

When I tliUak on John Highlandman. 

Sing, hey, _Jrr. 

RECITATIVO. 

A pigmy Scraper wi’ his fiddle, 

Wna us’d at trysts and fairs to driddle. 

Her strappin limb and gaucy middle 

|He reach d nae high 
Had hol't his hcartie like a riddle, 

And blawn’t on fire. 

Wi’ hand on haunch, and upward e’e. 

He croon’d his gamut ane, twa, three. 

Then, in an Arioso key. 

The wee Apollo 
bet off, wi Allegretto glee, 

His giga solo. 

AIR. 

Tune—** Whistle o'er the lave o’t.' 

I.et me ryke up to dight that tear 
And go wl’ me and be my deeu*. 
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And then your every care and fear 
May whistle o’er the lave o't. 

CHORUS, ' 

• I am a fiddler to my trade. 

And a’ the tuna tliat e'er I play’d. 

The ttreetcsl still to wife or miad, 
tVus nhistlc o'er the lave o't. 

At klms and weddings we’se be there, 
And Oh ! hae nicely ‘a we will fare; 
We’ll bouse about, till Daddie Care 
Sings whistle o’er the lave o’t. 

I am, tS’C, 

Sae merrily 'g tlie banes we'll pyVe, 

And sun oursells about the dvke. 

And at our leisure when we like. 

We’ll whistle o’er tlie lave o't. 

I am, i-St. 

But bh'ss me wi' your heav’n o’ charms. 
And while I kittle hair on lhairnis, 
Hunger, cauld, and a* sic harms. 

May whistle o’er the lave o't. 

1 am, 4'c. 

REcrrAi ivo. 

Her charms had struck a sturdy Caird, 

As weet a.s poor (iut-scraper ; 

He taks the fiddler by the beaid, 

.And draws a roosty rapier - 
He swoor, by a’ was swearing worth, 

To spit him like a nliver. 

Unless he wad fVom that time forth 
Relinquish her for ever. 

■\\’i' ghastly c*e, poor Iwoedle-dee 
Upon his hunkers benderd, 

-Mid pray d for grace, wi’ ruefu’ face. 

And sae the q^uarrel ended. 

But though his little heart did grieve 
When round the tinkler press'd her. 

He ieign’d to snirtle in his sleeve, 

When thus tlie Caird address'd her : 


Her lord, a wight o’ Homer’s craft. 
Though limping wi’ the spavie. 

He hirpl’d up, and lap like daft. 

And shor’d them Dainty Davie 

O boot that night. 

He was a care-defying blade 
As ever Bacchus listed. 

Though Fortune sair upon him laid. 

His heart she ever miss'd it. 

He had nae wish, but — to be glad. 

Nor want— but when he thirsted 
He hated iiouglit but — to lie sad, 

And thus the Muse suggested 

His sang that night. 


AIR, 

Tune — “ For a’ that, and a’ lhai" 


1 M a bard of no regard. 

Wi' gentlefolks and a' that; 

But Homer-Itke, the glowran byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that. 

CHORUS, 

For a' that, and a’ that. 

And twice as meih'fe's a' that ; 

J've lost but anc. I've twu behin', 
I've wife enough, for a’ that. 

I never drank the Muses’ slank, 

( astalia’s burn, and a' that ; 

Btit there it strearrs, and richly reams. 
My Helicon I ca’ that. 

For a’ that, ilj c. 

Great love I hear to a’ th«- fair, 

Their humble slave, and a’ that ; 

But lordly will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 

For a’ that, S, c. 


AIR. 

Tunt — “ Clout the Cauldron.” 


MY bonnie lass, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is my station ; 

I’ve tra veil’d round all Christian ground 
In this my occupation ; 

I’ve taen the gold. I’ve been enroll’d 
In manv a nol le ‘quadron ; 

Rm lain they seari h’d, n tn n ..if I march’d 
To go aiid'iloul lire laul.in-M. 

Fve taen the gold, S, c. 

Di'splse that shrimp, that wither’d imp, 

\Vi’ a’ his noise and caprin’. 

And tak a share wi’ those that bear 
'I'he budget and the apron ; 

And by that stowp, my faith and houp, 

-Vnd by that dear Kilbatjcie,* 

If e’er ye want, or meet wi’ scant. 

May I ne’er wat my craigie. 

And by that stori'p, cS'c. 


BECITATIVO. 

'nip Caird prevail’d — th’ unblu-slilng fair 
In his embraces sunk, 

Tartly wi’ love o'ercome sae sair. 

And partiv she was drunk. 

Sir Viohno, with an air 

'That show'd a man o’ spunk, 

Wish’d unison between the pair. 

And made tlie bottle clunk 

Tb their health tliat n’ght. 

But hurchin Cupid shot X shaft. 

That play’d a dame a shavie, 

^?^*‘der raM her fore and aft. 

Rehint the chicken cavie. 


* A peculiar sort of whisky, so called; a 

tvoarite with Poosie Nansie’# clubs. 


In Mptures sweet, this hour we meet^ 

Wi’ mutual love, and a’ that; 

But for how lang the file may stang. 

Let inclination law that. , 

For a’ that, S(c. 

Tlieir tricks and cr.ift hae put me daft, 
They'vt! taen me in, and a’ that; 

But « loar your decks, and “ Here’s the sox I” 
1 like the jads for a’ that. 

For a' that, and a' that. 

And twice as miikte's a' that, 
hi}! dearest bliiid, to do them I'uid, 
They’re nelcosne till't,for a' that. 


RECITATI VO. 


So sung the bard — and N.ansie’s wa’s 
SluH>k with a thunder of applause, 

Re-echo’d from each mouth ; 

They loom'd their pucks, and pawn’d their duds. 
They scarcely left to co’er their fuds, 

I'o quench their Iowan drouth. 


Then owre again, the Jovial thrang. 
The poet did request. 

To lowse his puck, and wale a sang, 
A ballad o’ the best ; 


Deborahs, 

Looks round him, and found them 
Impatient for the cherm. 


AIR. 


Tune—** Jolly MortaU,fll your Gtasiee.'* 


SEE the smoking howl before us, 
Mark our jovial ragged ring; 
Round and round take up the chorus. 
And in raptures let us sing : 



BinEt»r8’ POBMS. 


lOO 


CHORUS. 

AJIgfor thote bj/ lam protected ! 

Liberty'a a glorious feaet ! 

Courts Jbr cmoards were erected j 
Churches built to please the priest. 

What is title ? What is treasure 
What is reputation’s care ? 

If we lead a life of pleasure, 

Tis no matter, how or where ! 

JJ-C. 

With the ready trick and fable. 

Round we wander all the day ; 

And at night, In bam or stable. 

Hug our doxies on the hav. 


Does the train-atteitded carriage 
Through the country lighter rove ? 
Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes otlovo ? 

A Jig, dfS. 

Life is all a Yariomm, 

We regard not how it goes ; 

Let them cant about decorum 
Who have characters to lose. 

A Jig, Sre. 

Here’s to budgets, bags, and wallets I 
Here’s to all the wandering train 1 
Here's our ragged brats and callets ! 
One and ail cry out. Amen ! 

Afg,^ 



GLOSSARY. 


THE ch generally and gh always haTC the guttural sound. The sound of the English diphthong eo, is 
romraonly spelled ou. The French v, a sound which often occurs in the Scotish language, is marked 
oo, or ui. The a in genuine Scotish words, except when f'>A-ming a diphthong, or followed by an e 
mute after a single consonant sounds generally like the broad English a in nail. The Scotish diph> 
thong at, always, and ea, rery often, sound like tlie French e mascuhne. The Scotish diphthong ry, 
sounds like the Latin ei. 


A. 

All. 

Aback, away, aloof. 

Abeigh, at a shy distance. 

Abom, above, up. 

Abread, abroad, in sight. 

Abrecd, in breadth. 

.iddte, putrid water, &c. 

Ae, one. 

A jr, off’j ^ffloqf, unpremeditated. 

Afore, before. 

.//t,oft. 

Aflcn, often. 

dcdfVi otf the right line} wrong. 

Aibluu, perhaps. 

Ain, own. 

Atrle-penny, Airlei, earnest-money. 

Aim, iron. 
dit/i,<an oath. 

Aita, oats. 

Aiver, an old horse. 

Aixle, a liot cinder. 

Atake, alas. 

Alane, alone. 

Aktvart, awkward. 

Amaist, almost. 

Among, among. 

.^n', and ; if. 

A nee, once.' 

Ane, one ; and. 

.-tnmt, over against; conoernirg, 

Anilher, anotiier. 

Aif, ashes. 

Atkknl, asquint ; aslant. 

Atteer, abroad ; stirring. 

At hart, athwart. 

Aught, possession ; as, fn d* tny ought. In all mv 
possession. 

Auld long tyru, olden time, days of other years. 
Atdd, old. 

Auldfarran, or auld farrant, sagacious, cunning, 
prudent. 
dra, at all. 

Atm’, awav. 

Anjii', awful. 

Awn, the beard of barley, oats, &c. 

AwMic, bearded. 

Atjont, beyond. 

B. 

Ball. 

tbickett, ash boards. 

uacklint, coming ; coming back, returning. 

»nck, returning, 
iiac', did bid. 

^aide, endured, did stay, 
the belly. 

linirn* ^Mge bones, stout. 

^ hTth^ femily of children, a brood. 

I’an, to swear. 

‘‘One, bone. 

““"ff.to beat; to strive. 


Bardie, diminutive of bard. 
llareJU, barefooted. 

Barmie, of, or like banp. 

Batch, a crew, a gang. 

Batti, lots. 

Baudrona, a cat. 

Batdd, bold. 

Bank, bank. 

Bawa'nt, having a white stripe down the face- 
Be, to let be ; to give over ; to cease. 

Bear, barley. 

Beaatie, diminutive of beast. 

Beet, to add fuel to fire. 

Beld, bald. 

Belyve, by and by. 

Ben, into the spence or parlour ; a spence. 
Berdomond, a noted mountain in Dumbartonshire. 
Bethankit, grace after meat. 

Beuk, a bM)k. 

Bicker, a kind of wooden dish : a short race. 

Bie, or Bield, shelter. 

Bien, wealthy, plentiful. 

Big, to build. 

Btggin, building ; a house. , 

Biggit, built. 

BtTlCabull. 

Billie, a brother ; a young fellow. 

Bing, a heap of grain, potatoes. See. 

Birk, birch. 

Birken-ahan, Birchen<-nood~aharv, a small wood. 
Birkie, a clever fellow. 

Birring, a noise of partridges, Ac. when they spring. 
Bit, crisis, nick of time. 

Bizz, a bustle, to buzz. 

Bteiatie, a shrivelled dwarf; a term of contempt. 
Blaatit, blasted. 

BUte, bashful, sheepish. 

Blather, bladder. 

Bland, a flat piece of any thing; to slap. 

Blow, to blow, to boast. 

Bleerit, bleared, sore with rheum. 

Bleert and blin’, bleared and blind. 

Bleexing, blazing. 

Blellum, an idle talking fellow. 

Blether, to talk idly s nonsense. 

Bleth’rtn, talking idly. 

Blink, a little while ; a smiling look ; to look kind- 
ly ; to shine by fits. 

Blinker, a term of contempt. 

Blinkin, smirking. 

Blue-gonn, one of those beggars who get annually, 
on the king’s birth-day, a uTue cloak or gown with 
a badge. 

Bluid, blood. 

Bluntie, a sniveller, a stupid person. 

Blyjte, a shred, a large piece. 

Bock, to vomit, to gush intermittently. 

Backed, gushea, vomited. 

Bodle, a small gold coin. 

Boglea, spirits, hobgoblins. 

Bonnie, or Bonny, handsome, beautiful. 

Bonnock, a klntf of thick cake of bread, a small jan- 
nock, or loaf made ef oatmeal. 

Board, a board. 

Boortree, the Shrub elder; planted much of old 
in hedges of barn-yards, &c. 



108 


GZiOSSAltir. 


Kocut, behovod, must needs. 

Bore, a holrf in the wall. 

Botch, an anftry tumour. 

Boutinfj, drinking. 

Borr-kail, cal>bai<e. 

Bonrf, bendtti, crooked. 

Brackens, fern. 

Brae, a declivity ; a precipice; the slope of a hill. 
Braid, broad. 

Braiudt;':, reili'«1 forw.ird. 

Braik, ti kind ot harr.iw. 

Braindf^r, to run rashly forwanL 
Brak, broke, made insolvent. 

Branks, a kind of wooden curb for horses. 


Brash, a sudden illness. 

Brats, coarse clothes, raps, dtc. 

Brattle, a short race ; hurry ; turj. 

Brarv, fine, handsome. 

Brawly, or Bratvlir, very well ; finely ; heartily. 
Braxie, a morl>id sheep. ' 

Breastie, diminutive of breasL 
Breastit, did spring up or torward. 

Brtckan, fern. 

Brttf, lo ease : an invulnerable or irresistible spell. 
Breeks, breeches. 

Brent, smooth. 

Brervin, brewing. 

Brie, juice, liquid. 

Brig, a bridge. 

Brwutane, brimstone. 

Brisket, the breast, the bosom. 

Brither, a brotluir. 

Brock, a badger. 

Brogue, a hum ; a trick. 

Broo, broth; liquid; water. 

Brose, broth ; a rac« at country weddings, wlio 
shall first reach the bridegroom's house on re- 
turning from church. 

Bronster-tvii’et, ale-house wives. 

Brugn, a burgh. 

BruUzie. a broil, a combustion. 

Brunt, did burn, burnt. 

Brust, to burst ; burst. 

Buchand'uiltri, ihe boiling of tlie sea among the 
ro. k's oil (he • ••■i-t o«' Uiuhan. 

Ruekskin, an mbatjil ml ol \ itgmia. 

Bught, a pen. 

Bughtin-time, the time of collecting the sheep in the 
pens to be milked. 

Buirdly, stout-made ; broad-made. 

Bum-cli^k, a humming beetle that flies in the sum- 


mer evenings. 

Bumming, humming as bees. 

Bummle, to blunder. 

Bummler, a blunderer. 

Bunker, a window-seat. 

Burdies, diminutive ot birds. 

Bure, did bear. 

Burn, water ; a rivulet. 

Burnendn, i. e. burn the nrindf a blacksmith. 
Burnie, diminutive of bum. 

Buskie, bushy. 
fiutkit, dressed. 

Bufkf, dresses. 

Bussle, a bustle, to bustle. 

Buss, shelter. 

But, bat, with ; without. 

But an' ben, the countiry kitchen and parlour. 
By himsel, lunatic, distracted. 

Dyke, bee-hive. 

Byre, a cow-stable ; a sheep-pen. 


CA’, To call, to name ; to drive. 

Ca't, or ca'd, called, driven ; calved. 
Cadger, a carrier. 

CadSe, or Caddie, a person ; a young fellow. 
Caff, chaff. 

Caird, a tinker. 

Cairn, a loose heap of stones. 

Calf-tvard, a small enclosure fbv calves. 
Catlan, a boy. 

Caller, fresh I sound; refineshlna. 

Canie, or cannie, gentle, mild ; dexterous. 
Cannilie, dexterously ; gently. 

Canlie, or canty, checrnil, meivy. 

CMutraif, a charm, a spell. 

Cap-<fane, cope-stone ; key-stone. 

Careerin, cheerfully. 

Carl, an old man. 

a stout old veman. 


Cartes, cards. 

Caudron, a caldron. 

Cauk and keel, chalk and red clay. 

Canid, cold. 

Caup, a wiMxlen drinking-vcsscl. 

Cesses, taxes. 

chanter, a part of a bagpipe. 

Chap, a person, a fellow ; a blow. 

Chaup, a stroke, a blow. 

Cherkit, cheeked. 

Checif, a chirp ; to chirp. 

Chiel, or cheel, a young fellow. 

Chimla, or chimlie, a fire-grate, a fire-place. 

Chim'd lui!, Ihe lircNiile. 
t Kitonwii:, ^bltl■rlng, iremMmg. 
t I.. I Ain, >. hoi king. 

(u chew ; cheek for dum', side by side. 

< ki-fPi.f.ii-l .. eil. 

Cl.iTh-in, I -mill vilbige about a cbuiih , a hamlet 
Ci.iise, erri-us, i-loiJies. 

Cl itth, r'utb. 

( laifhiug, cl-ubmg. 

Chifts, nniisfiiw; not speaking sense. 
t lap . , I ippi-r ol a mill. 
t larklt, wrote. 

Cbith, an idle tale, the story of the day. 

Clatter, to led i.l'e siiirie<i; an idle Story. 
t'tiiiight, >11 ii,. h d a', I lid hold ol'. 

Claui, to clean ; to scrape. 

Clauted, scraped. 

Clatters, idle stories. 

Clatv, to scrati-h. 

Cleed, to clothe. 
deeds, clothes. 

Cletkit, having aught, 
r/infcift, forking; clinking. 

ClinkumheU, he who rings the churoh-boll. 

Clips, shears. 

Clishmaclaver, Idle conversation. 

Clock, to hatch ; a beetle. 

C/-‘rkin, hatching. 

C/--t, the hiHif ol a cow, sbera, Sic. 
t l—tle, .m old namo for tlie Devil. 

Ct-ur, n buiiip or kweding after a blow. 

Ciuds, clouds. 

Cnaxin, wheedling. 

Coble, a fishing boat. 

Cockernony, a lock of hair tied upon a girl’s head i 
a cap. 

Coft, bought. 

Cog, a wooden dish. 

Coggie, diminutive of cog. 

Cotla, from Kyle, a district of Ayrshire; so called, 
sailh tradition, from Coil, or Coilus, a Picti-.li 
monarch. 

Collie, a general, and sometimes a particular name 
for country curs. 

Co'lirshangie, quarrelling, an uproar. 

Commaun, command. 

Good, the cud- 

Conf, a blockhead ; a ninny. 

Cookit, api>eared and disappeared liy fits. 

Const, did cast. 

Coot, the ancle or foot. 

Cootie, a wooden kitchen dish: — also, those fowl) 
whose legs are clad with feathers are said to Im 
rootle. 

Corbies, a species of the crow. 

Core, corps ; party ; clan. 

Corn't, fed With oats. 

Cotter ^ the inhahitant of a cot-house, or cottage. 
Couthse, kind, loving. 

Cove, a cave. 

Come, to terrify ; to keep under, to lopj a frigid! 

a branch of furze, broom, &c. 

Comp, to barter ; to tumble over ; a gang. 

Cowpit, tumbled. 

Cowrin, cowering. 

Cowt, a colt. 

Cozie, snug. 

Cozily, snugly. 

Crabhit, cr^bed, firetftil. 

Crack, conversation ; to converse. 

CracActn, conversing. 

Cri^, or crqft, a field near a houM (in old husbas- 

erZ^i , cries or calls incessantly ; a bird. , 

Crambo-clink, ot crambo-jingle, rhymes* dogS^‘ 
verses. 

Crank, the noise of an ungreased wheel. 

Crankous. fretful, captious, 

Cranreuch, the boar nrest. 
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rm;), a crop ; to crop. Dribble, HrinVmg; slaver, 

r 'rart’, a crow of a cock ; a took. Drift, a drove. 

Creel, a basket ; to have one'e nili in a creel, to be Droddum, the breech. 

crazed ; to, be fascinated. Drone, part of a bagpipe. 

Crpepif -stool, the same as cutty-stool. .Drooy-rumpl't, that droops at the crupper. 

Creeshie, greasy. Drottkit, wet. 

('rood, or croud, to coo as a dove. Drountine, drawling. 

Croon, a hollow and continued moan ; to make a Drouth, thirst, drought, 
noise like the continued roar of a bull; to hum a i)rt/cA:cn, drunken, 
tune. Drundy, muddy. 

Crooning, humming. Drunttnock, meal and water mixed In a raw state. 

CroHchie, crook-backed. Drunt, pet, sour liumour. 

Crouse, cheerfiil , courageous. Dub, a small pond. 

Crousely, cheerfully ; courageously. Dtids, rags, clothes. 

Crntvdie, a composition of oat-ineal and boiled Duddie, ragged. 

water, sometimes from tlie broth of beef, mutton. Dung, worsted ; pushed, driven. 

&c. Dunled, beaten, boxed. 


Crotudie-lime, breakfast time. 

Crotvlin, crawling. 

Crummnek, a cow with crooked horns. 

Crump, hard and brittle ; spoken of bread. 

Crunt, a blow on the hcatl with a cudgel. 

Cuif, a blockJiead, a ninny. 

Cummock, a short staff with a crooked head. 
Curchie, a courtesy. 

Curler, a player at a game on the ice, practised in 
Scotland, called curling. 

Curlie, curled, whose hair falls naturally in ringlets. 
Curling, a well known game on the ice, 
Curmurring, murmuring ; a slight rumbling noise. 
Curvin, the crupper. 

Cushat, Uie dove, or wood-pigeon. » 

Cutty, short ; a spoon broken in the middle. 
Cutty-stool, the stool of repentance. 

D. 

DADDIE, a father. 

merriment : foolishness. 
l)(ijt, merry, giddy ; foolish ; mad. 

Dairurn, rare, now and tlien ; daiwun-icker, an ear 
of corn now and then. 

Dainty, pleasant, good humoured, agreeable. 

Daisr, daez, to stupify, 
hales, plains, valleys. 

Darklins, darkling. 
hand, to thrash, to abuse. 

Dnur, to dare. 

Dauri, dared. 

haurg, or daurk, a day’s labour. 
havoc, David. 
hati'd, a large piece. 

Dawlit, or darvtrt, fondled, caressed. 

Dearies, diminutive of dears. 

Dcarthfu\dcaT. 

Deave, t(Aleafen. 

heil-tna-care ! no matter ! for all that 1 
helerril, delirious. 

Descrive, to describe. 

Oighf, to w ipe ; to clean com from chaff. 
hight, cleaned from chat!'. 

Idng, to worst, to push. 

Dink, neat, tidy, trim, 
do not. 

D,'/. d Klighi ireinulniic stri ke or ptiti. 

D or di’.Cn, a di'/i n. 

I' fill, slupilied, hil-eiaud. 

Doll, stupitied, crazoct. 

Donsie, unlucky. 

Doul, sorrow ; to sing dool, to lament, to mourn. 
Doos, dov^. 

Doriy, saucy, nice. 

^o!,ce or douse, sober, wise, prudent. 
yaticely, soberly, prudently. 

\\'>ughi, was or were able. 

Doup, backside. 

yiiup-Mkelper, ore that strikes the tail. 

and din, sullen and .sallow. 
yyure, stout, durable; sullen, stubborn. 
y'>f<>, am or are able, can. 

,^/r, pithless, wanting force. 
y'uvie, worn with grief, fatigue. See. half asleep. 
yytvna, am or are not able, cannot, 
stupid. 

Dytrn’t, stupified. Impotent. 
yritp, a drop ! to drop. 

to koll by tTEUling, to draggle among wef 

Dritppin, dropping. 

^(hinting, drawling ; of a sIoW enunciation, 
ooze, to drop, 
tedious, long about it. 


Dusk, to push as a ram, &c. 
i>i<4A/.jpushed by a ram, ox, dec. 

V.. 

K'E, the eye. 

/>>«, the cyc-s. 

E'enin, evening. 

Eerie, frighted, dreading spirits. 

Eitd, old age. 

Etbuck, tile elbow. 

Eldriteh, ghastly, firightful. 

Eller, an elder, or church officer. 

En', end. 

Enbrugh, Edinburgh. 

F.neugn, enough. 
t.spr.ud, espiiiallj. 
r.ttle, to in, to inund. 

Eydent, diligent. 

F. 

Fa\ fall ; lot ; to fall. 

Fa's, docs fall ; watet-falls. 

Faddom’t, fathomed. 

Fae, a foe. 

Faem, foam 
Faiket, unknown. 

Fairin', a fairing ; a present. 

Fallon’, fellow. 

Fand, did find. 

Farl, a cake of oaten bread, &c. 

Fash, trouble, care ; to trouble, to care foe 
Fasht, troubled. 

Fasteren-^en, Fasten’s Even. 

Fauld, a fold ; to fold. 

Faulding, folding. 

Faut, fault. 

Faute, want, lack. 

Farvsont. decent, seemly. 

/'ea/, a held ; smooth. 

frightful. 

FforV, flrighted. 

Feat, neat, spruce. 

Fecht, to hght. 

Fechlin, limiting. 

Feck, many, plenty. 

Fecket, an under waistcoat with sleeves. 

Feckfu, large, brawny, stout. 

Feckless, puny, weak, silly. 

Feckly, weakly. 

Feg, a lig. 

Fe,de, foud, enmity. 

Feirrie, stout, vigorous, healthy. 

Fell, keen, biting; the flesh Immediately under the 
skin ; a held pretty level, on the side or top of a 
hill. 

Fen, successful struggle ; fight. 

Fend, to live comfortably.- 

Ferlie, or ferley, to wonder; • wonder; a term of 
contempt. 

Fetch, to pull by fits. 

Felch’t, pulled intermittently 
Fidge, to fidget. 

FitT, soft, smooth. 

, Fient, fiend, a petty oath. 

Fier, sound, healthy ; a brother ; a friend. 

Fissle, to make a rustling noise ; to fidget ; a bustle. 
Fit, a foot. 

Fitiie-lan', the nearer horse of the hindmost pair in 
the plough. 

Fizz, to m Ae a hissing noise, like fermentation. 
Flainen, flannel. 

Fleech, to supplicate in a flatting manner, 
Fleech'd, supplicated. 
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Fleeehtrif supplicating. 

Fleethf a fleece. 

FUg, a kick, a random blow. 

Flether, to decoy by fair words. 

Fteiherin, tlatterinf;:. 

Fley, to scare, to-firlghten. 

FlicMer, to flutter, as young nestlings when their 
dam approaches. 

Flinders, shreds, broken pieces, splinters. 
Flinging-tree, a piece or timber hung by way of 
partition between two horses in a stable ; a flail. 
Flisk, to fret at the yoke. 

Fliskit, fretted. 

Flitter, to vibrate like the wings of small birds. 
Flittering, fluttering, vibrating. 

Flnnkie, a servant in livery. 

Forlgel, squat and plump. 

Foord, a lord. 

forefathers. ^ 

Fnrhye, besides. 

Foi fhim, distressed ; worn out, jaded. 

Forfmtghten, fatigued. 

Forgatner, to meet, to encounter witli. 

For/fie, to forgive. 

ForjeskeL laded with fatigue. 

Father, roader. 

Fan, full ; drunk. 

Foughten, troubled, harassed. 

FoHth, plenty, enough, or more than enough 
Forv, a bushel, <!kc. ; also a pitch-fork. 

Frae, fVoni ; otf. 

Frammit, strange, estranged from, at enmity wUh. 
Freath, froth. 

Frien', friend. 

Fu', full. 

Fvd, the scut, or tail of the hare, coney, &c. 

FufF, to blow intermittently, 
did blow. 

Fannie, full of merriment. 

Fur, a furrow. 

Funn, a form, bench. 

Fyke, trifling cares ; to piddle, to be in a fuss about 
trifles. 

FyU, to soil, to dirty. 
f^rt, soiled, dirtied. 

G. 

n 4B, the* mouth ; to speak boldly, or pertly. 
f^nerlttmie, an old man. 

Gadsman, a ploughboy, the boy that drives the 
horses in the nlougii. 

Gae, to go ; gaea, went ; gaen, or gone, gone ; gaun, 
going. 

Gael, or ^ate, way, manner ; road. 

Gairs, triangular pieces of cloth sewed on the bot- 
tom of a gown, &c. 

Gang, to go, to walk. 

Gar, to make, to force to. 

Gar’t, forced to. 

Garl"n, a garter. 

Gath, wise, sagacious; talkative; to converse. 
Oashin, conversing. 

Gaucy, jolly, large. 

Gaud, a plough. 

Gear, riches ; goods of any kind. 

Geek, to toss the head in wantonness or scorn. 

Ged, a pike. 

Gentles, great folks, gentry. 

Genty, ofegantiy formed, neat. 

Geor'die, a guinea. 

Get, a child, & young one. 

Ghaist, a ghost. 

Gie, to give; gied, gave ; gten, given. 

Giftie, oiminuiive of gift. 

Gtelets, playful girls. 

Gillie, diminutive of gill. 

Gilpe^j, a half grown, half informed boy or girl, 
romping lad, a holdon. 

Gimmer, a ewe from one to two years old. 
against. 

a young girl. ' 

Girn, to e^in, to twist tho features in rage, agony. 
See. 

Gimtng, grinning. 
frizz, a periwig. 

Olaifest, inattentive, fimlish. 

Glaive, a sword. | 

Gawky, half-witted, foolish, romping. 

Glairic, glittering ; smooth like glass. 

OInttm, to snatch grewlily. 

Glaum'd, aimed, snatched. 

Gleck, sharp, ready. 


Gleg, sharp, ready. 

Olrib, glelw. 

Glen, a dale, a deep Valley. 

Gley, a squint; to squint; a-giey, off at a sLJ.‘, 
wrong. 

Glib-gabbet, smooth and ready in speech. 

Glint, to peep. 

Glinted, peeped. 

Gfintin, peeping. 
filoamin, the twilight. 

Glomr, to stare, to look; a stare, a look. 

Glotvred, looked, stared. 

GInntk, a frown, a sour look. 

Goavan, looking round with a strange, inquiring’ 
gaze ; staring stupidly. 

Goman, [the flower of the wild daisy, hawk-weei!, 


Gomany, daisied, abounding with daisies. 

Ootvd, gold. 

(ior’jr, the game of golf; to strike as the bat docs 
the bail at golf. 

Gomn''d, struck. 

Gonne, a •'uckoo; a torm of contempt. 

Gtml, to howl. 

Grnnr, nr gr-i'n. a groan ; to groan.' 
t.t.’i'i.l and grt.nt.;/, groaned :iiid grnnlrd. 
gri-ariiug. 

a |•rong^^l lll••lrmnen( 1'.^ < li .nnne -i iMi . 
hi-iith, aMoutremcni-, lurintiirc, nii’.*,. g. At 
rir.iMii,., grandmother. 

Grape, to grope. 

Grapit, gropeel. 

Grat, wept, sheel tears, 
fircflf, intimate^ familiar. 

Gree, to agree; to bear the grec, to be decidoti!; 
victor. 

Gree't, agreeth 

Greet, to shed tears, to weep. 

Oreefin, crying, weeping. 

Orippet, catrfieel, seized. 

Groat, to get the mhistle of one’s groat, to play a los- 
ing game. 

Grousome, loathsomely, grim. 

Grozet, a gooseberry. 

Gruniph, a grunt ; to grunt. 

Grumphie, a sow. 

Grun’, ground. 

Grunetane, a grindstone. 

Gruntle, the phiz ; a grunting noise. 

Crumie, mouth. 

Cdrushie, thick ; of thriving growth. 

Gnde, the Supreme Being ; good. 

Quid, good. 

Ouid’fnorning, good morrow. 

Guid-e’en, good evening. ^ 

Gttidman and guidtvife, tho master and mistress of 
the house; young gnidman,aman newly mariiel. 
Guid-millie, lioeral ; cordial. « 

Guidfather, guidrnother, father-in-law, and nvother- 
In-law. 

Gully, or gultie, a large knife. 

Gnmlie, muddy. 

Gusty, tasteful. 


H. 


HA’, hall. 

Ha*-liible, the great blble that lies in the hall. 
Hae, to have. 

Haen, had, the participle. 

Haet,^flent haet, a petty oath of negation j nothin ;■ 
Haff'et, the temple, the side of the head. 

HaJJlint, nearly half, partly. 

I Hag, a scar, or gulf, in mosses, jnd moors. 
Haggis, a kind of pudding boiltd in the stoni f 
M a cow or sheep. 

Main, to spare, to save. 

Hain'd, spared. 

Hairst, harvest. 

Haith, a petty oath. 

Haivers, nonsense, speaking without thought. 

Hof on hald, an abiding place. 

Hale, whole, tight, healthy. 

Haly, holy; 

Hame, home. 

Hallan, a particular partition-wall in a cottage, <>r 
more properlv a seat of turf at the outside. 
Hallommas, Hallow eve, the 31st of October. 
Hanuly, homely, affable. 

Han' or hatin’, hand. 

Hap, an outer garment, mantle, plaid, Sec. to w > 
to cover ; to hop* 
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Hnppcr, a hopper. > 

Happiinf^, hopping. 

Hap »lcp an' loup, hop skip and leap. 
flarkit, hearkened. ^ 

Harn, Terv eoarse linen. 

I/ath, a fellow that neither knows liow to dress nor 
art with propriety. 

Haslit, hastened. 

Hand, to hold. 

Hauffht, low lying, rich lands ; valleys. 

Mauri, to drag; to iJtel. 

Manrlin, peeling. 

Iliiverel, a halfwitted person ; half witted. 

Having, gotxi manners, decorum, good sense. 
Man’kie, a cow, properly one with a white face. 

//'-jj i7, lieainfl. 

Hia.h,yinf, he ilthful, wholesome. 

Hearse, hoarse. | 

Hear't, hear it. 

Heather, heath. 

Uerh! oil.' strange. 

Uecht, promised: to foretell something that Is to 
be got or given; foretold; the thing foietokl; 
offered. 

Heckle, a hoard, in which are fixed a number of 
sharj) jiins, used in dressing hem}), ilax, ike. 

Heeze, to elevate, to raise. 

Helm, the rudder or helm. 

Herd, to lend flocks j one who tends flocks. 

Herrin, a herring. 

Iltrry, to plunder ; most projierly to plunder birds 
nests. 

Hcrrifmeni, plundering, devasution. 

HerseV, herself; also a nerd of cattle, of any sort 
Hei, hot. 

Heugh, a crag, a coalpit. 

Hil!^, a hol.l.le ; to halt. 

HilJtin', halung. 

Hinisel', hiiriv.lf. 

Hiney, honey. 

Hing, to hang. 

Hitple, to walk rratlly, to creep. 

Hhtel, .so many cattle as one person can attend. 
Histie, dry ; chapped ; barren. 

Hitch, a loop, u knot. 

Hiaaie, a hussy, a young girl. 

Hoddin, the motion of a sage countryman riding on 
a cart-horse ; humble. 

Hog-score, a kind of distance lino. In curling, drawn 
across the rink. 

liof'-shimther, a kind of horse play, by justling with 
the shoulder; to justle. 

Hool, outer skin or ca.se, a nut-shell ; a jicas-cod. 
Hooiie, .slowly, leisurely. 

Hofdie! take leisure, stop. 

Hoard, a hoard ; to board. 

Hoordil, hoarded. 

Horn,^ § spoon made ofhom. 

Uarnie, one of the many names of the devil. 

Vhiil, or hoast, to cough ; a cough. 

Ifiistin, coughing. 

Hosts, coughs. 

Hutch’d, turned topsyturvy; blended, mixed. 

> 'imghmngandie, fornication. 

Houlet, ah owl. 

Housie, diminutive of house. 

Hiive, to heave, to .swell. 

Hon'd, heaved, swelled. 

Hotudie, a midwife. 

Hone, hollow ; a hollow or dell. 

H«u eitackit, sunk In the back, spoken of a horse, Ikr. 

a tippling house ; a house of reso. i. 

Hntuk, to dig. 

How kit, digged. j 

digging. I 

Horuiet, an owl. 

Hop, to urge. I 

Hop't, urged. I 

Htnfse, to pull upwards. I 

Hoi, if ^ to amble crarilv. j 

Hi.trk,!, , aimiiiuiivu of Hugh. I 

H'lr, h^on, a htalgehog. 

H'trihrs, the lolrn,; tiie ciUpptT- 

H ushion, a cusluou. ' 


JAD, jade; also a familiar term among coumrr 
folks for a giddy young girt. 

-Trtuk. In il/ili , . to (i iflr. 

-/ iiiti I ml I lie. li i'll, I rig. 

/.I../-. ,1 i.-rk ..i" w m-f . ti'j.-rk as agilii-il w-,i. r 

Jan, i:ir„ r.iillirj, lopuuri'Uf, luslinl; lujerk 
as water. 

Jrrt'iuet. '1 j.'Tktn. or short gown. 

Jiltti, .1 .Ml, .1 t. ■■I'l' k'lrl. 

Jitnp, iiij.niij-. ^iiii.iet 111 the handsonu'. 

Jivips, easy staj s. 

Jink, to dodge, to turn a corner ; a sudden luriini;>, ; 
a I’oAer. 

Jinker, that turns quickly ; a gay sprightly girl ; a 
wag. 

Jitikin, dodging, 

yiVA", ujerk. 

J-ct-hg, a kind orknife. 

Jo„k, lu stiM>]i, to l-iiM the hi .i<l. 

Jvtr, to jotr, a vc-rli which inrdudes hoth the twing- 
ing iiiiiiioii and pcjlmg a'^uiid ol'a 1 iIqC l-ii' 

Jundia, lojuatlc. 


KAR, a daw. 

Kail, I'olewort ; i kind of hro'h. 

Kail If.. it, ihe >U'iii oi loIi m > rt. 

1 ., »\c paid .is iv ni I’j a farmer. 

Kelihiulc, a cheese. 

Kcrkle, to giggle ; to titter. 

K.ik,., yep, to peep 

/k> /pivji, a s >ri "1 l•lIS■'hll■vlHls -ipii in, inXid '!■ h ont 
forii% and i'l.irivs III micIii , e,|» i i.iil;, m jIi'Iu . 
h'fii, to know ; kind i>r kiun'd, kin. 
h> ■11,11,, a ,in III iii.itur. 
h. u*pnkt, , w III kiK.tt n, e isilv know n. 

K- III iMfl, h.urv ; a llci > e ol wool. 

Kilt, tu tni ‘4 up llie clotiu'S. 

Kirnmer, a young girl^ a gossip. 

Kin, k.ndred ; kin’, kind, ad). 

King's-hood, a certain part of the entrails of an ox, 
&c. 

Kintra, country. 

Kintra Cooscr, country stallion. 

Kim, the harvest supper ; a churn. 

Kirsen, to christen, or baptize. 

Kist, a chest; a shop counter. 

Kitchen, any thing that eats with bread ; to K-rre 
for soup, gravy, 4 tc. 

Kith, kindreti. 

Kittle, to tickle ; ticklish ; lively, apt. 

Kittlin, a young cat, 

KiuttH, to cuddle. 

Knultlin, rudilliiig. 

Kiuiggir, like knags, or poniis of r.ick-. 
l\niip, to ntnkp smartl.v, a amaii l-l-iw. 
h'napptn’-ham^ner, a hammer lor liiciki'ig iionts. 
Knone, a sirall round billoi.k. 
h’l.ut/, a dwan'. 

Kpe, cows. 

Kijle, a district in Ayrshire. 

Kyte, the belly. 

tiithe, to discover; show one’s self. 


i’, in. 

Ick^, an ear of com. 

a gteat-grandchlld. 
m ’ • *' every. 

Hl rviHie, ill-natured, malicious, nigga.d’- . 


LADDIE, diminutive of lad. 

; Ixiggen, the angle between the side ahd botfotn of 
I a wooden dish. 

I Laigh, low. 

I lAiiring, wading, and sinking in snow, mud, &c. 
j I ,ailh, loath. 

I-aithfid, bashful^ sheepish. 

I-allans, the 8ccn.sU dialect of the Knglish l.xngvi a'.; 

' Lamtiie, diminutive of lamb. 
lAimpit, a kind of sliell-fish, a limpit 
/am’, land ; est.ate. 

I Lane, lone ; tny lane, thp lane. See. myself, alone, \ c , 

. Laitelp, lonely. 

Lang', long ; to think lang, to long, to weary. 

; Lap, did leap. 

Lave, the rest, the remainder, the others. 

I Laverock, the lark. 

K t 
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/wtnrifi, *hot, reckoning, bill, 

Latvian, lowland. 

I^ea’e, to leave. 

Leal, loyal, true, faithful, 

Jmi-Hk, grassy ridge. 

I^ar, (pronounced lore), learning. 

Lee-lang, live-long. 

[^f»otng, pleasant. 

Ltete-me, a phrase of congratulatory endearment ; 

I an* happy in thee, or proud of tnee. 

Ltitler, a twee-prong'd dart for striking fish 
Leugh, did laugh. 

Ijnile, a look ; to look. 

Libhet, gelded. 

Lift, the sky. 

JAghtly, sneeringly ; to sneer at. 

/.//>, a ballad ; a tune; losing. 

Limtnrr, a kept mistress, a strumpet. 

Limp't, limped, hobbled. . 

Link, to trip along. ' 

Linkin, tripping. 

Linn, a waterfall ; a precipice. 

Lint, flax ; lint i' the bell, flax in flower. 

Lintrvhite, a linnet. 

lAMn or Loanin, the place of milking. 

/.oo/, the palm of the hand. 

I. oo(, did let. 

J. Mvet, plural of loof. 

Lonn, a fellow, a ragamuffin ; a woman of ejtsy 
virtue. 

lAtup, jump, leap. 

Lowe, a flame. 

Jjorvin, flaming. 

J.nrvrie, abbreviation of Lawrence. 

J^wte, to loose. . 

Lowt'd, loosed. 

/.Kg, the ear ; a handle. 

Lugget, having a handle. 

Ijuggie, a small wooden dish with a handle. 

Lum, the chimney. 

Lunch, a large piece of cheese, flesh, iVc. 
l.unt, a column of smoke ; to smoke. 

Luntin, smoking. 

Lyart, of a mixed colour, gray. 


VAE, more. 

JTatr, more. 

Mrtitt, rc\<K*, almost. 

Mairtly, mostly. 

Mak, to make.' 

Milkin', making. 

Mailen, a farm. 

Maine, Molly. 

Mang, among. 

Manse, the parsonage house where the minister 
lives. 

Manteele, a mantle. 

Mark, marks, (This and several other nouns which 
in English re quire an to form the plural, are in 
Scotch, like the words sneep, deer, Ine same in both 
numbers.) 

Marled, variegated ; spotted. 

Mar’s year, the year lVl.5. 

Masklum, meslin, mixed com. 

Mask, to mash, as malt, &c. 

Maskin-pat, a tea-pot. 

Maud, maad, a plaid worn by sliepnords, Ac. 
Manktn, a hare. 

Mann, must. 

Mavis, the thrush. 

Maw, to mow. 

Marvin', mowing. 

Meere, a mare. 

Meikle, meickle, mucli. 

MelancholiouSj mournful. 

Mi lder, com, or grain of any kind, sent to tiie mill 
to be ground. 

Melt, to meddle. Also a mallet fur pounding bar 
ley in a stone trough, 

Metvie, to soil wlOi meal. 

Men’, to mend, 

Mense, good manners, decorum. 

Mensetess, ilUbred, rude, impudent. 

Messin, a small dog. 

Midden, a dunghill. 

Midden-hole, a gutter at the bottom of a dunghill. 
Mim, prim, afieciedly meek. 

Min’, mind, resemblance. 

Mind'l, mind it; resolveil, intending. 


Minnie, mother, dam. 

Mirk, mirkest, dark, darkest. 

Misca’, to abuse, to call Barnes. 

Misca'd, abused. 

Mislear’d, mischievous, unmannerly. 

Misteuk, mistook. 

Mither, a mother. * 

Mixlie-maxlif, confusedly mixed. 

Moistify, to moisten. 

Many or monie, mativ- 

Moois, dust, earth, the earth of the grave. To raks 
i' the minds ; to lay in the dust. 

Moop, to nibble as a sheep. 

Moorlan’, of or belonging to moors. 

Morn, the next day, to-morrow. 

Mou, the mouth. 

Moudiworf, a mole. 

M-lutie, iliuiinulivo <-rmr>ii'P. 

Murklt, or miil.li, grt-il. fiii,, niui li. 

M'isit, dimmuiiie ui miise.' 

Muslin-kail, broth, composed simply of water, shel- 
led barley, and greens. 

Mutchkin, un English pint. 

Mysel', myself. 


I V.4, no, not, nor. 
j Mar, no, not any. 

haething, or naithing, nothing. 

I A aig, a iiorse. 

' A tne, none. 

' Sappy, ale ; to be tipsy. 

I Neehor, a neighbour. 

Neglcckit, neglected. 

: Neuk, a nook. 

Niesl, next. 

Sieve, the fist. 

Sievefu’, handful. 

Sifpir, an exchange ; to exchange, to barter. 
Niger, a negro. 

Sine-taited-cat, a hangman’s whip. 

Sit, a nut. 

Norland, of or belonging to the north. 

Solic't, noticed. 

Norvte, black cattle. 


O. 


1 O’, of. 

! Ochels, name of mountains. 

I O haith, (> faith ! an oath. 

■ Ony, or onie, any. 

■ Or, is ojlen used for ere ; before. 

Ora, or orra, supernumerarv, that can be sp.ired. 
07, of U. 

Ourie, shivering; drooping. 

Oursel, or onrsels, ourselves. 

Outlers, cattle not housed, 
i Owrc, over ; too. 

! Owre-hip, a way of fetching a blow with the ham. 
I mcr over the arm. 

' P. 


PACK, intimate, fiimiliar : twelve stone of wool. 
Painch, paunch. 

Paitrick, a partridge. 

Pane, Ui cram. 

Part-, spcfch. 

Parritch, oatmeal pudding, a well-known Scoti h 
dish. 

Pat, did put ; a pot. 

Pattle, or Fettle, a plough-staff. 

‘ Paushty, proud, haughty. 

Patuey, or pawkie, cunning, sly. 

Pay’t, paid ; beat. 

I Peek, to fetch the breath short, as in an asthma. 

Pechan, the crop, the stomach. 

) Peelin’, peeling, the rind of fruit. 

I Pet, a domesticated sheep, &c. 
i Fettle, to cherisli ; a plough-stalT. 

PAi7iAeg», short petticoats worn by the Highl?.:nb 
men. 

Phraise, fair speeches, flattery, to flatter. 

Phraisin, flattery. 

1 PtbrocA, Highland war music adapted to the bag- 
pipe. 

. Pickle, a small quantity. 

Pine, pain, uneasiness. 

Pit, to put. 

' Placad, a public pro lainitioi]. 
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Ptack, an old Scotch coin, the third iwrtof a Scotch 
penny, twelve of v hich make an Englinh penny. 
Placklett, pennyless, without money. 

Platie, diminutive of plate. 

Plen, or pleuf^h, a piouKh. 

Plifkic, a trick. 

Poitid, to seize cattie or goods for rent, as the laws 
of Scotland allow. 

Poortith, iioverty. 

Pou, to pull. 

Pouk, to pluck. 

Poutaie, a hare or cat. 

Pout, a poult, a chick. 

Pou't, did pull. 

1‘otvthcry, like jjowaer. 

Potv, the head, the skull. 

Porvnie, a little horse. 

Panther or pouther, powder. 

Preen, a pin. 

Prent, to print ; print. 

Prie, to taste. 

Prie'd, tasted. 

Prie;f, proof. 

Prife, to cheapen, to dispute, 
chaapening. 

Prittuie, ueumre, precise. 

Propone, to lay down, to propose. 

Provotex, provosts. 

Puddock-atool, a mushroom, fungus. 

Pund, pound ; pounds. 

a pyle o’ a single grain of chalT. 


QVAT, to quit. 

()uak, to quake. 

ywry, a cow from one to two years old. 

R. 

RAOWRET), the herb ragwort. 

, Raibie, to rattle nonsense. 

Ruir, to roar. 

Raite, to madden, to inflame. 

Ram-fcczl’d, fatigued ; overspread. 

Ram^tam, thouglitless, forward. 

Raploch, I property) a coarse cloth ; but used as an 
adtionnjor coarse. 

Rarely, excellently, very well. 

Rash, a rush ; rash-buss, a liu.sh of rushes. 

Rattan, a rat. 

Rauclr, rush : stout; fearless. 

Rnuf'ht, reached. 

Raw, a row. 

Hax, to stretch. 

Ream, cream ; to cream. 

Reaming, brimful, froUiing. 

Reave, mve. 

Reck, to hectl. 

ReAe, counsel ; to counsel. 

Red nat-shod, walking in blood over the shoe-tops. 
Red-niid, stark mad. 

Ret, half drunk, fudilk'd. 

Reek, smoke. 

Reekin, smoking. 

Reekit, smoked ; smoky. 

Remead, remedy. 

Reunite, requited. 

Rest, to stand restive. 

stood, restive; stunted; withered. 
Restneked, restricted. 

Re.ru, to repent, to compassionate. 

R\ef, retf, plenty. 

R’ff randies, sturdy beggars. 

«</f, a ridge. 

^mddie, rignoodir, the rope or chain that crosses 
the saddle of a horse to support the spokes of a 
cart; spare, wlthort!d, sapless, 
to run, to molt ; rlnnin, running. 

Rink, the course of the stones ; a terra in curling 
on ice. 

^ ® I'andful of unthreshed com. 

Ris^i, made a noise like the tearing of roots, 
spinning on the rock or dislam 
likewise for the plural roods. 
f ooa, a shred, a border or selvage, 
to commend. 

Roosiy^ rusty. 

*** of neighbourhood. 

/&•’ with a cold. 

Routhte, plentiful. 
tiow, to roll, to wrap. 


I Row’t, rolled, wrapi^. 

Ronrte, to low, to bellow. 

I Itomth, or routh, plenty. 

^ Romtin, lowing. 

Rotet, rosin. 

Rung, a cudgel. 

Runkled, wrinkled. 

Runt, the stem of colewort or cabbage. 

Ruth, a woman’s name ; the book so called ; sorrow 
Ryke, to reach. 

S. 

SAE, so. 
j Safi, soft. 

I Sair, to serve ; a sore. 

I Sairly, or sairlie, sorely. 

I Sair’t, served. 

Sark, a shirt ; a shift. 

1 ^pr-ii-i<lc-J shirts. 

Vju*-*. ilic »ill..«. 

Saul, soul. 

Saumont, salmon. 

) Saunt, .a saint. 

Saut, salt, adj. salt- 
Saw, to sow. 

Sawin, sowing. 

Sax, six. 

Sraith, to damage, to injure ; hijury. 

Scar, a cliff”. 

Scatid, to scald. 

Scauld, to scold. 

Scaur, apt to be scared. 

Scant, a scold ; a termagant. 

Scon, a cake of l)rea<l. 

Scanner, a loathing ; to loathe. 

, Scratch, to scream as a hen, partridge. Sic. 

Screed, to tear ; a rent. 

Scrieve, to glide swiftly along. 

Scrievin, gleesomely ; swiftly. 

Scrimp, to scant. 

Scrimpet. did scant; scanty. 

Sre'd, ditl see. 

Seizin’, seizing. 

Sel, self; a body’s set, one’s self alone. 

Setl'f, did sell. ‘ 

Sen’, to send. 

Sen’t, I, &c. sent, or did send it ; send it. 

Servan’, servant. 

Setti,n , setUmg ; to getj s,ttfin', to be frightenisl In- 
to quietness. 

Sets, sets otr, goes away. 

Shackled, distorted ; shapeless. 

Shaird, a .shretl, a shard. 

Skangan, a stick cleft at one end for putting the 
tail of .1 iJ-'g, Sic. liiio, l>) wiy of m:>« hief, or lu 
^ frighten him away. 

Shaver, a hmttorous wag; a barber. 

Shaw, to show ; a sinaUwood in a hollow. 

Sfuen, bright, shining. 

Sheepshank ; to think one’s self nae sheep-shank, to 
be conceited. 

Sherra-moor, SherllF-moor, the famous battle fought 
in the rebellion, A. I). 17 IS. 

^heugh, .1 ditili, .1 trcnih, .i duh c. 

r, a dle. 1 . 

.''hill, dirill. 

>hnc, a shock ; a pnsh ofT at one side. 

Shoal, a shovel. 

Shoon, shoes. 

Shore, to otFer, to threaten. 

Shor’d, oilere<i. 

Shouther, the shoulder. 

Shure, did shear, shore, 
such. 

Sicker, sure, steady. 

Sidelint, sidelong, slanting. 

Siller, .silver ; money. 

Simmer, summer. 

Sin, a son. 

Sin’, since. 

Skaitk, see scailh. 

Sketlum, a wortldess follow. 

Skelp, to strike, to slap ; to walk with a smart trip- 
ping step ; a smart stroke. 

Skelide-limmer, a reproachful term in female scold* 
ing. 

Skelpin’, stepping, walking. 

Skiegh, or akeigh, proud, nice, high-metUea 
Skinklin, a small portion. 

Skirl, to shriek, to cry shril^. 

Skirling, shrieking, crying 
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SkirVt, shrieked. 

Skleni, slant ; to run aslant, lo deviate from truth. 
Sklented, ran, or hit, in an oblique direction. 
SkofdS, freetlom to converse without restraint j 
wnge, scope. 

Skrief'h, a scream ; to scream. 

Skvrin'. shining ; making a great show. 

Skyie, torce, very forcible motion. 

S/ae, a sloe. 

Slade, did slide. 

Slap, a gate ; a breach in a fence. 

Slaver, saliva ; to emit saliva. 

Siarv, sloyt. 

Slee, sly ; tleeti, sliest. 

Sleekit, sleek ; sly. 

Sliddery, slippery. 

Slype, to fall over, as a wet furrow from the plough. 
Siypet, fell. 

Sma', small. 

Stneddum, dust, powder ; mettle, sense. 

Smiddy, a smithy. 

.Smoor’, to smother. 

Smaor’d, smothere<l. 

Smotdie, smutty, obscene, u^ly 

Smytrie, a numerous collection of small individuals. 

Snapper, to stumble, a stumble. 

Snath, abuse. Billingsgate. 

Snan, snow ; to snow. 

Iftnotv-hroo, melted snow. 

Snawie, snowy. 

Sneck, tnick, Ihe latch of a door. 

Svid, to lop, to cut oti'. 

Sneethin, snufi'. 

Sneethin-milL a snuff-box. 

Snell, bitter, biting. 

Snick-dreuving, trick-contriving, crafty. 

Snirlle, to laugh restrainedly. 

Snood, a ribbon for binding the hair. 

Stiool, one whoso sinrit is broken with oppressive 
slavery: to submit lamely, to sneak. 

Snoove, to go smoothly and consuntly ; to sneak. 
Snonik, to scent or snuff', as a dog, frc. 

Snomkit, scented, snuffed. 

Sontie, liaving sweet, engaging looks ; lucky, jolly. 
Soom, to swim. 

Soolh, truth, a petty oath. 

Souffh, a heavy sigh, a sound dying on the ear. 
Souple, flexible ; swift. 

Souier, a shoemaker. 

Sotvent, a dish made of oatmeal ; the seeds of oat- 
meal soured, See. flummery. 

Sowp, a siKtouful, a small quantity of any thing 
liquid. 

Sorvth, to try over a tune with a low whistle. 
Sowther, solder , to solder, to cement. 

Spot, to prophesy, to divine. 

Spaul, a liint). 

Spairge, to dash, to soil, as witli mire. 

SpavM, having the spavin. 

Spean, tpane, to wean. 

Speat, or tpate, a sweeping torrent, after rain at 
thaw. 

Speel, to I'limb. 

Spence, the country parlour. 

Spier, to ask, to inquire. 

Spier't, inquired. 

Splatter, a splutter, to splutter. 

Spleughan, a tobacco-pouch. 

Splore, a frolic ; a noise, riot. 

Sprackle, tprachlt, to clamber. 

SprattU, to scramble. 

Spreekltd, spotted, speckled. 

Spring, a quick air in music ; 8 Seotlsh reel. 

Sprit, a tough-rooted plant, something like rushes 
Sprittie, ftill of sprit. 

Sjmnk, fire, mettle; wit. 

apunkie, mettlesome, fiery; will -o’ wisp, or ignis 

Iktaus. 

SpurtU, a ^ck used in making oatmeal pudding or 
porridge. 

Squad, a crew, a party. 

Squatter, to flutter in water ; as a wild duck, &c. 
Smiattle, to sprawl. 

S^tl, a scream, a screech ; to scream. 

Stacker, to stagger. 

Stack, a rick wcom, hay, he. 

Staggis^ihe diminutive of stag. 

Stcunart, strong, stout. 

Stant, to stand ; tttdn't, did stand. 

Stane, a stone. 

Stane, an acute pain ; a twinge ; to sting. 

Stank, did stink ; a of itmiding water. 


I Sfap, stop. 

.S7ar«, ^*.out. 

Startle, to run as cattle stung by the gad-fly, 
Staumrel, a blockhead ; lial/^wittciL 
Stan;, did steal ; to surfeit. 

Stech, to cram the belly. 

Stechiii, cramming. 

Steek, to shut ; a stitch. 

Steer, to molest ; to stir. 

Steeve, firm, compacted. 

Strll, a still. 

Sten, to rear as a horse. 

Sten’t, reared. 

Stents, tribute ; dues of any kind 
Stey. steep ; steyest, steepest. 

Stihfde, stubble ; ttibble~rig, the reaper in harvest 
M ho takes the lead. 

Stick an’ storv, totally, altogether. 

StUe, a crutch ; to halt, to limn. 

Sfimpart, the eighth part of a Winchester bushel. 
Stirk, a cow or bullocV a year old. 

Stock, a plant or root of colewort, cabbage, &c. 
Stockin’, a sPx-king ; throning the stockin’, when the 
bride and bridegroom are put into bed, and tbi- 
candle out, the former tlirows a stocking at rats, 
dom among the company, and the person whow 
it strikes is the next that will he married. 

SMter, to stagger, to stammer. 

Siooked, made up in shocks as com. 

Stoor, sounding hollow, strong, and hoarse. 

Stot, an ox. 

Stoup, or ston'p, a kind of jug or dish with a handle. 
Stour, dust, rnore pat ticularltj dust in motion. 
Stotvlins, by stealth. 

Sionn, stolen. 

Si,n/te, to stumble. 

. .Sfnick, did strike. 

Strae, straw . to die a fair strae death, to die in be<l. 
Straik, did strike. 

Straikit, stroked. 

Strappan, tall and handsome. 

Sirasignt, straight, to straighten. 

Streek, stretched, tight ; to stretch. 

Striddte, to straddle. 

Stroan, to spout, to piss. 

Studdie, an anvil. 

Stumfrie, diminutive of stump. 

SfnaU, spirituous liquor of any kind ; to walk slur- 
dily ; huff, sullenness. 

Stuff, w pulse of any kitid. 

Sturt, trouble ; lo molest. 

Sturh'n, friglited. 

Sucker, sugar. , 

Sud, should. 

Sugh, the continued rushing noise of wind or water. 
Sulhron, southern ; an olu name for the Englisli 
nation. 

Srvaird, sward. 

Sf vail'd, swelled. 

Swank, stately, jolly. 

Stvankis, or snanker, a tight strapping young Cel- 
low or girl. 

Snap, an exchange ; to barter. 

1 Srvarf, to swoon ; a swoon. 

Swat, did sweat. 

•Snatch, a sample. 

Snats, drink ; good ale. 

Sri'toten, sweating. 

Stveer, lazy, averse; dead-sneer, extremely averse. 
Snoor, swore, did swear. 

Sninge, to beat; lo whip. 

Stvirt, a curve ; an eddying blast, or pool ; a knot in 
wood. 

Stvirlie, knaggie, full of knots. 

Swith, get away. 

Snnther, to hesitate in choice; an Irresolute waver- 
ing in choice. 

Syne, since, ago ; tlien. 


T. 


TACKETS, a kind of nails for driving into tlw 
heels of shoes. 

Tae, a toe ; ihree-tae’d, having three prongs. 
Tairge, a target, 
j Tak, to take : fakin’, taking. 

I Tamiallan, the name of a mountain. 

Tangle, a sea-weed, 
j Tap, the top. 
j Tapettess, heedless, foolish. 

I J’orrofv, to murmur at one’s allowance. 
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Tarrorv't, murmured. 

Tarry-brecks, a sailor. 

Tattld, or tald, told. 

Taujiie, a foolish, thoughtless young person. 

Tauted, or tautie, mattetl together ; spoken of hair 
or wool. 

Tarvic, that allows Itself peaceably to be handled ; 

spoken of a horse, cow, itc. 

Teat, a small q^uantity. 

Teen, to provoke ; provocation. 

Trddini', spreading after the mower. 

Ten -hour's bite, a slight feed to the horses while in 
the yoke, in the forenoon. 
r<‘/7/, a lield-pulpit; heed, caution ; to take heed; 

to tend or nerd cattle. 

Tentir, hoodftil, cautious. 

TentU'SS, heetlless. 

Teti^h, tough, 

Tfuick, tliatch ; thack an’ rape, clothing, neces- 
saries. 

Thae, these. 

Thairms, small guts; fiddle-strings. 

Thankit, thankM. 

Thtekit, thatched. 

Thcf^ther, together. 

TA.’Vnsf/’, themselves. 

Thick, intimate, familiar. 

Thievelest, cold, dry, spited ; spoken of a jicrson’s 
demeanour. 

Thir, these. 

Thirl, to thrill. 

Thirled, thrilled, vibrated. 

Thole, to suifcr, to endure. 

Thotve, a thaw ; to thaw. 

Thnmelcss, slack, lazy. , 

Thran/r, throng ; a crowd. 

Thrapple, tliroat, windpipe. 

Throve, twenty-four sheaves or two shocks ot com ; 

a considerable number. 

Throw, to sprain, to twist; to contradict. , 
Thrawin', twisting, iVc. 

Thrown, sprained, lwiste<l ; contradicted. 

Thrtapf to maintain by dint of assertion. 

Threshin', thrashing. 

Threteen, thirteen, 

Thristtr, thistle, 

to go on with ; to make out. 

Inmuthrr, pi ll-iin II, ('l•l1l'll-(■dl.<l. 

I ^,,id, (<■ III. ike a loud inleimilient noise. 

Thumvit, ihumixxl. 

Thyser, thyself. 

TitCt, to it. 

Titnmer, timber. 

Tine, to lose ; tint, lost. 

Tinkler, a tinker. 

Tint the gate, lost the way. 

Tip, a ram. 

Tipttcnce, twopence. 

Till, to make a slight noise ; to uncover. 

Tirlin, uncovering. 

Tither, the other. w 

Tittle, to whisper. 

Tittlin, whispering. 

Tocher, marriage portion. 

Tod, a fox. 

Toddle, to totter, like the walk of a child. 

T diUn, tottering. 

7 . -nn, empty, to eiiiplj. 

Toop, a ram'. 

Toun, a hamlet; a lann-housc. 

Tint, the blast of a horn or trumpet; to blow a 
horn, &c. ; a slight illness. 

Tow, a rope. 

Ton-inond, a twelvemonth. 

Torvzie, rough, shaggy, 

To}f, a very old fashion of female head-dress. 

Tmjte, to totter like old age. 

Trantmugrify'd, transmigrated, metamorphosed. 
Traahlrie, trash. 

T rents , trowsers. 

Trickie, full of tricks. 

1 rig, spruce, neat. 

Trimly, excellently. 

Trotv, to believe. 

Tronth, truth, a petty oath. 

Trysle, an appointment ; a fair. 

appointcti; to tmjste, to make an appoint- 
ment, 
tried. 

Tug, »aw hide, of which in old times plough-traces 
were ftequently made. 

7 uUie, a cjuarrel ; to quarrel, to light. 


Two, two. 

Two-three, a few. 

T wad, it would. 

Tntal, twelve ; 'tnaJ-pennie worth, a small quantity, 
a penny-worth. , 

N. 11. One penny English it Ittd. Scotch. 

Twin, to part. 

Tyke, a dog. 

U. 

U.VCO, strange, uncouth; rery, very great, prodl- 
gioas. 

Vneos, news. 

Unkenn’d, unknown. 

Unsicker, unsure, unsteady. 

Vnskaith’d, undamaged, unhurt. 

Unweeting, unwittingly, unknowingly. 

S >o', ,|pon. 

■ekin', a hedge-hog. 

V. 

VAITRIJi', vapouring. 

Vera, very. 

Virl, a ring round a column, iStc. 

Vittle, corn of all kinds, food. 

W. 

H^4', wall ; wa’s, walls. 

Wabster, a woavifr. 

mi/1, would ; to bet; a pledge. 

Wadna, would not. 

Woe, wo ; sorrowful. 

Waefn, woful, sorrowful, wailing. 

Wiiesucks ! or wars nxe 1 alas ! O the, pity. 

Wajt, the cross thread that goes from the shuttle 
through the web ; woof. 

Wair, to lay out, to expend. 

Wale, choice ; to choose. 

Wal d, chose, chosen. 

Walie, ample, large, jolly; also an interjection of 
distres-s. 

Watne, the belly. 

Warned, a helly-full. 
llViiif)iiiT|.-iV, uriliii k 1 , 
n anreS'l t‘, tes'liss. 

MarV, work. 

Wark-lume, a tool to work with. 

Wurl, or world, world. , 

Warlock, a wizard. 

Warty, worldly, eager on amassing wealth. 

run, a warrant; to warrant.. 

Worst, worst, 

Warstl'd, or wartCd, wrestled. 

Wastrir, protligality. 

Wat, wet; / wot, I wot, I know. 

Water-hrosc, brose made of meal and water simply 
without the addition of milk, butter, See. 

Wattle, a twig, a wand. 

Wanhle, to swing, to reel. 

Wnnght, a draught. 

Waukilf thickcMied as fullers do cloth. 

Waukrife, not apt to sleep. 

W'anr, worse ; to worst. 

Waur’t, worsted. 

Wean, or rveonie, a child. 

Wearie, or weary ; many a teeary body, many a 
dillerent ]>erson. 

Weatott, weasand. 

Weavit^ the stocking, Seo Stocking. 

Wee, little ; wee things, little oues ; wet bit, a 
small matter. 

Weel, well ; weelfare, welfare. 

Weet, rain, weUvess. 

Weird, fate. 

We'se, we .shall. 

Wha, who. 

Whaitle, tp wheeze. 

Whalpit, whelped. 

Whang, a leathern string ; a piece of cheese, bread 
&c. to give the strajipado. 

Whare, where ; Whare’er, wherever. 

Wheep, to lly nimbly, to jerk ; penny-wheep, small 
beer. 

Whose, whose. 

Whatreck, nevertheless. 

iVhid, the motion of a hare running but not frigh 
ed ; a lie. 

Whiddem, running as a hare or cony. 

WhigmeletrUt, whims, fancies, crotchets. 
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Whingin’, cryinp, comi)laininp, fretting. 
WMrfigi^mt, useless ornanienU, tritling append- 
asea. 

WTiMWe, a whistle: to whistle. 

Wkifht, silence ' /<> hold one’* whitht, to Ih-* silent. 

to sweep, to lash. 

W/iUkit, lasheii. 

Whittvr, a hearty draught of liquor. 

Whun-stnnr, a whin-stone. 

WhyUt, whiles, sometimes. 

WV with. 

Wicht, WiM, powerful, strong ; inventive ; of a 
superior Kenius. 

WiVX-, to strike a stone in an oblique direction; a 
term in curling. 

Wicker, wjllow (the smaller sort.) 

Wicl, a small whirlpool. 

Wifw, a iliminutlve or endearing term for wife. 
Wuyart, bashful and reserved ; avoiding soc-ety or 
appearing awkward in it ; wild, strange, timid. 
Wimple, to meander. 

WimpVl, meandered. 

Wimplin’, waving, meandering. 

Win, to' win, to winnow, 

Win't, vrinded as a bottom of yarn. 

Hin’, wind; min't, winds. 

Winnn, will not. 
n'irtfiocfc, a window. 

Winsome, hearty, vaunted, gay. 

WinfU, a staggering motion ; to stagger, to reel. 
Winze, an oatli. 

IV'ujr, tp wish. 

Witkouten, without. 

Wizen'd, hide-lH)und, dried, shrunk. 

Wanner, a wonder; a contemptuous appellation. 
Wont, dwells. 

Woo’, wooL 

7*^00, to court, to make love to. 

Wooditf a rope, more properly one mode of withes 
or vrillows. 


Wooer-bob, the garter knotted below the knee with 
a couple of loops. 

Wordy, worthy. 

Wortet, worsted. 

WoTo, an exclamation of pleasure or wonder. 
Wrack, to tcaze, to vex. 

Wraith, & spirit, or ghost; an apparition exactly 
like a living person, whose appearance is said to 
forebode the person’s approaching deaUi 
Wrane, wrongj to wrong. 

Wreeth, a dnft^ heap of snow. 

Wud-niad, distracted. 

Wvmble, a wimble. 

WffU, to beguile. 

Wtfliecoat, a tlanncl vest. 

Wyte, blame, to blame. 


Y 


YAD, an old mare ; a worn out horse. 

I Ye; this pronoun it freiiuently uted for thou. 

I Yearns, longs much. 

[ Yearlings, bom in the same year, coevals. 

1 Year is used both for singular and plural years. 
Yearn, earn, an eagle, an ospray. 

Yell, barren, that gives no milk. 

Yerk, to lash, to jerk. 

Yerkit, jerked, lashed. 

Yestreen, yesternight. 

Yett, a gate, such as is usually at tile entrance into 
a farm-yard or field, 
y///, ale. ■ 

Yird, earth, 
l oAiV, yoking; a Iiout. 
beyond. 

YourteV, yourself. 

Vowe, a ewe. 

Yowie, diminutive of yowe. 

Yule, Christinas. 
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THE LIFE 


OF 

Dr. BEATTIE. 


J A M ES BEAT Tl E, tho son of a sniali fanner at 
l.auiencekirk, a village in the north of Scotland^ 
■was Ixjrn on the SJAtli of October, 1 73.'>. 'I'he rudi- 
ments of Beattie’s learning were acquired at the 
village parish school. At fourteen years of age lie 
he^-Hine a studi nt at Abenlc<‘u colleRe, where by 
)iis superior scholarship he won an appointment to 
a r.inall bursary, or exhibition, which furnished the 
jirlncipal means of his sup])ort while attending the 
uni versify ; but its amount was so small that he 
was forcerl to eke it out, by unremitting exertions 
at jirivale teaching, during his vacant hours, and 
intervals of vacation. In 1753 lie obtained tlte 
degree of A. M., and soon after became toucher of 
the parish school of Fordoun, alwut six miles from 
Jiaurcncckirk. About 1 758 he was appointee! assis- 
tant in thc(5rammar school of Alierdeen; which 
led subse<iuently to his marrying tlie daughter of 
the senior teacher, Dr. Dun. 

From his early years he had cherished a fondness 
for jioetry, and in 1760 he came before the public 
with a small volume of ‘Original Poems and Trans- 
lations,' which wore succeedo<l by other pieces at 
various intervals. 

In 1760, through the friendship of the Karl 
of Errol, he obtained the professorship of Moral 
Philosojiby and I.ogic, in Marlschal college, Alier- 
decn, at the early age of twenty -five. 'J’he literary 
world was at that time agitated by the speculative 
doctrines of Mr. Hume ; and to opjMise the torrent 
of infidelity which threatened todeva.statethe land, 
Kcattie published, in 1770, his ‘Essay on the Na- 
ture and Immutability of 'I'ruth, in opposition to 
So])histry and Scepticism.’ His name became im- 
mediately known all over the island as the cham- 
pion of sound doctrine, and his work procured him 
the applause not only of his countrymen in the 
nortli, but also the commendation and friendship 
of many Englishmen eminent in. letters and In 
rank; among whom were Lord Mansfield, liord 
l<yttleton. Bishop Porteous, Bishop Hurd, and 
Mr. Burke. He soon after received several offers 
cf valuable livings in the Church of England, but 
t" tile lionour of his principle and consistency, he 
declined them all. 

In 1 7 7 1 ‘ The Minstrel ' appeared ; a work winch 


is likely to be the ultimate bulwark of his fame. 
'J’he Second Part was published three years after 
the First, and altliough the poem is still incomplcf e, 
it is such a fragment as will be for ever stored uj 
among the treasures of English poetry. It was at 
first published anonymously, but its language spoke 
to the heart and ieeUnbcs of all ebuses ; the learned 
desc.mtcd upon the critical merits of its structure 
and rhythm, the unlearned traced in it the cll’u- 
•sions of a heart alive to the lieauties of nature, ajid 
warmed with the kindly sympatliies of .humanity : 
—all read it with delight and praised it with en- 
thusia.siii. 

In 1771 and 1773 Beattie visited London, where 
he formed an acquaintance with Dr. Johnson, and 
other celebrated literary characters. 'I'he Iving 
honoured him witli a private interview at Kew. 
and bestowed on him a pension of L.200, On his 
return to Scotland he was otTered the Professordufi 
of Natural Philosophy in tlic Univer'jjty of Edin- 
burgh; hut this ho refused. 'Phis year he r(*ccived 
also the degree of LL. 1). from his own College. He 
afterwards puhlislied at v.arious periods his ‘ Essay 
on I’oetry and Music ‘ Dissertation.s Moral and ( rj- 
tical ‘ Evidences of the (thrlstian Jleligion ‘ Elu 
ments of Moral Science,’ and some other works. 

The latter part of Beattie’s life was embittered 
by severe domestic affliction. Mrs. Beattie became 
affected with mental derangement. His two soin’ 
James Hay Beattie, and Montagu Beattie, tbe 
only fruits of his marriage, were cut olli Uie elder 
in his twenty-second, and the younger in his cigh 
teenth year, 'fhey were both young men of ami- 
able manners and high promise. On the death of 
James, who had been appointed his fatlier's assistant 
in the Professorship, the bereaved parent sought to 
assuage his anguish by tlie publication of a Memoir 
of his son’s * Life and Character, with some riiimains 
of his literary compositions ; and then laid aside his 
pen for ever. 

On the death of his second son, Beattie became 
completely indlspo.sed for active exertion ; secluded 
himself almost entirely from society and correspun, 
dence, and, ithrce years after, breathed his last on 
iho 18lh of Augvist 18b3, in tlie G8th year of 
age. 



PREFACE 


i. 

TO 

THE MINSTREL. 


THE design was, to trace the progrevi of a Poetical 
Gemus, born in a rude age, from the first dawning 
of fancy and reasoni till that period at which he may 
be supposed capable of appearing In the world as A 
Minttrel, that is, as an itinerant Poet and Musician ; 
—a character which, according to the notions of our 
forefathers, was not only respectable, but sacred. 

I have endeavoured to imitate Spenser in Uie 
measure o# his verse, and in lire harmony, sim- 
plicity, o'ld variety, of his composition. Antique 
expressions 1 have avoided ; admitting, however 
some old words, where they seemwl to suit the 
•ubjoot : but I hope none will be found that are 
row obsolete, or in any degree not intelligible to a 
reader of English poetry. 


To those, who may be disposed to .Tsk, what 
could induce mu to write in so difficult a measure, 
I can only answer, that it pleases my ear, and 
eeems, from its Gothic structure and original, to 
bear some relation to the subject and spirit of the 
Poem. It admits both simplicity and magnificence 
of soimil and of language, beyond any other stanza 
that I .am acqu.imte«l with. It allows the senten- 
tiouiaiuss of the couplet, as well as the more 
complex modulation of blank verse. What some 
critics have remarked, of its unilbrmity growing 
at last tiresome to the ear, will be found to hold 
true, only when the poetry is faulty in other re* 
spects. 
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THE MINSTREL. 


HOOK I. 


Me v^ra primum dttleet nnU omnia Mtu,F, 
t^uarum iarrit fero, iu^ritfi perculsuM anuxe, 
AccipiatU , — Virgil. 


I. 

A H ! who can toll how hard it is to climb 
The steep where Fame’s proud temple shines 

afar; 

Ah I who can tell how many a soul sublime 
Has felt the influence of maUfpfiant star. 

And waaed with Fortune an eternal war ; 
Check'd by the scolfof I’ride, by Envy’s Irown, 
And Poverty’s unconquerable bar, 

In life’s low vale remote has pined alone, 

I hen dropp’d into the Krave, unpitied and un- 
known ! 

II. 

And yet, the languor of inglorious days 
IVot equally oppressive Is to all 
Him, who neW listened to the voice of praise. 
The silence of neglect can ne’er appal. 

There are, who, deaf to mad ambiaon’s call. 
Would shrink to hear th’ obstreperous trump of 
Fame ; 

Supremely blcss’d, if to their portion fall 
Health, competence, and peace. No higher aim 
Mad he, whose simple tale these artless hnes pro- 
claim. 


The rolls of fame I will not now explore. 

Nor need I hero describe in leameu lav, 

How forth the Minstrel fared in days of yore. 
Right glad of heart, though homely In array ; 

His waving locks and beard all hoary gray : 
While from his bending shoulder, decent hung 
His harp, the sole companion of his way. 

Which to the whistling wind reponsive nmg ; 
And ever as he went some meny lay be sung. 

IV. 

Fret not thyself, thou glittering child of pride, 

1 hat a poor villager inspires my strain ; 

W»th thee let Pageantry and Power abide; 
i.ru Muses haunt the sylvan rrelgn ; 

Where through wild groves; ■at eve the lonely 
swain 

“"raptured roams, to gaxe on Nature'sxhsrms. 
i ney hate the sonsuah and scorn the vtdn, 

1 1^ parasite thdr influence never warms, 

A or him whose sordid soul the love of gold alarms. 

V. 

Though richest hues the peacock’s plumes adorn. 
Vet horror yearns flrom fats discordant throat. 

sons of harmony, and hail the moni. 

While warbling larks on russet fdnions float i 
mv*®* ^roudland scene lemote, 

n 1 .'^.**** Hnnets carol from the hill. 

« let them ne'er, with artifioial note, 

P>®“e a tmnt, strain dm Uttle biU, 
wut Sing what Heaven impires* and wander where 
they will. ^ 


VI. 

Liberal, not lavish, is kind Nature’s hand ; 

Nor was pertbetlon made for man below. 

Yet all her schemes with nicest art are plann’d, 
Rood counteracting ill and gladness wo. 

With gold and gems if Chilian tnountjtins 
glow ; 

If bleak and barren Scotia's hills arise ; 

There plague and poison, lust and rapine grow ; 
Here peaceful are the vales .and pure the skies, 
And freedom fires the soul, and sp.irkles in thi> 
eyes. 

VII. 

Then grieve not, thou, to whom th’ indulgent 
Muse 

Vouchsafes abortion of celestial fire ; 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuse 
The imperial banquet, and the rich atti.^. 
Know tnlne own worth, and reverence the Itrre. 
Wilt thou (lebase the heart which God refined ^ 
No ! let thy heaven-taught soul to heaven aspire, 
To fancy, treodora, harmony resign’d ; 
Ambition's grovelling crew for ever left behind. 

vrii. 

Canst thou forego the pnre ethereal soul. 

In each fine sense so exquisitely keen. 

On tlje dull couch of Luxury to loll, 

Stung with dlseaae and stupifled with spleen ; 
Pain to implore the aid of Flattery's screen. 

Even from thyself thy loathsome heart to hide 
(The mansion then no more of Joys serene) 
Where fear, distrust, malevolence, abide. 

And impotent desire, and disappointed pride ? 

IX. 

0 bow canst thou renounce the boundlcs.s store 
Of charms which Nature to her votary yields ! 
The warbling woodland, the resounding shore, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields ; 

All that the genial ray of nioniing.gilds. 

And all tbatwohoes to the song of even, 

AH that the mountahi'B Altering bosom shields. 
And all the dread tnagnlficonoe of heaven, 

O how canst thou renounce, and hope to be for- 
given I 

X. 

These charms shall work thy seal’s eternal health. 
And love, and gentleness, and Joy, impart. 

But these thou must renounce, it lust or wealth 
E’er win Its way to thy corrupte<l heart ; 

For, ah ! it poisons like a scorpion’s dart. 
Prompting th’ ungenerous 'wish, the selfish 
scheme, 

Hie stem resolve, unmoved by pity s smart. 

The Uoublous day, and long distreuftil dream 

Return my roving Muse, rustune thy purposed 
theme. 
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XI. 

There lived in Gothic days, as legends tell, 

A fihepherd-swain, a man of low degree: 

Whose sires, perchance, in Fairyland might 
dwell, 

Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady ; 

But he, I ween, was of the north country :• 

A nation famed for song, and beauty's charms ; 
Zealous, yet jnodcst ; innocent, though free ; 
Patient of toil ; serene amidst alarms ; 

Inflexible in faith ; invincible in arms. 

XI I. 

The shepherd-swain of whom I mention made. 
On Scotia's mountains fed his little flock ; 

The sickle, si the, or plough, he never sway'd : 
An honest heart was almosttall his stock ; 

His drink the living water from the roi : 

The milky dams supplied his board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baflfle winter’s shock ; 

And he, tliough oft with dust and sweat besjirent. 
Did guide and guard their wanderings, wheresoe’er 
Uiey went. 

XIII. 

From labour health, from health contentment 
' springs, 

Clontentment opes the source of every joy. 

He envied not, ne never thought of kings; 

Nor from those appetites sustain’d annoy. 

That chance may frustrate, or Indulgence cloy : 
Nor fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled ; 
He mourn'd no recreant friend, nor mistress coy. 
For on his vows the blameless Phoebe smiled. 
And her alonehe loved, and loved her from a child. 

XIV. 

No Jealousy their dawn of love o'orcast, 

Nor blasted were their wevlded days with strife ; 
Each season look’d delightful, as it pass’tL 
To the fond husband, and the faithful wife. 
Jbvond Uic lowly vale of shejilierd tilr 
They never ro.nn'd; secure beneaili the storm 
Which in ambition’s lofty land is rife, 

Where peace and love are cankt'r’d by the worm 
Of pride, each bud of joy industrious to deform. 

XV. 

The wight, whose tale these artless lines unfold. 
Was *11 the oflspring of this humble pair. 

His birth no oracle or seer foretold : 

No prodigy aj)pear'd in death or air. 

Nor aught that might a strange event declare. 
You guess each circumstance «>f Edtvin't birth : 
The parent’s transport, and the parent’s care ; 
The gossip’s prayer for wealth, and wit, and 
worth : 

And one long summer-day of indolence and mirth. 

XVI. 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy ; 

Deep thought oft seem’d to tix his infant eye. 
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy. 

Save one short pipe of rudest minstrelsy. 

Silent when glad ; affectionate, though shy ; 
And now his look was most demurely sad, 

\nd now he laugh’d aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours stared and sigh’d, yet bless'd the 
lad; 

Some deem’d him wonderous wise, and some be- 
lieved him mad. 

' XVII. 

But why should I his childish feats display ? 
Ooncourse, and noise, and toil, he ever lied ; 

Nor cared to mingle In the clamorous frav 
Of squabbling imps, but to the forest sped. 

Or roam’d at large the lonely mountain's head ; 
Or, where the maze of some bewilder’d stream 
To deep untrodden groves his footsteps led. 
There would he wander wild, ’till Pheebus’ beam, 
IRiotfron:' tho western clifi^ released the weary team. 


• Tliere is hardly an ancient Ballad, or Romance 
wherein a Minstrel or Harper appears, but he is 
characterised, by way of eminence, to have been 
“ <>f the North Countrie." It is probable, that, 
unaer this appellation were formerly comprehend- 
ed all the provinces to the north of the Trent. 

See Percy** Ettay on the Engluh JUinstreU. 


XVIII. 

' Th’ exploit of strength, dexterity, or speed. 

To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. [bleed 
His heart, from cruel sport estranged, would 
To work the wo of any livnig thing, 

By trap, or net ; by arrow, or by sling ; 

These ne detested, thbse he scorn’d to wield ; 

He wish’d to be the guardian, not the king. 
Tyrant far less, or traitor of tne field. 

And sure tiie sylvan reign unbloody joy might yield, 

XIX. 

Lo ! where the stripling, wrapp’d in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o’erhung with pine; 

And sees, on high, amidst th* encircling groves, 
From clilF to cliff the foaming torrents shine : 
While waters, woods, and winds, in concert Join, 
And Echo swells the chonis to the skies. 

Would Edwin this majestic scene resign 
For aught the huntsman’s puny craft supplies? 
Ah ; no : he better knows great Nature’s charms to 

XX. 

Ann oft he traced the upland', to 'nrvev. 


And lake, dim gleaming on the smoky lawn ; 
Far to the we<t the lone, lone vale withdraw'n, 
Where lu iiight l-ivi i iip Imei r l'>>r ."i u liilo , 

And n.,w III- lauilly keri, ihe l.-iuiubiig n, 

And vilhgeral-road .it I .itlN ti ll [nniili . 

Bui, lu ! the sun appears ' .md hi avm, ranh,uciai>, 

XXI. 

And oft the craggy cliffhe loved to climb. 

When all in mist the world ladow was lost. 
What dreadftil pleasure ! there to stand sublime, 
Like shlpwrerky marinci on desert coast. 

And view th’ entirnious waste of vapour, toss’d 
In billows, lengthening to th’ horizon round 
Now scoop’d in gulphs, with mountains now em- 
boss’d f 

And hear tlie voice of mirth and song rebound. 
Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar i>ro- 
found. 


In truth he was a strange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful scene. 
In d.arkncss, and in storm, he found delight : 
Nor less, than when on ocean wave serene 
The southern sun diffused his dazzling sheen. 
Even sad vicissitude amused )ii.s soul : 

And if a sigh would sometimes intervene. 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 

A sigh, a tear, so sweet, lie wish’d hot to control. 


(The Muse interprets thus his tender thought.) 

“ Your flowers, your verdure, and your baliuj 
gloom. 

Of late so grateful in the hour of drought ! 

Why do the birds, that song and rapture brought 
To all your bowers, their mansions now forsake? 
Ah ! why has fickle chance this ruin wrouglit ? 
For now the storm howls mournful thro’ the nrake, 
And the dead foliage flies inmanya shapeless flake. 
XXIV. 

“ Where now the riJl, melodious, pure, and cool, 
And meads, with lAfe, and mirth, and beauty 
crown’d ! 

Ah ! see, th’ unsightly slime, and sluggish pool, 
Have all the solitary vale irnbrown’d; 

Fled each fair form, and mute each melting sound, 
The raven croaks forlorn on naked spray : 

And, hark ! the river, bursting every mound, 
Down the vale thunders ; and, with wasteful sway. 
Uproots the grove, and roJJ^ tlie shatter’d rocks aw ay . 

XXV. 

“ Yet such the destiny of all on earth ; 

So flourishes and fades majestic man. 

Fair is the bud his vernal mom brinn forth, 
And fostering gales a while the nursling fan. 

O smile, ye heavens, serene ; ye mildews wan. 
Ye blighting whirlwinds, spare his balmy primC; 
Nor lessen of his life the little span. 

Borne on the swift, though silent, wings of Tunc, 
Old age coiies on apace to ravage all the clime. 
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XXVI. 

“ And be it so. Let those deplore their doom. 
Whose hope still novels in the dark sojourn. 

But lofty souls, who look beyond the tomb, 

LJan slnile at Fate, and wonder how they mourn . 
Shall spring to these sad scenes no more return? 
Is yonaer wave the sun’s eternal bed ? — 

Soon shall the orient with new lustre bum, 

' And spring shall soon her vital influence shed, 
.Vgain attune the grove, again adorn the mead. 
XXVII. 

“ Shall I be left abandon’d in the dust, 

WTien Fate, relenting, let’s the flower revive ? 
Shall Nature's voice, to man alone unjust, 

Iti.l him, though doom’d to peri>.h, hope to live ? 
J n f. r thin fair virtue oft miinl Mrivo 
With disappointment, iienury, and pain? 

No: Heaven’s immortal spring shall yet arrive ; 
And man’s majestic beauty bloom again. 

Bright Uirough tn’ eternal year of Love’s triumph* 
ant reign.’* 

XXVIII. 

This truth sublime his simple sire had taught. 

In sixith, 'twas almost all tfie shepherd knew. 

No subtle nor superfluous lore he sought. 

Nor ever wish’d iiis Edwin to pursue. [view, 
“ T.ct tiinn’s own ‘phero ('|untn hrl confine his 
Hi iii.iir-. pii uli.ir ur-rk hi . n. le di li»thl.'’ 

.\iiil imirh, aiidiii'l, In- warn'd him to t-nchew 
1 ,!■. hiH'd ind piiilr, and aye m linlain tin- right, 
By pleasure unseduced, unawed by lawless might. 
XXIX. 

“ And, from the prayer of Want, and plaint of Wo, 
<) never, never turn away thine ear. 

Forlorn in this bleak wilderness Ixdow, 

Ah! what were man, should heaven refuse to hear! 
To others do (the law is not severe) 

'Vhat to thyself thou wishest to be done. 

Forgive tliy foes ; and love thy parent’s dear, 

And friends, and native land; nor those alone; 
All human weal and wo learn thou to make thine 
own." 


XXX. 

See In the rear of the warm sunny shower. 

The visionary boy from shelter fly ! 

For now the storm of summer-rain is o’er. 

And cool, and fresh, and fragrant, is the sky ! 
And, lo ! In the dark east, expanded high, 

'fhe rainbow brightens to the setting sun ; 

Fond fool, that deem'st the streaming glory nigh. 
How vain the chase thine ardour has begun J 
'Tis fled afhr, ere half thy jiurposed race be run. 
XXXI. 

Yet couldst thou learn, that thus it fares with age, 
AVhen pleasure, wealth, or power, the bosom 
warm, [rage. 

This baffled hope might tame thy manhoott’s 
And dLsappoinlmcnt ofher sting disarm. — 

But why should foresight thy fond heart alarm ? 
Ferish me lore that deadens yo\ing desire 1 
i’ursuc, poor imp, th’ imaginary <diarm. 

Indulge gay Hope, and Fancy’s p]ea.sing fire; 
raticy and Hope too soon Shall of tliemselves expire. 

XXXII'. 

I J^'on the long-sounding curfew from afar 
conded with loud lament the lonely gale, 
loungEdwin, lighted by the evening star, 
^/ngering and listcning-wander’d down the vale. 

1 here would he dream of graves, and corses pale ; 

A * 1 *hat to the chamcl-dungeon throng, 

'I'-ii M ® length of clanking chain, and wail, 

1 silenced by the owl’s terrific, song, [along. 

r iJiast that shrieks by fits the shuddering ^sles j 

r XXXIII. 

setting moon, in crimson died, 
ung o er dark and melancholy deep, 

stream, remote fkom man he hied, 

A mf .K ‘rtjrore tlielr revels wont to keep s 

A Fancy roam at large, till sleep 

entrance sight. 

Shrill ■wildly-murmuring wind 'gan creep 
! V\'ith ' I then tapers aright, 

” instantanMus gleam, illumed the vault of 
Night, 


XXXIV. 

Anon in view a portal’s blazon’d arch 
Arose ; the trumpet bids the valves unfold ; 

And forth a host of little warriors march, 
Gra.sping the diamond lance, and targe of gold. 
Theli^look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their nelm.s. and green their silk attire. 
And note and there, right venerably old. 

The long-robed mhistr<fls wake the warbling wire. 
And some with mellow breath the martial pipe in- 
spire. 

XXXV. 

Witli merriment, and song, and timbrels clear, 
A troop of dames from myrtle bowers advance : 
The little warriors doff* the targe and spear, 

And loud enlivening strains provoke the dance. 
They m‘lbt, they dart away, they wheel askance 
To right, to left, they thrid the flying maze ; 
Now bound aloft with vigorous spring, then glance 
Rapid along: with many-colourd rays 
Of tapers, gems, and gold, the echoing forests 
blaze. 


i . XXXVI. 

The dream is fled. Proud harbinger of day, 
\Vl>o scar’dst the vision with thy clarion shrill. 
Fell chanticleer ! who oft has reft away 
My fancied good, and brought substantial ill I 
O to thy curs4:d scream, discordant still. 

Let Harmony aye shut her gentle ear : 

Thy boastful mirth let jealous rivals spill. 

Insult thy crest, and glossy pinions tear. 

And ever in thy dreams the ruthless fox appear ! 

XXXVII. 

Forbear, my Muse. lyfet Love attune thy line. 
Revoke the' spell. Thine Edwin fircts not so. 
For how should he at wicked chance repine, 
HTio feels from every change amusement flow ? 
Even now his eyes with smiles of rapture glow, 
As on ho wanders through the scenes of mom. 
Where the fresh flowers in living lustre blow. 
Where thousand pearls the dewy lawns adom, 

A thousand notes ofjoy in every breeze are borne. 
XXXVIII. 

Rut who the melodies of mom can toll ? [side ; 
The wild-brook babbling down the mountain 
The lowing herd ; the shegifold’s simple bvll ; 
'The pipe of early shepherd dim descried 
In the low vallev ; ecnoing far and wide 
The clamorous nom along the cliffs above; 

The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide ; 

'The hum of bees, and linnets lay of love. 

And the full choir that wakes the universal grove. 
XXXIX. 

The cottagc-curs at early pilgrim bark ; Fsingsi 
Crown’d with her nail the tripping milkmaid 
The whistling plougnman stalks afield; and,'harkl 
Down tlio rough slope the ponderous waggon 
rings ; 

Thro’ rustling corn the hare astonish’d spring! | 
Slow tolls the village-clock the drowsy hour ; 

The partridge bursts away on whirring wingsj 
Deep mourns the turtle in sequester’d bower. 
And shrill lark carols clear from her aerial tour. 

XL. 

O Nature, how In every charm supreme ! 

Whose votaries feast on raptures ever new ! 

O for the voice and fire of seraphim. 

To sing thy glories with devotion due ! 

Rless’obe the day I ’scaped the wrangling crew. 
From Pyrrho’s maze, and Epicurus’ stye ; 

And held high converse with the godlike few. 
Who to th’ enraptured heart, and car, and eye. 
Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and love, and melody. 
XLI. 

Hence ! ye, who snare and stupify the mind. 
Sophists, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane ! 

Greedy and fell, though impotent and blind, 
■Who spread your filthy nets in Truth’s fair fane, 
And ever ply your v^nom’d fangs amain ! 

Hence to dark Error’s den, whose rankling slime 
First gave you form 1 hence ! lest the Muse 
should deign [rhyme), 

(Though loth on theme so mean to waste a 
With vengeance to pursue your sacrilegious crime. 
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XLII. 


XLIX. 


But hail, ye mighty masters of the lay. 

Nature’s true sons, the friends of man and truth ! 
VVhose song, sublimely sweet, serenely gay, 

A mused my childhood, and inform'd my youth. 
() let your spirit stiil my bosom sooth. 

Inspire my dreams, and my wild wanderings 
guide ! 

Your voice each rugged path of life can smooth'; 
For well I know, wherever ye reside. 

There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide. 

Xhlll. 


Ah me ! abandon’d on the lonesome plain. 

As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore. 

Save wnen against the winter’s drenching rain. 
And driving snow, the cottage shut the door. 
Then as instructed by tradition hoarj^ 

Her legend when the Beldam ’gan impart. 

Or chant the old heroic ditty o’er. 

Wonder and joy ran thrilling to his heart ; 

Much be the tale admired, but more the tuneful art. 


XLIV. 

Various and strange was the long-windcul tale ; 
And halls, and knights, and feats of arms, dis- 
play'd ; 

Or merry swains, who ouafTthe nut-brown ale. 
And sing, enamour’d of the nut-brown maid ; 
The moonlight revel of the fairy glade ; 

Or hags, that suckle an infernal brood, 

And ply in caves th'Hnuttcrable trade,* 

'Midst (lends and spectres, quench the moon In 
blood, Jtlood. 

Yell in the 'midnight storm, or ride th’ inniriate 


But when to horror his amazement rose, 

A gentler strain the Beldam would rehearse, 

A tale of rural life, a tale of woes, 

Theo nihan-babes, and gxiardian uncle fierce. 

O cruel ! will no pam? of pity pierce 
That heart by lust of lucre sear'd- to stone ! 

Pot sure, if aught of virtue last, or verse. 

To latest times shall tender souls bemoan 
Those helpless orphan-habes by thy fell arts undone. 

XLVI. 


Bely^ld, with berries smear'd,with brambles tom,f 
'The babes now famish’d lay them down to die, 
’Midst the wild howl of darksome wfanls forlorn, 
Folded in one another’s arms they lie ; 

Nor friend, nor stranger, hears their dying cry : 

“ For from the town the man returns no more.” 
But thou, who Heaven’s just vengeance dar’st 

This deed with fruitless tears shalt soon deplore. 
When Death lays waste thy house, and flames con- 
sume thj >tore.. 


^ XLVII. 

A stifled smile of stem vindictive joy 
Brighten’d one moment Edwin’s starting tear. — 
“ But why should gold man’s feeble mind decoy, 
And innocence thus die by doom severe ?” 

O Edwin ! whiicthy heart is yet sincere, 

Th’ assaults ef discontent and doubt repel ; 

Dark even at noontide is cur mortal sphere ; 

But let us hope, to doubt, is to rebel, 

Let us exult in nope, that all shall yet be well. 


XLVI II. 


Nor be thy generous Indignation check’d. 

Nor check'd tlie tender tear to Misery given; 
FVom Guilt’s contagious power shall that protect. 
This soften and refine the soul for Heaven. 
Butdreadful is their doom, whom doubt has driven 
To censure Fate, and pious Hope forego : 

Like yonder blasted boughs by lightning riven. 
Perfection, beauty, life, they never know. 

But frown on ail that pass, a monument of wo. 


* Allusion to Shakipeare. 

Macbeth. How now, ye secret, black, and midnight 
What is’t you do ? [hags, 

fViichet. A deed nnthout a tiame. 

Macbeth, Act IV. Scene /. 
t See the fine old ballad, called The Children in 
the Wtjod. 


Shall he, whose birth, maturity, and age. 
Scarce fill the circle of one summer day. 

Shall the poor gnat with discontent and rage 
Exclaim, that Nature hastens to decay. 

If l)Ut a cloud obstruct the solar ray. 

If but a momentary shower descend 
Or shall firail man Heaven’s dn^ad detree gainsa 
Which bade the series of events extend [end 

Wide through unnumber’d worlds, and ages withou 


One part, one little part, we dimly scan 
Thro’ the dark medium of life’s feverish dream; 
Yet dare arraign the whole stupendous pUin, 

If but that little part incongruous seem.. 

Nor is tliat part })erl»aps what mortals deem ; 
Oft from apparent ill our blessing rise. 

O then renounce that impious self-esteem. 

That aims to trace the secrets of the skies ; 

For thou art but of dust ; be humble, and be wise 


Thus Heaven enlarged his soul in rin-^r years 
For Nature gave him strength and fife, to soar 
On Fancy’s wing above this vale of ♦ears; 
Where dark, cold-hearted sceptics, creeping, jKin 
Through microscope of metaphysic lore : 

And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 
For why ? their powers, inadequate before. 
This art preposterous renders more unfit ; 

Yet deem they darkness liglit, and their vain bliin 
dors wit. 

LI I. 

Nor was this ancient dame 8 foe to mirth. 

Her l>aliail, jest, and riddle’s quaint device 
Oft cheer’d the shepherds round their social 
Whom levity or spleen could ne’er entice. [heartli, 
To purchase chat or laughter, at the price 
Of tlecency. Nor let it faith exceed. 

That Nature forms a rustic taste so nice. 

Ah 1 had they been of court or city breed. 

Such delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 

LI 11. 

Oft when the winter-storm had cca.se«l to rave, 
He ro.im’d the snowy waste at even, to view 
The cloud stupendous, from th’ Atlantic wave 
High-towering, sail along th’ horizon blue : 
Where 'midst the changeful st;enery ever new 
F'ancy a thousand wont&ous forms-descrics 
More wildly great than ever i>enGil drew. 

Rucks, torrents, gulfs, and shapes of giant size, 
And glittering clifis on clllFs, and fiery ramparts riM'. 

LIV. 

Thence musing onward to the sounding shore, 
The lone enthusiast oft would take hisway, 
Listening with pleasing dread to the deep roar 
Of the wide- weltering waves. 'In black array 
Wlien sulphurous clouds roll'd on the vernal uay. 
Even then he hasten’d from the haunt of man, 
Along the trembling wilderness t.a stray. 

What time the ligtunings fierce career began, 
And o’er heaven’s rending arch the rattling thun* 
der ran. 

LV. 

Responsive to the sprightly pipe when all 
In sprightly dance the village-youth were join’d, 
Edwin of melody aye h8)d in thrall. 

From the rude gambol far remote reclined, 
Soothed with the soft notes warbling in the wind. 
Ah then, all jollity seem’d noise and folly, 

To the pure soul by Fancy’s fire refined, ^ 
Ah, what is mirth but turbulence unholy, [t h<>‘y 
When witli the charm compared of heavenly melun- 
LVI. 

Is there a heart that music cannot melt ? 

Alas! how is that rugged heart forlorn ! 

Is there, who ne'er those mystic transports felt 
Of solitude and melancholy bom ? 

He needs not woo the Muse ; he is her scorn. . 
The sophist’s rope of cobweb he shall twine ; 
Moi>e o’er the schoolman’s peevish page ; “ 
mourn. 

And delve for life in Mammon’s dirty mine ; 
Sneak with the scoundrel fox, or gruftt witii 8*“*' 
ton swine. 
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LVII. 

For Edwin F ate a nobler doom had plann’d ; 
Song was his favourite and first pursuit. 

The wild harp ranu to his adventurous hand. 
And languish'd to his breath the plaintive flute. 
His infant muse, though artless, was not mute: 
Of elegance as yet he took no care ; 

For this of time and culture is (he fruit ; 

And Edwin gain’d .at last this fru't i;o rare : 

As in some future verse I purpose to declare. 
LVIII. 

M.?nnwhili . whatr'rr ■■-■f l.r-nutiful, or new, 
.>jlilime, or (Jtl riJinl, in i .irih, ity, or skv, 
liy .:hance. or se.ir. Ii, w i-. .iflt-r'd lo hi» new, 
ile scann'u with curious and romantic eye. 
Whate’er of lore tradition could supply 
From Gothic tale, or song, or fahlo old. 

Housed him, still keen to listen and to pry. 

At last, though long by penury controll’d, 

And solitude, his soul her graces 'gan unfold. 

LIX. 

Thin on the chill Lapnonian’s dreary land, 

K-'i many a long m-jiiin I '.t in miuw profound, 
it h ‘II *'ol from <'.iiirer ..end-, the .•ea,i.>ii Ll.inJ, 

A nd in their northern cave the storms are bound j 


From silent mountains, straight^ with startling 
sound 

Torrents are hurl'd ; green hills emerge ; and lo 
The trees with foliage, cliffs with uowers are 
crown'd ; 

Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go ; 
And wonder, love, and joy, the peasant’s heart o'er* 
flow.* 

LX. 

Here pause, my Gothic lyre, a little while, 

The leisure hour is all that Uiou canst claim ; 
Hut on this verse If Montague should smile, 

New strains ere long shall animate thy frame : 
Ami her applause to me is more than f inio ; 

For still wiOi truth accords her taste relined. 

At lucre cr renown let others aim, 

I onlv wish to please the gentle mind. 

Whom Ni^mre’s charms inspire, and love of liuman 
^ kind. 


• Spring and Autumn are hardly known to the 
Lapbanders. About tlie time the sun enters Can- 
cer, their fields, which a week before were covered 
with snow, appear on a sudden full of grass and 
flowers. — SchFjffhr's History ef iMfland, p. 16. 
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BOOK II. 


Doctrina ted rim promovei insitam, 

Rcctiqw cultut peclora roborant. Herat. 


I. 

OF chance or change O let not man complain, 
Else shall he never never cease to wail : 

For, from the imperial dome, to where the swain 
Rears the lone cottage in the silent dale. 

All feel the assault of fortune's fickle gale ; 

Art, empire, earth itself to change are doom'd ; 
Earthquakes have raised to heaven the hunihle 
vale, [tornb’il, 

And gulpl's the mountain’s mighty lu.a's eu- 
And where the .Xil.ionc rolls wide comIiik iiii li.i^e 
bloom'd.* 

II. 

But sure to foreign climes we need not range. 
Nor search the ancient records of our race. 

To learn the dire effects of time and change, 
'Wliich in ourselves, alas ! we daily trace. 

■’ijpt at the darken’d eye, the wither'd face. 

Or hoary hair, I never will repine : 

But spare, O I'ime, whate'er of mental grace. 
Of dandour, love, or sympathy divine, 

^Vhate’er of fancy's ray, or fnendship’s flame is 
mine. 

HI. 

So I, obsequious t& Truth’s dread command. 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay. 
And smite the Gothic lyre with harslicr hand ; 
Now when I leave that flowery path for nyc 
f)f childhood, where I sported many a day. 
Warbling and saunterif:g carelessly along ; 
Where every face was innocent and gay. 

Each vale romantic, tuneful every ton^c. 
Sweet, wild, and artless all, as Edwin’s infant song. 

IV. 

** Perish the lore that deadens young desire,” 

Is the soft tenor of my song no more. 

Edwin, though loved of Heaven, must not aspire 
To bliss, which mortals never knew before. 

On trembling wings let youthful fancy soar. 

Nor always haunt the sunny realms of joy ; 

But now and then the shades of life explore ; 
Though many a sound and sight of wo annoy. 
And many a qualm of care his rising hopes destroy. 

V. 

Vigour from toll, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly blossom, warm in summer bower. 
Some tints of transient beauty may disclose ; 

But soon it withers in the chilling hour. 

Mark yonder oak: . Superior to the power 
of all the warring winds of heaven they rise. 

And from the stormy promontory tower. 

And loss their giant arms amid the skies. 

While each ass^ing blast increase of strength 
supplies. 


• • Plato’s Tlmeus. 


VI. 

And now the downy cheek and deepen’d voice 
Gave dignity to Edwin’s blooming prime ; 

And walks of wider circuit were Iiis choice, 
And vales more wild, and mountains more sub- 
lime. 

One evening, as he framed the careless rhynu’, 
It was his cnanre to wander far abroad, 

.And o'l-r a lonely eminence to • liUih, 

Uliich hori fol'-.'re his foiit hnd never troiJe . 

A Vale appear'd bei a ilie]i ri ured .ibode. 

VII. 

Thither he liied enamour’d of the scene : 

For rocks on rocks piled, a.s by magic sih;11. 

Hero scorch’d with lightning, there with ivy 
green, 

Fenced from the north and east tlus savage di ll ; 
Southward a mountain rose with easy swell, 
Whose long long groves eternal murmur inade, 
And toward the wcstem.sun a streamlet fell, 
Where, through the cliffs, the eye, remote, sur- 
vey’d 

Blue hills, and glittering waves, and skies in gold 
array’d. 

VIII. 

Along this narrow valley you might see 
The wild deer sporting on the meadow ground, 
And, here and there, a solitary tree, 
f)r mossy stone, or rock with woodbine crown'd. 
Oft did the clitfs reverberate the sound 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high ; 
And from the summit of that craggy mound 
The perching eagle oft was heard to cry, 

Or on resounding wings to shoot athwart the sky. 

IX. 

One cultivated spot there was, that spread 
Its flowery bosom to the noonday beam. 

Whore many a rose-bud rears its blushing head, 
And herbs for food with future jilenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling sound of grove and streair 
Romantic visions swarm on Edwin’s soul : 

He minded not the sun’s last trembling gleam, 

■ Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll 
When slowly on his ear these moving accents stole. 

X. 

“ Hail, awftil scenes, that calm the troubled 
breast. 

And woo the weary to profound repose ; 

Can passion’s wildest uproar lay to rest. 

And whisper comfort to the man of woes ! 

Here Innocence m ay wander, safe from foes. 
And Contemplation soar on seraph wings. 

G Solitude, tne man who thee forgoes. 

When lucre lures him, or ambition stings, 

Shall never know the source whence real grandc“* 
.springs. 
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XI. 

“ Vain man, is grandeur given to ray attire ? 
Then let the butterfly thy pride upliraid ; — 

To fViends, attendants, armies, bought with hire ? 
It is thy weakness that requires their aid, — 

To palaces, with gold and gems inlay’d ? 

They fear the thief, and tremble in the storm ; — 
Tohosts, throughcamage who to conquests wade? 
Behold the victor vanquish’d by the worm ! 
Behold, what deeds of wo the locust can perform ! 

XII. 

“ True dignity is his, whose tranquil mind 
V’irtue has raised above the things below, 

W’ho, every hope and fear to heaven resign’d. 
Shrinks not, though Fortune aim lier deadliest 
blow,’" [flow 

—This strain from ’midst the rocks was heard to 
in solemn soutuls. Now beam’d the evening star. 
And from embattled clouds emerging slow, 
("ynthia ' ume riding on her silver car ; 

\ nd hociry mountain-cliffs shone faintly from afar. 

XIII. 

'*0011 did the solemn voice Its theme renew; 

I While Biivi in wrapp'd In wund«.r IinieUing stood) 
Vi- lonli and I of lyrannv. aduu, 

••I'ora'd L'V tfio wiM.’, and haled by ihe good I 
\ 1 iinlv eng.ige ihe servile broi'vl 
Of Levity and Lust, who all their days. 

Ashamed of truth and liberty, have woo’d. 

And hugg’d tho chain, that glittering on their 
gaze [blaze. 

Seems to outshine the pomp of heaven’s empyreal 

XIV. 

“ Like them, abandon’d to ambition’s sway, 

I sought for glory In the (latlis of guile ; 

And fawn’d and smiled to plunder and Iretray, 
Myself betray’d and plunder'd all the while ; 

So' gnaw'd the viper the corroding file. 

But now with pangs of keen remorse I rue 
Those years of trounle atid debasement vile— 

Vet why should I this cruel theme pursue ! 
ffy> detested tlioughts, for ever from my view. 

XV. 

“ The gusts of api)etite, the clouds of care, 

,\nd storms of ifisappointment, ali o’erpass’d, 
Henceforth no eartlily hope with heaven shall 
share 

This heart where peace serenely shines at last. 
And if for me no treasure be amass’d. 

And if no future age shall hear my name, 

I lurk the more secure from fortune's blast. 

And with more leisure feed this pious flame. 
Whoso rapture far transcends tlie fairest hones of 

XVI. 

“ The end and the reward of toil Is rest. 

Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 

Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power possess’d. 
Who ever felt his weight of wo decrease ! 

Ah ! what avails the lore of Rome and Greece, 
The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious 
Tho dust of Opliir. cr the Tyrian fleece, [string. 
All that art, flirtune, enterprise, can bring. 

If envy, scorn, remorse, or pride the bosom wring ? 


Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb |nown. 
With trophies, rhymes, and scutcheons of re- 
in the deep dungeon of some Gothic dome. 

Where night and desolation ever frown. 

Mine be the breezy hill that skiru the down ; 
Where a green grassy turf is all I crave. 

With here and Uiere a violet bestrown, 

Past by a brook, or fountain’s murmuring wave ; 
And many an evening sun shine sweetly on my 
grave. 

XVIII. 

“ And thither let the village swain repair ; 

And, light of h eart the village maiden gay. 

To deck with flowers her hiUf-dishevel'd hair, 

A nd celebrate the merry mom of May ; 

* here lot the shepherd’s pipe the livelong day, 

* dl all the grove with lovers bewitching wo ; 

And when mild Evening comes with mantle gray. 
Let not the bloominjr band make haste to so, 

^ oghosu nor spell my long and last abode shall know. 

B 


XIX. 

** For though I fly to ’scape from fortune's rage. 
And bear the scars of envy, spite, and scorn. 

Yet with mankind no horrid war 1 wage. 

Yet with no impious spleen my breast is tom ; 
For virtue lost, and nun’d man, I mourn. • 

O man, creation’s pride, heaven’s darling child. 
Whom nature's best, divinest gifts adorn, 

Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled. 
And all thy favourite haunts with blood and tears 
defiled ! 

XX. 


“ Along yon glittering sky what glory streams 
What maiesty attends night’s lovely queen , 

Fair Irnii^h our in the vernaf beams : 

Anil miaiiii lin. riie.'and m-eaiii roll lielwii-n. 
Ani^all i iiiiq.ire to beautify the si.iiie. 

But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 
What forms of mournful, loathsome, furious 
O when shall that Eternal Morn appear, [mien 
These dreadful forms to chase, this chaos dark to 
[clear. 


“ O thou, at whose creative smile, yon heaven. 
In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
Iltisefrom th’ aoyss ; when dark Confusionj driven 
Down ilown the bottomless profound of nighty 
Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing sight ! 

O glance on these sad shades one pitying ray. 

To blast the fury of oppressive might. 

Melt the hard heart to love and mercy’s sway. 
And cheer tho wandering soul, and light him on 
tlie way.” 

XXII. 


Silence ensueti : and Edwin raised his eyes 
la tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 

“ And is it urns in courtly life (he cries) 

That man to man acts a wtrayer’s piurt I 
And dares lie thus the gifts of Heaven pervert. 
Each social instinct, and sublime desire !— 

Hail poverty 1 if honour, wealth, and art, 

If what the great pursue, and leam’d admire, 
Thus dissipate and quench the soul’s ethereal fire !** 
XXIII. 

He said, and turn’d away ; nor did the sage 
O’erhea/, in silent orisons employ’d. 

The youth, his rising sorrow to ossuagi^ 

Horae as he hied, the evening scene eiyoy’d i 
For now no cloud obscures the starry void ; 

The yellow moonlight sleeps on all the hills ; 

Nor IS the mind with startling sounds annoy’d, 

A soothing murmur the lone region Alls 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 

XXIV. 

But he from day to day more anxious tprew, 

'I'he voice still seem’d to vibrate on his ear. 

Nor durst he hope the Hermit’s tale untrue ; 

For man he seem’d to love, and Heaven to fear ; 
And none sjieaks false, where there is none to 
hear. 

“ Yet can man’s gentle heart become so fell ! 

No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
My hours away, but seek tho Hermit’s cell ; 
’Tishe iny doubt can clear, perhaps my care dispel.* 

XXV. 

At early dawn tho youth his journey took. 

And many a mountain pass’d, and valley wide. 
Then reach’d the wild ; where, in a flowery nook 
And seated on a mossy stone, he spied 
An ancient man : his harp lay him beside. 

A stag sprung from the pasture at his call. 

And, kneeling, lick’d the wither’d hand, that tied 
, A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall. 
And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret small 

XXVI. 

And now the hoary sara arose, and saw 
The wanderer approaching : innocence 
Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modest awe 
^•press’d his eye, that fear’d to give offence. 

« Who art thou, courteous stranger ? and from 
whence? 

Why roam thy steps to this abandon’d dale ?" 

" A shepherd-boy (the youth replied) far hence 
My habitation ; near my artless tale; 

N*r levity nor falsehood shall thine ear assail. 
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XXVII. 

Late* as I roam’d, intent on Nature’s charms, 

1 reach’d at eve this vrilderness profound ; 

And, leanini^ where yon oak expands her arms, 
Heai^ these lude cliffs thine awful voice rebound, 
<Fy»r in thy speech 1 recognise the sound.! 

Vou inoum’a for ruin’d man, and virtue lost, 

^Vnd seem'd to feel of keen remorse the wound, 
i’ondering on former days, by guilt engross’d. 

Or in the giudy storm of dissipation toss’d. 

XXVIII. 

But say, in courtly life can craft be leam’d, 
Wiere knowledge opens, and exalts the soul ? 
AVhere Fortune lavishes her gifts uneam’d. 

Can selfishness the liberal heart control ? 

Is glory there achieved by arts, as foul 
As those which felons, fiends, and furies pl^n ? 
Spiders ensnare, snakes poison, typers prowl ; 

Love is the godlike attribute of man. 

O teach a simple youth this mystery to scan. 

XXIX. 

“ Or else the lamentable strain disclaim. 

And give me back the calm, contented mind ; 
Whicn, late exulting, view’d. In Nature’s frame, 

< 70odne.is untainted, wisdom unconfined, 

Orace, grandeur, and utility combined. 

Restore those tranquil days, Uiat saw me stHl 
Well, pleased with all, but most with human 
kind ; [will, 

When Fancy roam’d through Nature’s works at 
Uncheck’d by cold distrust, and uninfonn’d of ill.” 

XXX. ; 
Wouldst thou (the smc replied) In peace return | 

T o the gay dreams of fond romantic youth. 

Leave me to hide, in this remote sojourn. 

From every gentle ear the dreadfhl truth : 

For if my desultory strain witJt ruth 
And indignation make thine eyes o’erflow, 

Alas ! what comfort could thy anguish sooth, 
Shouldst thou th' extent of human folly know.fwo. 
lie ignorance thy choice, where knowl^ge leads to 

XXXI. 

“ But lot untender thoughts afar be driven ; 

.Nor venture to arraign the dread decree ; I 

For know, to man, as candidate for heaven. 

The voice of the Eternal said, Be free ; 

And this divine prerogative to thee 
Does virtue, happiness, and heaven convey : 

For virtue is the child of liberty, 

And happiness of virtue ; nor can they 
Be free to keep the path who are not free to stray. 
XXXII, 

" Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief. 
Which else might thy young virtue overjtower ; 
And in thy converse 1 shall find relief. 

When the dark shades of melancholy lower ; 

For solitude has many a dreary hour, 

Even when exempt from grief, remorse, and pain ; 
tiome often then ; for, haply, in my bower, [gain. 
Amusement, knowledge, wisdom thou may'st 
If I one soul improve, 1 have not lived in vain.” 
XXXIII. 

And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gaze 
The Muse of history unrolls her page. 

But few, alas ! the scenes her art tusplays 
To charm his fancy, or his heart engage, 

Here Chiefs their thirst of power in blood assuage. 
And straight their flames with tenfold fierceness 
bum: 

Here smiling Virtue prompts the patriot’s rage. 
But lo, ere long. Is left alone to mourn, [um. 
And languish in the dust, and clasp th’ abandon’d 
XXXIV. 

'* Ah, what avails (he said) to trace the springs. 
That whirl of empire the .stupendous wheel ! 

Ah, what have 1 to do with conquering kings. 
Hands drench’d in blood, and breasts begirt with 
steel 

To those, whom Nature taught to think and feel. 
Heroes, alas ! are things of small concern. 

Could History man's secret heart reveal. 

And what imports a heaven-bom mind to learn. 
Her transcripts to explore what bosom would not 
yearn 1 


XXXV. 

" This praise, O Cheronean Sage, \is thine. 
(Why snuuld this praise to thee alohe belong !) 
All else from Nature’s moral path decline. 
Lured by the toys that captivate the throng t 
To herd in cabinets, and camps, among 
8|ioii, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride ; 

Or chaunt of heraldry tlie drow.sy song. 

How tyrant blooil, o’er many a region wide. 
Rolls to a thousand thrones its execrable tide. 
XXXVI. 

“ O who of man the story will unfold. 

Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 

In that elysian age (misnamed of gold) 

The age of love and innocence, and joy, 

When all were great and free ! man’s sole ernp/o 
To deck the bosom of his parent earth ; [coy 

Or toward hi.s bower the murmuring stream de 

To aid the floweret’s long-expected birth. 

And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board c 
mirth. ^ 

XXXVII. * 

“ Sweet were your shades, () ye primeval grovo 
Whose boughs to man his food and shelter lent, 
Pure in his pleasure*, happy in his loves, 

His eye still smiling, and nis heart content. 
Then, hand in hand. Health, Sport, and Labou 
went. 

Nature supplied the wish she taught to crave. 
None prowl'd for prey, none watch’d to circum 
vent, 

To all an equal lot Heaven’s bounty gave ; 

No vavsal fear'd his lord, no tyrant fear’d his slav< 
XXXVIII. 

“ But uh ! th’ Historic Muse has never dared 
To piert e those hallow’d iKiwers : ’Us Fancy’s bean 
I'our’d on the vision of th' enrapturecl Bard, 

Tl. it p.ibit, the I h irm, of that ikUi i.ius thim.* 

1 ii. n Vi. I ll ‘weet r..i'i y's ra> 1 ami li.ni the dreni. 
I )■ u V tan., the weary soul from gudt and wo ! 

« irib what oth« i . oi'iny cboiLe ma* deem, 

I long where I.ove and Fancy lead to go. 

And medhutc on heaven ; enough of earth 1 know. 

XXXIX. 

“ I cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replied) 
For soft and smooth are Fancy’s flowery ways. 
And yet even there, if left w'ithout a guide, 

'J'he young adventurer un.safely jilavs. 

Eyes dazzled long by Fiction’s gaudy rays, 

In motlcst Truth no light nor lieauty find. 

And who, my child, would trust the rneteor-bla/c 
That sotm must fail, and leave the wandore 
blind, [shined 

More dark and livlplesa far, Uian if it ne’er hai 


“ Fancy enervates, while it soothes, the heart, 
And, while it tlazzles, wounds the mental sigiit 
To joy each heightening charm it can Imp.'urt, 
But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night. 

And often, where no real ills affright. 

Its visionary fiend.s, and endless train, 

Assail with equal or superior might, 

And thro’ the throbbing heart, and dizzy brain. 

And shivering nerves, shoot stings of rnoie tl>ar 
mortal pain. 


“ And yet, alas ' the real ills of life 
<dain\ the full vigour of a irnnd prepared* 
I’repared for patient, long, laborious strife. 

Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 

We fare on earth as other men have fareti ; 
Were they successful ? Let not us despair. 
Was disappointment oft their sole reward ^ 

Yet shall tneir tale instruct, if it declare [to I'cat 
How they have borne the loatl ourselves arc doom < 


“ What ch.irms th’ Historic Muse adorn, from 
spoils, 

And blood, and tyrants, when she wings 
To hail the patriot Prince, whose pious tods 
Sacred to science ; liberty, and right. 



• Plutarch. 
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And pt^ace, through every age divinely bright 
Shall sliine the boast and wonder of mankind ! 
Setts yonder sun, from his meridian height, 

A lovelier scene, than Virtue thus enshrined 
In power, and man with man for mutual aid com- 
bined ? 

xidir. 

“ Hail sarntd Polity, by Freedom rear’d ! 

Hail saentd Freedom, when by Law reslrain’dH 
Without you what were man P A grovelling herd 
In darkness, wretchedness, and want enchain’d. 
Sublimed by you, the (Jreek and Roman reign’d 
’n arts unri vail’d : O, to latest days, 

)n Albion may your influence unprofaned 
To godlike worth the generous bosom raise. 

And ])rompt the Sage’s lore, and fire the Poet’s 
lays ! 

XLIV. 

“ Hut now let lOther themes our care engage. 

For lo, with modest, yet majestic grace. 

To curb Imaginati()n’s lawless rage, 
nd from within the cherish'd heart to brace, 
Plnlosophy appears. The gloomy race 
By I ndole’nce and moping Fancy bred. 

Fear, Discontent, ''iolicitude give pla.^o, 
tiid Hi 3 jK.' and (.'oiirage hrighien m ilieir ste.ad. 
lull. ■.•II llio kindling s-iul bi-r vital btuma .iie shed. 

XLV. 

“ Then waken from long lethargy to life,* 

The aeeds of happiness, and powers of thought , 
Then jarring appetites forego their strife, 

.\ stYife by. ignorance to madness wrouglit. 
Pleasure by savage man is dearly bought 
With fell revenge, lust that defies control. 

With gluttony and death. 'I'he mind untaught 
Is a dark waste, whore fiends and tempests howl ; 
.As Pha'bus to the world. Is Science to the soul. 
XLVI. 

“ And Reason now through Number, Time, and 
Space, 

Darts the keen lustre of her serious eye. 

And learns from facts compared, the laws to trace, 
AVhosc long progression leads to Deity. 

Can mortal strength presume to soar so high ! 
Can rniirial sight, v» oft l.edimm’d with iear>, 
Sarh gl-iry U‘ar ' -for lo, the shadows fly 
Fr-im Nanire’s fio e , < MiiruMiin disappear-, 

.\M'I urder (.harms the eye-, iiiul hartiiony ih«. oars. 

XLVI I. 

“ In the deep windings of the grove, no more 
The hag obscene, amf grisly phantom dwell ; 

Nor in the fall of mountain-stream, or roar 
Of winds, is heard the angry spirit’s yell ; 

No wizard mutters the tremendous spell, 

X’or sinks convulsive In jiropltetlc swoon ; 

Nor bids the noi.se of drums and trumpets swell, 
'i'o ease of fancied iiangs the labouring moon. 

Or chase the shade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 

XLVIII. 

“ Many a long-lingering year. In lonely isle, 
Stunn’d with th’ eternal turbulence of waves, 

Lo, w'ith dim eyes, that never learn’d to smile. 
And trembling bands, the famish’d native craves 
Of Heaven liis wretched fare ; shivering in caves. 
Or scorch’d on rocks, he pines from day to day ; 
But Science gives the word ; and lo, he braves 
The surge and tempest, lighted by her ray. 

And to a happier land wafts merrilv away. 

XLIX. 

“ And even where Nature loads'the teeming plain 
With the full pomp of vegetable store, 

Her beauty, unimproved, is demily bane ; 

Dark woods and rankling wilds, fropi shore to 
shore. 


The influence of the Philosophic Spirit, in 
humanizing the mind, and preparing it for intel- 
lectual exertion and delicate |ilea.sure; — in exjdor- 
•ng, by the_ Irelp of geometry, the system of the 
imiverse in banishing superstition ; — in promot- 
ing navigation, agrlcalture, medicine, and moral 
political science r—troni .Stan/a ?;i,V to Stanza 


Stretch their enormous gloom ; which to explore 
Kven Fancy trembles, in her sprightllest mocH. 1 ; 
For tlierc each eyeball gleams witri lust of gon.. 
Nestles each murderous and each moi.strou- 
brood, 

Plague lurks in every shade, and teams from eve-' 
L. 

“ ’Twas from Philosophy man learn’d to tamt 
The soil bv plenty to intemperance fed. 

I from the echoing ntc, and tlumdcrinc flair.. . 
F -I ■■•II .mil placue and yiliii.t: ragi. .iie I'l il 
■| 111 u ii.-r-, bur iiirr fri>m tin ir »lirm bid, 
l.r...,; h.-illli .iii.i II, cl. (Is ■••eiery v.iir 
.\ iiil, fr-jiii the hr, , /y iii.'dn, and moimiaiii br.i.' . 

IV I 111 II.. -f , ll.■rlll-, {ni.iu 'il.e i;iiii( n-i.. 

LI. 

at dire necessities on every liand 
<bir art, our sirenetb. our fortitude ri-quire 
I if i.H . i..f«-.iiii(. wlul a iiu'iirr-'iiB bariil 
\i:iin-t ini-liiib. thri'b uf Ilie i on-pin. ' 

^ It ''Citrui c-iii iludi- ilieir l.rial ire 
\ uliile, aii.i turn .i-iile Deatl,'- I, bill'd liaji, 
*-l■•■'ll 111,, sb irp p iiig, alias the fi-n.-r - tiri , 

And l.r-KO the tierici oni.e m..rc, and chief the 
heart. 

And yet a few soft nights and balmy days impart. 
Lll. 

“ \or l«ss to rcgulifr* man’s moral frame 
leii. r i Nett- ht-r ill C(.ni|M.-ini.' sw av. 

Flutters tbv f-re.i-i with fi. ir. ot iniit- for l.iini 
I »r piiii-s t.i liid..|eii. e and ''|■l.•f.■n ,\ prev, 

« »r .Vvari. e, .1 to •■■I more ti.-i. . ib iti thiy 
Fire to the shn i.' .".f Aradi mn-’ cr.ove ; 

Wh. re •ares in--i. iii.-i.d r,l 11,, It I'l i' 

!ii lianiiony, .and till- p.ii.' p pi il.i.'f. 

How iwiet the wurdsol (tiiiii nr, iilo il I'r 'In- iij.* 

LIII. 

“ What c.annot Art and Industry perform. 

When Science plans the progress of their toil 
They smile at penury, disease, and storm ; 

And oceans from their inightv mbiinds recoil. 
When t>ranta -c.nirce, or di iii ii.-ou'u.'«. eiiibruU 
A land, or when the rabltle’s headiong lage 
Order transforms to anarchy and spoil. 
Deep-versed in man the philosophic Sage 
Prepares witli lenient hand their fVeazy to as- 
suage. 

LIV. 

'I'fs t|. il .no, w b..'«‘ •■oiiiIirelLHii-iv-- mind. 

1 r.Mii -iiii.ttioii, inopi'r, -iil, .iinl ■ l.iiie 
Explored, a nation’s various powers can bind 
,\ud vari.jtts order-, in one form suhlimo 
t It p..lit>, ib.it. ’inlil't the wri-i ks of' tiiiie. 
hecure shall lift its bead on high, nor tear 
'I'll’ as-au't of foreign or domo-tic crime. 

Whil,' public faith, and pui.li,' lose sincere, 

.\n.l In.lusiry and Law iiiaiuiani their away beveK.** 
LV. 

Enraptured by the Hermit’s strain, the Youtli 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 

And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and charms unknown before. 

His mind discloses ; Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the skies ; 

But fix’d in aim, and conscious- of her power, 
Sulflime from cause to cause exults to rise, 
Creation’s blended stores arranging as she flies. 
LVI. 

Nor love of novelty alone inspires, 

'J'beir laws and nice dependencies to scan ; 

For. mindful of the aids that life requirts. 

Ana of the services man owes to man. 

He meditates new arts on Nature’s plan ; 

The cold desponding breast of Sloth to warm , 
The flame of Industry and Genius fan. 

And Emulation’s nolde rage alarm. 

And the long hours of Toll and Solitude to chaim. 

LVII. 

Rut she, who set on fire his infant heart, 

And all his dreams, and all his wanderiogi. 
shared. 

And bless’d the Muse, and her celestial art, 

Still claim th’ Enthusiast's fond and first rt-gard 
B 2 
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From Nature’s beauties variously compared 
And variously combined, he learns to Frame 
Those forms of brisht perfection, which tl»e Hard, 
While boundless hopes and boundless views in- 
flame, V 

Enamour’d consecrates to never-dying fame. 
LVIII. 

Of late, with cumbersome, though pompous show, 
Edwin would oft his flowery rhyme deface, 
Through ardour to adorn ; but Nature now 
To his experienced eye a modest grace 
Presents, where Ornament the second place 
Holds, to intrinsic worth and just design 
Siubservient still. Simplicity apace 
'I'empers his rage ; he owns her charm divine, 
And clear th’ anmiguous .phrase, and lops th' un- 
wieldy line. 

LIX. 

Fain would I sing (much yet unsung remains) 
What sweet delirium o'er nis bosom stole. 

When the great Sheftherdofthe Mantuan plains* 
His deep majestic melody 'gan roll: [soul. 

Fain would I sing, what transport storm’d his 
How the red current Uirobb’d his veins along. 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond control, 
Grac-efully terrible, sublimely strong, 

Homer rais^ high to heaven uie loud, th’ impetu- 
ous song. 

LX. 

And how his lyre, though rude her first essays. 
Now skill’d to'sooth, to triumph, to complain. 


• Virgil. 


Warbling at will through each harmomotts Date, 
Was taught to modulate the artful strain, 

I fain would sing : — but ah ! I strive in vain..— 
Sielisfroin a breaking heart my voice confound.- 
Witt. trembling step to join yon weeping train, 

I haste, where gleams funereal glare around. 
And, mix’d with uirieks of wo, the knells of ileaili 
resound. 

LXI. 

Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy’s flowers adorn, 

The ^oft amusement of the vacant mind ! 

He sleeps in du.-t, and all the Muses mourn, 

He, whom each V irtue lirod ! each Grace refined. 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind !*- 
He sleeps in dust. — Ah, how should I pursue 
My theme >— To heart -consuming grief resign’d. 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view. 

And pour my bitter tears — Ye flowery lays, adieu ' 
LXII. 

Art thou, my Giegory, for ever fled ! 

And am i left to unavailing wo ! 

AVhen fortune's storms assail this weary bead, 
Where cares lo ’g since have slied untimely snow 
Ah, now for comfort whither shall 1 go ! k 
No more thy soothing voice my anguish chee^ 
Thy placid eyes with smiles no longer glow. 

My hopes to cherish, and allay my fears 

’Tis meet that I should mourn flow lortii afresh 
my tears. 


* This excellent person died suddenly, on the 
10th of February, 1773. The conclusion of thi 
poem was written a few days after. 



POEMS 


ON 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


UETIREMENT. 


^VH KN in tlie crimson cloud of Even, 
The lingering light decays, 

And Hesper on the front of Heaven 
] { is glittering gem displays t 
Deep in the silent vale, unseen, 

Jicskle a lulling stream, 

A pensive Youth of placid mien. 
Indulged this tender theme. 


’i’. ■ 'ifT'-, in henrv grandeur piled 
I liL'Ii " I I the gliiniiieriiig dale . 

Ve woods, along whose windings wild 
Murmurs the s<ilemn gale ; 

W'here Melancholy strays forlorn, 

A nd Wo retires to wtrep, 

W'hat time the wan mtam’s yellow horn 
< lleanis on the western deep : 


'i’o you, \c wastes, whose artless charms 
Ne’er drew' Ambition's eye, 

’Srapisl a tumultuous world’s alarms. 

To your nkreats I fly. 

Ii 'ip iti \.iiir iiiiiii sequester'd Ikjw« r 
I ' ( i"e ai I isi r* I line, 

Where ''<iliiu(h, mild, modest Power, 
hoan.s on her ivy’d shrine. 

How shall I wfM) thee, matchless Fair 
Thy heavenly smile how win ! 

'i’hy smile, that smoothes the brow of Care, 
And stills the storm within. 

O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 
Thine ardent votary bring. 

And bless his hours, and bid them move 
Serene, on silent wing. 

Oft let remeinbranoe soothe his mind 
With dreams of former days. 

When in the lap of Peace reclined 
He framed his infant lays ; 

^Vhen Fancy roved at large, nor Care 
Nor cold Distrust alarm’d. 

Nor Envy with malignant glare 
flis simple youth had harm’d. 

"I’was then, O Solitude, to thee 
His early vows were paid. 

From heart sincere, and warm, and fVee, 
DevoU'd to the shaae. 

Ah why did Fate his steps decoy 
In stormv paths to roam, 
lU moie from all cniigt in d joy 
»» lake the wanderer tioim . 


Thy shades, thy silence, now be mine, 
charms my only theme ; 

My haunt the hollow cliff*, whose pine 
Waves o’er the gloomy stream. 

Whence the scared owl on pinions gray 
Hreaks from the rustling boughs. 

And down the lone vale sails away 
t o more profound repose. 


0 while to Uiee the woodland pours 
Its wildly- warbling song, 

\ nd baliTiy fVom the biuiks of flowers 
t 111 /tphyr bri.iilies alumr ; 

1 « I ii.i lude ■>i><iiiJ' ini.iile lri.irn i.<r, 

No vagrant foot be nigh. 

No ray from (jrandeur's gilded car, 

Flash on the startled eye. 

Ihit if some pilgrim through thegl.nde 
'I hv liali..>\v'd hiiMirs isi-lort , 
t > 1. ii ird Itoiii harm iiL (luarv he ,■! , 

And listen to his lore ; 

P'or he of joys divine shall toll 
That wean nrom earthly wo. 

And triumph o'er the mighty spell 
That chains this heart below. 

For me no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread ; 

No more I climb those loilsome heights 
M\ ftuilifni Hope iiiishd 
I < !)•< iii\ toiid iluiierii g hiart no more 
; o iiiirtir- enlivening eir.nn : i 

For presc’nt plea.sure soon is o’er, 

.And all the past is vain. 


KLEGY. 


STILL shall unthinking man .substantial deem 
The forms that fleet through life’s deceitful dream ? 
On clouds, where Fancy’s beam amusive plays, 
Sh.all heedless Hope the towering fabric raise ? 

T’.ll at .ith’s tr-u.-h the f iirv ' i Ions fly, 

\i.il ri.il eiie^ ruih dimi.d .m di.. i\t , 

Arid liom Kly-ium'r. balmy sluinl'ir lerii 
Till- 'lariled -mil .iwak.-, lo ifniii, .'ii..i mi'iiin. 

O ye, whose hours in jocund train advance, 
AVhose .spirits to the song of gladness dance.. 

Who flowery vales in endless view survey 
(lliltering in beams of visionary day ; 

O, yet while, P'ate delays Ut’ impending we. 

He roused to thought, anticipate the blow ; 

Lest, like the lightning's glance, the suduen ili 
' Flash to confound, and jienetratc to kill ; 
i Ijfst, thus encompass’d with funereal gloom, 

I lake me, ye bond o’er some untimely tomb, 

' J'our your wild ravings in Night’s frighted ear. 
And half pronounce Heavens sacred doom severe. 

Wise, heauft'ous, gootl J O every grace < ombined, 
That charms tlui eye, or cajitlvates the miiul ! 
p'air ns the floweret ouening on the morn, 

Whose leaves bright oroiw of liquid Marl adorn ' 
Sweet, as the downy-pinion'd gale, tnat roves 
'Po gather fr.igrance in Arabian groves ! 

Mild, ns the strains, that, at the close of day 
Warbling remote, along the vales decay i — 

Yet, why with these compared ? What tints so tine. 
What sweetness, mildness, can be matcli'd with 
thine ? 

B3 
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WTiy roam abroad ? Since 8tlll, to fancy's eyes, 

1 see, I see thy lovely form arise. 

Still let me gaze, and every care bepuile, 

Gaxe on that check, •where all the Graces smile ; 
That soul-expressing eye, bei\ignly bright. 

Where meekness beams hietiable delict ; 

That brow, where Wisdom sits enthroned serene. 
Each feature forms, and dignifies the mien : 

Still let me listen, while her words impart . 

The sweet eflfUsions of the blameless heart. 

Till all my soul, each tumult charm'd away, 
Yields, gently led, to Virtue's easy sway. 

By thee inspired, O Virtue, age is young. 

And music warbles from the faltering tongue : 

Thv ray creative cheers the clouded brow. 

And decks the faded citcek with rosy plow. 
Brightens the joyless aspect, and supplies 
Pure heavenly lustre to the languid eyes ; 

But when Youth’s living bloom rctlects th^' beams. 
Resistless on the view the glory streams. 

Love, Wonder, Joy, alternately alarm. 

And Beauty daz-rles with angelic charm. 

Ah whither fled ! ye dear illusions stay— 

Lo, pale and silent lies the lovely clay. 

How are the roses on that cheek dei'ay'd. 

Which late the purple light of youth display'd ! 
Healtli on her form each sprightly grace bestow'd ; 
With life and thought each sjwaking feature 
glow’d — 

Fair was the flower, and soft the vernal sky ; 

Elate with hope, we deem'd no tempest nigh ; 
"When lo, a wnlrlwlnd's Instantaneous gust 
Left all its beauties withering in the dust. 

All cold the hand, that soothed Wo’s weary head ! 
And quench’d the ej'e, the pitying tear that shod ! 
And mute the voice, whose pleasing accents stole. 
Infusing balm, into the rankled soul ! 

O Death, why arm with cruelty thy power, 

And spare the Idle wce<l, yet lop the flower ! 

Whv fly thy shafts-in lawless error tlriren ! 

Is Virtue then no more the care of Heaven ! 

Butpeace, bold thought ! be still my bursting heart ! 
We, not JS/tM, felt the fatal dart. 

’Scaped the dark dungeon does the slave complain, 
Nor Dless the hand that broke the galling chain i' 
Say, pines not Virtue for the lingering morn, 

On this dark wild condemn'd to roam forlorn ? 
Whore Reason’s mctcor-rays, with sickly glow. 

O’er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering throw ? 
Disclosing duDious to th' affrighted eye 
O'erwhllming mountains tottering from on high, 
Black billowy seas in storm perpetual toss’d. 

And weary ways in wilderlng labyrinths lost, 
n happy stroke that bursts the bonds of clay, 

Darts through ihe rending gloom the blaze of day, 
And wings the soul with boundless flight to soar, 
Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no more. 

'Transporting thought ! here let me wipe away 
The tear of grief, anil wake a bolder lay. 

But ah ! the swimming eye o’erflows anew, 

Nor check the sacred drons to pity due ; 

I/O, where in speechless, iiopeless anguish, liend 
(Per her loveil du.st, the Parent, Brother, Friend ! 
How vain the hope of man !— But cease thy strain. 
Nor Sorrow’s dread solemnity profane ; 

Mix’d with yon drooping Mourners, on her bier 
In silence shed th 9 sympathetic tear. 


ODE TO HOPE. 


I. 1. 

() THOU, who flad'st the pensive soul, 

More than Aurora’s smile the swain forlorn, 

Left all night long to mourn 

Where desolation frowns, and tempests howl ; 

And shrieks «f wo, as intermits the storm. 

Far o'er the monstrous wilderness resound, 

And cross the.gloom darts many a shapeless form. 
And many a fire-eyed visage glares around. 

O com^ and be once more my guest. 

Come, &r thou oft thy sup|)liant's vow hast heard. 
And on with smiles indulgent cheer'd 
Ajid aoothed him into rest. 


! Smlt thy rapture-beaming eye 
j Deep flashing tlirough the midnight of their mind, 
I The sable bands combined, 

Where Fear’s black banner bloats the troubled sky, 
Appall’d retire. Suspicion hides her head, 

Nor dares th' obliquely gleaming eyeball raise , 

I Despair, with gor/Mri-fi^red veil o'erspread, 

; Speetbi to dark Phlegethon’s detested maze. 

Lo, startled at the heavenly ray, 

With spceii unwonted Indolence upsprings, 

, And, heaving, lifts her leaden wings, 

I And sullen glides away ; 

I I. 3. 

'Ten thousand firms, by pining Fancy view'd, 
Di->'olsi-. — .\bove the Nparkliiig iloial 
I When I’lufbus rears his awful brow. 

From lengthening lawn and valley low 
! The troops of fen-norn mists retire. 

'i Along the plain 
The Joyous swain 
j Eyes the gay villages again, 

I And gold-illuminated suire 
I While on the billowy etner borne 
Floats the loose lay’s jovial measure ; 

And light along the fairy Pleasure, 

Her green robes glittering to the morn. 

Wantons on silken wing. And goblins all 
To the damp dungeon shrink, or hoary hall. 

Or wcstwaril, with impetuous flight, 

SShoot to the desert realms of their congenml 
Night. 

II. 1. 

■When first on Childhood’s eager gaze 

Life's varietl landscajie, stretcli’d immenst; amund, 

Starts out of -night profound, 

Thy voice inclte.s to temj>t th’ untroilden nia/.e. 
Fond he surveys tli\ mild maternal ftice, 

His bashful eye stilf kindling as he views, 

And, wlnlc thy lenient arm suiqiorts his pare, 
With Ix-iting heart the upland jiath pnr'ups 
'I he pith tli.U l.-ad., «.hire, hung miI imh. , 
iknil -. 1 ) II af It. yoiiiii', |;i|| \Mt trophie-., hr i^i>t 
111 fancy's r.ijiihow ray, Invite 
His wingy nerves to climb. 

II. 2. 

Pursue thy pleasurable way, 
j Safe in the guidance of thy heavenly guard, 

I Wliile melting airs are heard, 

I And soft-eyed cherub forms around thee play 
i Simplicity, in careless flowers array’d, 

I Pr.attling amusive in his ncccnt meek ; 
j /\nd iii-Hiesiy, half turning a- . ‘ .iid, 
j T he sii,,|i ji,.| d)iii|>l>iit{ nil III. glen mg (.hii-ii 
I Content and lausure, hand in hand 
Witli innocence and Peace, advance, and sini-' 
j And Mirtli, in many a mazy ring, 

: Frisks o’er the flowery land. 

I 11. 3. 

' Frail man, how various is thy lot below ! 

I To-day tho’ gales nrojiitious blow, 

I And Peace soft gliding down the sky 
! I/ead Love along and Harmony, 

! To morrow tlie gay scene deforms : 
i Then a.i around 
! The thunder’s sound 

! Rolls rattling on through heaven’s profound, 

And down rush all the stonns. 

Ye days, that balmy influence shed, 

‘ When sweet Childhood, ever sprightly, 

• In paths of pleasure sported ligntly, 

; Whither, ah whither are ye fled ! 

, V© cherub train, that brought him on his way. 

I O leave him not midst tumult and dismay ; 

, For now youth’s eminence he gains ; 
j But what a weary length of lingering toil n 
I mains! 

I III. i. 

, They shrink, they vanish into air, 

Now slander taints with pestilence the gale : 

And mingling cries assail. 

The wall of Wo, and groan of grim Despair. 

JjO, wizard Envy from his serpent eye 
Darts quick destruction in each baleful glanct ; 
Pride smiling stem, and yellow Jealousy, 

Frowning Disdain, and haggard Hate advanoej 



BATTZiS OF TBS PTOMZBS ABB CZtABBS. 13 


Behold, amidst the dire array, 

Pale wither’d Care his giant-stature rears. 

And lo, his iron hand prepares 
To grasp its feeble prey. 

III. 2. 

Who now will guard bewilder’d youth 
Safe from the fleree assault of hostile rage ! 
snrh war can Virtue wage, 

Virtue, that hehrs the sacred shield ofTruth ? 

Alas ' full oft on Guilt’s victorious car 
The spoils of Virtue are in triumph borne ; 

IV’hile the fair captive, mark'd with many a 
scar 

In lone obscurity, oppres'd, forlorn. 

Resigns to tears her angel form. 

Ill-fated youth, then whither wilt thou fly ! 

No friend, no shelter now is nigh. 

And onward rolls tlie storm. 

III. .3. 

But whence the sudden beam that shoots along ? 
Why shrink aghast the hostile throng ? 

J,o, from amidst Aftliction’s night, 

Hope bursts all radiant on the sight ; 

Her words tlie troubled bosom sooth. 

“ Why thus dismay’d ? 

Though foes invade. 

Hone ne’er is wanting to their aid, 

WHio tread the Path of truth, 

'Tis 1 who smooth the ruggcul way, 

I, who close the eyes of sorrow, 

And with glad visions of to-morrow 
Repair the weary soul’s decay. 

A hen Death’s cold touch thrills to the freezing 
heart, 

Dreams of heaven’s opening glories I impart. 

Till the freed spirit springs on high 
In rapture too severe for weak mortality.” 


PYGM;^:O.GERANO-MACHIA. : 


THE BATTLE OF 
THE rVGMIES AND CRANES. 


From the IjOtin of Addison. 


1762, 


THE pygmy-people, and the feather’d train, 
Mingling in mortal combat on the plain, 
r sing. Ye Muses, favour my designs, 

I.ead on my squadrons, and arrange the lines ; 

The flashing swords and fluttering wings display. 
And long bills nibbllngln the lilowly fray ; 

Cranes (iiirting with disdain on tiny foes. 

Conflicting birds and men, and war’s unnumber’d 
woes. 

The wars and woes of heroes six feet long 
Have oft resounded in Pierian song. 

\Vlio has not heard of Colcho’s’ golden fleece, 

-\nd Argo mann'd with all the flower of Greece ? 

' If Thebes’ fell brethren, Theseus stem of face, 

.\nd Peleus’ son unriv.all’d in the race, 

Eneas founder of the Homan line, 

And Williaiivglorious on the banks of Boyne ? 
VVho has not leam’d to weep at Pomney’s woes. 
And over Blackmore’s Epic page to doze ? 

' i'is I, who dare attempt unusual strains. 

Of hosts unsung, and unfirequent^ plains ; 

The small shrill trump, ana chie» of little size. 
And armies rushing down the darken’d skies. 

Where India reddens to the early dawn. 

Winds a deep vale from vulgar eye witlidrawn: 
Bosom’d in groves the lowly region lies, 

And rocky mountains round the border rise, 
j^re, till the doom of Fate its fall decreed, 
empire flourish’d of the pygmy-bree*! ; 

Hew Industry perfom’d, and Genius plann'd. 

And busy multitudes o’erspread the land. 

But now to these lone bounds if pilgrim stray, 
Temptiag through craggy ellfFs Che desperate way. 


He finds the puny mansion fallen to earth. 

Its godlings mouldering on th’ abandon’d heartli ; 
And starts, where small white bones are spread 
around, 

“ Or little footsteps li^jhtly print the ground 
While the proud crane her nest securely builds. 
Chattering amid the desolated, fields. 

Bat dlflTereiit fates befel her hostile rage. 

While reign’d, invincible through many an age, 

The dreaded Pygmy ; roused by war’.s alarms 
Forth rusli’d the madding Mannikin to arms. 

Fierce to the field of death the hero flies : 

The faint crane fluttering flaps the ground, and 
dies ; 

And by the victor Iwme (o'erwhelining load 1) 

W'^ith bloody bill loose-<langling marks the road. 
And oft the wily dwarf in ambush lay. 

Ami often made the callow young his prej ; 

With ^ughter’d victims heap’d liis board, and 
smiled 

T’ avenge the parent’s trespass on the child. 

Oft where his feather’d foe had rear’d her nest. 

Ami laid her eggs and household gods to rest, 
Burning for blo(^, in terrible firray. 

The eigtdeen-inch militia liurst their wav : 

All went to wreck ; the infant foeman fell. 

When scarce his chirping bill had broke tlie shell. 

Loud ujsroar hence, and rage of arms arose, 

And the fell rancour, of encountering fo«*s ; 

Hence dwarfs and cranes one general havw k 
whelms, 

And Death’s grim fi.sage scares the pygray-realm.s. 
Not half so furious blazed the wtirlike Hro 
Of Mice, high theme of the Meonian lyre ; 

When bold to battle march'd th’ accouter’d frogs, 
And the deep tumult thunder’d through the bogs. 
Pierceil by the javelin bulrush on the shore. 

Here, agonizing, roll’d the mouse in gore ; 

And there the frog (a scene full sad to see !) 

Shorn of one leg, slow sprawl’d along on three : 

He vaults no more with vigorous hoiws on high, 

But mourns in hoarsest croaks his destiny. 

And now the day of wo drew on apace, 

A day of wo to all the pygmy race, 

Whenidwarfs were doom’d (but penitence was vain) 
To rue each broken egg and chicken slain. 

For roused to vengeance by reiieated wrong, 

From distant cUmes the long-bill’d regions throng ; 
From Strymun’s lake, Cayster’s plasliy meads, 

.\ml fens of Hcythia ^een with rustling reeds ; 
From where the Daiiulie winds throughsmany a 
land, 

And Mareotis laves th’ Egyptian strand, 

'To rendezvous they waft on eager wing. 

And wait assembled the returning spring. 
Meanwhile they trim their plumes for lenrth of 
flight, [fight ; 

Whet their keen beaks, and twisting claws, for 
Each crane the pygmy power in thought o'erturn.s, 
And every bosom for the battle bums. 

Wlien genial gales the frozen air unbind. 

The screaming legions wheel, and mount tlie wind. 
Far in the sky they form Uieir long array. 

And laml and ocean stretch’d immense survey 
Deep deep lieneath ; and, triumphing in ptide. 
With clouds and winds commix’d, innumerou.-!. 
ride ; 

’Tis wild obstreperous clanguor all, and heaven 
Whirls in tempestuous unaulation driven. 

Nor less th’ alarm that shook the world below. 
Where march’d in pomp of war th’ embattled foe ; 
Where mannikins with haughty step advance. 

And grasp the ghield, and couch the quivering 
lance; 

To right and left the lengthening lines they form , 
And rank’d in deep array await the storm. 

High in the midst the chieftain-dwarf was secti, 
Of giant stature, and imperial mien. 

Full twenty inches tall he strode along. 

And view’d with lofty eye tlie wondering throng ; 
And, while with many a scar Ids visage tVown’d, 
Bareil his broad bosom, rough with many a wound 
Of beaks, and claws, disclosing to their sight 
The glorious meed of liigh heroic might. 

For with insatiate vengeanw, he pursued. 

And never ending hate, the feathery brood,; 
Unhappy they, confiding in the length 
Of horny beak, or talon’s crooked strength, 

Who durst abide his rage ; the blade descends, 
And from the panting trunk the pinion rends. 

Laid low in dust the pinion waves no more. 

The trunk disfigured stltfrms in its gore. 
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hosts of heroes fell beneatli his force ! 

What h«ap8 of chicken cama^ mark'd his course 1 
How oft, U Strynioii, thv lone hanks along. 

Did wailit^ eimo waft the funeral song. 

And now feom far the mingling clamours rise, 
Loud and more loud rebounding through tlie skies. 
I'rom skirt to .skirt of heaven, with stormy sway, 

A cloud rolls on, and darkens all the day. 

Near and more near descends tire dreadful shade. 
And now in battailous array display'd, 

< In sounding wings, and screaming in their ire. 
The cranes rusli onward, and the light re(|uire. 

The I'vgniv warriors eye with fe.it less glare 
The hosi ihii'k •.w.iriiiing .ii r the tiurilKn d .nr. 

I III. k swanning now, hut l.j tiuir native land 

Dmoiii'J to nturn a sianiv 'iriiggliiig hand 

\Vhen sudden, darting down the depth of heaven, 
Fien e on th' expecting foe the crane.H are driven. 
The kindling phrenay every bosom warms,,. 

The region echoes to the crash of arms : 

Ivoose leathers from the encountering armie.s lly. 
And in careering whirlwinds mount the sky. 

To breathe fVoin toil upsprings tlie panting crane. 
Then with fresh vigour downwards darts again. 
Success in equal balance hovering liangs. 

Here, on tlie sharp spear, mad witli mortal pangs. 
The bird transfix’d in bloody vortex whirls, 

Yet fierce in death the threatening talon curls ; 
There, while the life-blood bubbles from his wound, 
Witli little feet the pyCTty beau the ground; 

Deep from his bre.-vst the short short sob he draws. 
And dying curses the keen pointed claws. 
Trembles the thundering field thick cover’d o’er 
With falchions, mangled wings, and streaming 
And Pygmy arms, ana beaks of ample size, [gore. 
And here a claw, and diere a dngei lies. 

Kneompass'd round witii heaps of slaughter’d 
foes. 

All grim in blood the pygmy champion glows, 

And on th' assailing host iinuetuous springs. 
Careless of nibbling bills, and flapping wings ; 

And midst the tumult wheresoe’er he turns. 

The battle with redoubled fury bums ; 

From every side th* avenging cranes amain 
T'hrong, to o’erwlielin this terror of the plain. 

W hen suddenly (fi»r such the will of Jove) 

.V fowl enormous, sousing from above, 

The gallant chiefuin clutch'd, and, soaring iugh, 
(Sad chance of battle J) bore him up the sky. 

Tlie cranes pursue, and clustering m a ring. 
Chatter triumphant round the captive king. 

But ah I what pangs each pygmy tKMom wrung. 
When, now to cranes a prey on talons hung. 

High in tlie clouds they saw their helpless lord. 

His wriggling form still lessening os he soar’d. 

Lo vet sgain witli unabated r^e 
In morul strife Uie mingling hosU engage. 

The crane, with darted bill assaults the foe. 
Hovering ; then wheels aloft to scape the blow ; 
The dwarf in anguisti aims the vengeful wound ; 
But whirla in empty air the falchion round. 

Such was the scene, when midst the loud alarms 
Sublime th’ eternal Thunderer rose In arms. 

When Briareus, by mad ambition driven. 

Heaved Pelion huge, and hurl'd it high at heaven, 
.love roll'd ledoutiTing thunders from on high. 
Mountains and tiolts encounter'd in the sky ; 

Till one stupendous ruin whelm’d the crew, 

'J'heir vast limbs weltering .wide in brimstone 
blue. 

But now at length the pygmy legions yield. 

And wing’d with terror fly the fatal field. 

They raise a weak and melaneholv wail, 

All in distraction scattering o’er the vale. 

Prone on their routed rear Uie cranes descend ; 
Their bills bite furious, and their talons rend : 
With unrelenting ire they urge the chase. 

Sworn to exterminate the hated race. 

'Twas tliua the Pygmy Name, once neat in war. 
For spoils of conquer’d cranes renown'd aJhr, 
Perish'd. For, by the dread decree of Heaven, 
Sliort is the date to earthly grandeur given, 

.Vnd vain are all atternpU to roam bevond 
Where Fate has fix'd the everlasting bound. 

Fallen are the trophies of Assyrian power. 

And i’ersia’s proud dominion is no more ; 

Yea, though to both superiorfar in feme. 

Thine empire, Latium, is an empty name. 

And now with lofty chiefs of ancient time. 

The pygmy heroes roam th’ Elysian clime. 

Or, if beiiM to matron-tales be due. 

Full oft, in the belated shepherd’s view. 


Their fri«king forms, in gentle green array’d, 

( i.iiiil>i.il uro .irnid the ini-iiilighi 
tSecure, tor no alarming cranes ihulvst. 

And all their woes in long oblivion rest ; 

Down the deep dale, and n.-irrow winiliiig way, 
'Thi-.v f-MM II li.iily, rang) >i in ringlt is gay 
‘lli'ji-v .iiid trulii all, where, r ihvj lu'c, 

.\nd I'airy -pci.jile i« the name they love. 


T H E H A R E S, 


A FABLE. 


YES, yes, I grant the sons of earth 
Arc doom’d to trouble from their birth. 

We all of sorrow liave our share ; 

But say, is yours without compare '■> 
laaik rounil file world ; perhaps you’ll firid 
Each individual of our kind 
Press’d with an equal load of ill. 

Equal at least. Liaik further still. 

And own your lamentable case 
Is little short of happiness. 

In yonder hut that stands alone 
Attend to Famine’s feeble moan ; 

Or view tlie couch where Sickness lies. 

Mark his pale cheek, and languid eyes, 

His frame by '•Irong covulsion torn, 

His snucKliiifr ML’Ii', .ind looks foro in. 
t»r se«s iranstix’u with keener pangs, 

Uliere o’er his hoard the miser hangs ; 
Whistles the wind ; he starts, lie stares, 

Nor .Slumber’s balmy blessing sh.ires, 

DesiMir, Iteinorse, and Terror roll 
Their tempests on his harass’d soul. 

But here perhaps it Miay avail 
T’ enforce our reasoning with a tale. 

Mild was the mom, tlie sky serene, 

The iolly hunting band convene. 

Tlic la igl.-’s bri .i.t wiili iirdoiir Mim-, 

'I he bounding steed the champaign si nrn , 
toil I’jniv oil ilic u.ime ilescrie, 

'1 lir.>ugh the li.iiniir . no.e. jiid liuni..|ii lm'i i . 

Jud then, a munLil of the liart' 

H.iii met, on nalioiiiil .-itl.ur.. 

Tilt* . hill's Wi re M l • while ..’i r ||.| it In .i.l 
1 he liir/e Ms fil//led coveiing spre jU 
Jiong lists of grievances were heard, 

Ami general discontent apjicar’d. 

“ Our harmless race shall every savage 
Both quadruped .and biped ravage ? 

Shall horses hounds and huaters still 
Unite tlieir wits to work us ill ? 

I'lie youth, his parent’s sole delight, 

Whose tooth the dewy lawns invite. 

Whose pulse in every vein beats strong. 
Whose IIiuImi leap light the vales along. 

May yet ere noontide meet his death, 

And lie dismember’d on the heath. 

For youth, alas, nor cautious age. 

Nor strength, nor speed, eludes tlieir rage. 

In every held we meet the fw, 

Eacli gale comes fraught with sounds of wo ; 
The nioming but awakes our fears. 

The evening sees us bathed in tears. 

Hut must we ever idly grieve. 

Nor strive our fortunes to relieve ? 

Small Is each individual’s force : 

To stratagem be our recourse ; 

And then. fVom all our tribes combined. 

The murderer to his cost may hnd 
No foes are weak, whom Justice arms, 

Whom Concord leads, and Hatred wamts. 

Be roused ; or liberty acquire. 

Or in the great attempt expire.” 

He said no more, fur in his breast 
Conflicting thoughts the voice suppres'd : 

The fire of vengeance seem’d to stream 
From his swoln eyeball’s yellow gleam. 

And now the tumults of the wax. 

Mingling confusedly from afet. 

Swell In the wind. Now louder cries 
Distinct of hounds and men arise. 

Forth from the brake, with beating heart 
Th’ assembled hares tumultqous start. 
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And, every straining nerve on wing, 

Away precipitately spring. 

The hunting band, a signal given. 

Thick thundering o'er the plain are driven ; 
O'er cliff abrupt, and shrubby mound. 

And river broad, impetuous bound ; 

Now plunge amid tlie forest shades, 

Glance through the openings tif the glades ; 
Now o’er the level valley sweep, 

Now with short steps strain up the steej* ; 
While backward from the hunter’s eyes 
'j'he lantlscape like a torrent flies. 

At last an ancient wood they gain’d, 
lly pruner’s axe yet unprofanwl, 

H'ign o’er the rest, by Nature rear’d. 

The oak’s majestic boughs aiipear’d ; 

Beneath, a copse of various hue 
[n barbarous luxuriance grew. 

No knife had cvirb’d the rambling sprays. 

No hand had wove tit’ implicit maze. 

'Ihe flowering tl»om, self-taught to wind. 

The liazle’s stubborn stem entwined, 

And bramble twigs were wreathed arotmd. 

And rough furze crept along the ground. 

Here sheltering, from the sons of murther, 

The hares drag their tired limbs no further. 

But lo. the western wind erelong 
Was loud, and roar’d the woods among ; 

From rustling haves, and crashing bought. 

'1 tie sound i-l vso and w.ir .'vru,c-. 

I hr harts di^tr u li d -.cour the grove, 

As terror and amazement drove ; 

But danger, wheresoe'er they fled. 

Still seem’d Impimding o'er their head. 

N..W , rowdid in a grotto's gb<.m, 

.1 . hopi; eslin< t, thi n wait ihnrdoom. 

I'lf. the Mb in r, till, at hiigtli, 

Fm'O it'Oii dekp.iir ilernmg strength, 

AVith bloody eye, and furious look, 

A daring youth arose, and spoke. 

" O vrelchcd r ice, the scorn of Fate, 
born ill> ■■t'eitr.v son aMait ' 

■ uT'.t d W ith kei nc't sense lo ft el 
f I tie sbarnest .ting ol utrv ill ' 

1 - iv .e, vkho. fr night witli imgliiy s« heme. 

' <>t libitiv and n iigeuiii e iln .nil, 

[ W bat n..w nn. utils 'I o uh.ai recoss 
j .Shall we our weary steps address, 

Since fate is evermore pursuing 
I All ways, and means to work our ruin ? 

! Are we alone, of all beneath, 

I r.iiiilemn’d to ini-.t r> wor-e than ilnth ' 

1 .MubI ue, w iih friiiiless labour, strive 
i In misery worse than death to live! 

I h'o. Be the smaller ill our choice : 

So dictates Nature’s powerful voice. 

; Death’s pang will in a moment cease ; 

! -Apd then, All hail, eternal peace !” 
j Thus while he spoke, his words impart 
' T ne dire resolve to every heart. 

' A distant lake In prospect lay. 

That glittering in the sol.ar ray. 

Gleam’d throiigh the dusky trees, and shot 
I A trembling light along the grot, 
j Thither with one consent they bend, 

! Their sorrows with their lives to end, 

While each. In thought, already hears 
, The water hissing In his ears. 

! Fast by the margin of the lake, 

I r onceal’d within a thorny brake, 

A Linnet sat, whoso careless lay 
-Amused the solitary day. 

('arcless he sung, for on his breast 
Sorrow no lasting trace impress’d ; 

When suddenly ho heard a sound 
Of .swift feet traversing the ground. 

Jluick to the neighbouring tree he flics, 

1 hence trembling cast around his eyes ; 
foe appear’d, nis fears were vain ; 
leased lie renews the sprightly strain. 

The hares, whose noise had caused his fright, 
with surp^se the Jinnet’s flight. 

^ there on earth a wretch, they said, 

Whom our approach can strike with dread ? 

An instantaneous change of thought 
1 0 tumult every bosom wrought. 

^fares the system -building sage. 

Who, Plodding on from youth to age. 

At last on some foundation-dream 
Has rear’d aloft his goodly scheme. 

And proved his predecessors fools. 

And bound all nature by his rules; 


So fares he In that dreadful hour, 

When injured Truth exerts her power 
Some new phenomenon to raise ; 

Wliich, bursting on his frighted gaze. 

From its proud summit to tlie ground 
Proves the whole edifice unsound. 

“ Children.” thus spoke a hare sedate. 
Who oft liad known tn’ extremes of fate, 

“ In slight events the docile mind 
May hints of gootl instruction find. 

'That our condition is the worst. 

And we with sucli misfortunes cursed 
As all comparison defy. 

Was late the universal cry. 

When lo, an accident so slight 
As yonder little linnet's flight. 

Has made your stubborn heart confess 
(So your amazement bids me guess) 

That all our load of woes and fears 
Is but S part of what he bears. 

Where can he rest sticure from harms, 
Whom even a helpless hare alarms ? 

Yet he rejiines not at his lot. 

When pass’d the danger is forgot ; 

On yonder bough lie trims his wings. 

And with unusual rapture sings ; 

While we, less wretened, sink ^ncath 
Our lighter ills, and rush to death. 

No more of this unmeaning rage. 

But hear, my friends, the words of age. 

“ When by the winds of autumn driven 
The scatter’d clouds fly cross the heaven, 

Oft have we, from some mountain’s head, 
Beheld th’ alternate light and shade 
Sweep the long vale. Here hovering lours 
The snadowy cloud ; there downward' pours, 
Ktreiuning direct, a flood of day. 

Which from the view flies swift away ; 

It flics, while other shades advance, 

And other streaks of sunshine glance ; 

Thus checker’d is the life below 
With gleams of joy, and clouds of wo. 

Then hope not. while we journey on. 

Still to be basking in the sun ; 

Nor fear, though now in shades ye mourn, 
That sunshine will no more return. 

If, by your, terrors overcome. 

Ye fly before th’ approaching glqpm, 

The rapid clouds your flight pursue. 

And darkness still o’ercasts your view. 

Who longs to reach the radiant plain • 
Must onward urge his course amain ; 

For doubly swift the shadow flics, 

AV'hen ’gainst the gale the pilgrim plies ; 

At least be firm, and undismay’d 
Maintain your ^ound ! the fleeting shade 
Ere long spontaneous glides away, 

And givesyou back th’ enlivening ray. 

Lo, ■wnile I speak, our danger past ! 

No more the shrill horn’s angry blast 
Howls In our ear ; the savage roar 
Of war and murder is no more. 

Then snatch tho moment fate allows. 

Nor think of past or fbture woes.” 

He spoke ; end hope revives; the lake 
That instant one and all forsake. 

In sweet amusement to employ 
The present sprightly hour of joy. 

Now from me western mountains brow 
Compass’d wim clouds of various glow. 

The sun a broader orb displays, 

And shoots aslope his ruddy rays. 

The lawn assumes a fresher green. 

And dew-drops spangle all the scene. 

The balmy zephyr breathes along. 

The shepherd sings his tender song. 

With all their lays the groves resound. 

And falling waters murmur round. 

Discord and care were put to flight. 

And all was peace, and calm delight. 


EPITAPH : 

Being part tff an Inscription for a Monument tv fx 
erected fry a Gentleman to the Memory qfhisf ady. 

FAREWELL, my best-beloVed ; whose heavenly 
mind 

Genius with virtue, strength with softneaa join'd : 
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[)«votion, undcbascd by pride or art, 

With meek simplicity, and joy of heart. 

Though sprightly, jjentlc; though pdlite, sincere ; 
•And only of thyself a judge severe ; 

Unbluraed, unequall’d in each sphere of life, 

I'he tenderest Daughter, Sist^ Pan.'nt, Wife, 
la thee, their Patroness, th’ afflicted lost ; 

I'hy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boast; 
And I— but ah, can words my loss declare, 

< , r paint th’ extremes of transport and despair ! 

< ) Thou, beyond what verse or sjieech can tell. 

My guide, my friend, my best'beloveti, farewell 


ODE 


ON LORD B1RTH-D^1?A'. 


A MUSE, unskill'd in venal praise. 
Unstain’d with flattery’s art ; 

Who loves simplicity of lays 
Kreathed ardent from the heart ; 

'.Vhile gratitude and joy inspire, 

Resumes the tong-unpraetlsed l\ re, 

I’o hail, O H**, Uiy Natal Morn : 

No gaudy wreathe of flowers she weaves. 
But twines with oak the laurel leaves. 

Thy cradle to adorn. 

For not on beds of gaudv flowers 
Thine ancestors reclined. 

Where Sloth dissolves, and Spleen devours 
All ener^ of mind. ^ 

To hurl the dart, to ride the car. 

To stem the deluges of war. 

And snatch from .^te a sinking land : 
Tremble th' Invader’s lofty crest. 

And from his grasp the dagger wrest. 

And desolating brand : 

’Twas this, that raised th' ilhutrious Line 
To match the first in Fame ! 

A thousand years "haTe seen it shine 
With unabated ilame. 

Have seen thy mighty Sires appear 
Foremost in Glory's high career, 

Tiic pride and pattern of the Brave. 

Yet, pure from lust of blood their sire. 

And from Ambition's a-Ud desire. 

They triumph'd but to save. 

The Muse with joy attends their way, 

The vale of Peace along { 

There to its Ixird the Village gay 
Renews the grateful song. 

Yon castle's glittering towers contain 
No pit of wo, norclankina chain. 

Nor to the suppliant's wall resound : 

The open doors the needy bless, 

Th' unfriended hall their calm recess. 

And gladness smiles around. 

There, to the sympathetic heart. 

Life’s best delights belong. 

To mitigate tlie mourner's snaart. 

To guard the weak fVom wrong. 

Fe Sons of Luxury;, be wise ; 

Know, happiness for ever flies 
The cold and solitary breast; 

Then let the social instinct glow 
And learn to feel another’s wo. 

And in his joy be bless’d. 

O yet, ere Pleasure plant her snare 
For unsuspecting youth ; 

Ere Flattery her song prepare 
To check the voice or Truth ; 

O may lus country's guardian Power 
Attend the slumbering Infant’s bower. 

And bright, inspiring dreams impart ; 

To rouse th' hereditary lire. 

To kindle each sublime desire. 

Exalt, and warm the heart. 

Swift to reward a Parent's fears, 

A Parent's iiopes to crown. 

Roll on in peace, ye blooming years. 

That rear niin to renown ; 


AVTien in his finish’d form and face 
Admiring multitudes shall trace 
Each patrimonial charm combined. 

The courteous yet m^estic mien. 

The liberal smile, the look serene. 

The great and gentle mind. 

Yet, though thou draw a nation’s eyes, 
And win a nation's love, 

I.et not thy towering mind despise 
The village and the grove. 

No slander there shall wound thy fame. 
No ruffian take his deadly aim. 

No rival weave the secret snare : 

For Innocence with niv.n l Mnile 
Simplieils lli.il kiMw. ti > fc:ii ile, 
i .\nd Love and Pc.iLe .ire there. 

i When winds the mountain oak assail. 
And lay Its glories waste, 

Pontent may slumber in the vale, 
UiKonscious ..rtlu- hlasi. 

I'iirnugli ^cene^ Ilf liiiniilr u l.ile ue 
The heart, alas ! is ne’er at home, 

I It hoi>es in tirhe to roam no more ; 

I 'The mariui?r, not vainly iiravp, % 

' Combats the storm, and rides the wave. 

To Test at last on shore. 

Ye proud, ye selfish, ye severe. 

How vain your mask of state ! 

The good alone have joy sincere, 

'I'he good alone are great : 

Great, when, amid me vale of peace. 
They bid the pl.'iirrt of sorrow cease. 

And bear the voice of artless nnaise ; 

As when along the trophied plain 
Sublime they lead the victor frain. 
While shouting nations gaze. 


Tt> 


THE RIGHT HONOUR.ABLE 

LADY CHARLOTTE GORDON 

Dressed in a Tartan Scotch Bonnet, 
rvith Plumes, Jj-c. 


WHY, Lady, wilt thou bind thy lovely brow 
With the dread semblance of that warlike helm, 
'That nodding plume, and wreathe of various glmir 
'That graced the chiefs of Scotia's ancient realm ' 

Thou know’st that virtue Is of power the source, 
And all her magic to tliy eyes Is given ; 

We own thel» empire, while we feel their force, 
Beaming with the benignity of heaven. 

'The plumy helmet, and the martial mien. 

Might dignify Minerva’s awftil charms ; 

But more resistless far th’ Idalian queen- 
Smiles, graces, gentleness, her only arms. 


I ^ THE HERMIT. 

’ AT the Close of the day, when tlve hamlet is still, 

; And mortals the sweeu of forgetfulness prove, 

' When nought hut the torrent is heard on the hill. 

And nought but the nightingale’s song in the grove 
I ''Twa-s thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 

, While his harp rung symphonious, a Hermit bcgaJ> 
: No more with himself or with nature at war. 

He tliought as a Sage, though he felt os a Man. 

“ Ah why, all abandon’d to darkness and wo. 
Why. lone Philomela, that languishing fall •' 

For Spring shall return, and a lover bestow. 

And Sorrow no longer thy bosom inthral. 

But, if pity inspire thee, renew the sad lay, 

, Mourn, sweetest complaincr, man calls thee 
mourn ; 

i t) soothe him, whoso pleasures like thine paM avra. 

J Full quickly they pass— but they never return. 
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01>E TO 

« \'()«r Eliding remote, on the verge of the sky, 

The Aloon, nalf-extinguish’d, her crescent. <lis- 
plays : 

But lately I mark’d, when majestic on high 
Sh(' shone, and the planets were lost in her blaze. 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladness pursue 
TbP path that conducts thee to splendour again, 
ii.ji .M iri’s faded k'lory what change 'hall leni w ' 

\i, I'.N,! ' to exult in a glory so vain 1 

'Tis night, and the landscap<! is lovely no more ; 

I mount, hut, ye woodland.s, 1 mourn not for you ; 
Kor morn Is approaching, your charms to restore. 
Perfumed witn fresh fragrance, anu glittering with 

dew. 

Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
kind Nature the embryo blossom will save. 

I'„t nhui hall *>pring lisit the mouldering um ' 

• ■ ytUi ii 'hull It il ftii on tin- night of the gravel 

‘ Twas thus, by the glare of false Science betray’d. 
That leads, to bewilder ; and dazzles, to blind ; 

My thoughts wont to roam, from sh^e onward to 
shade, 

Destruction Itefore me, and sorrow behind. 

‘ (1 iiity, great Father of light,’ tlien I cried, 

‘ Thv creature who fain wotiUl not wander from 
Thee 1 

Do, humbled in difst, I relinquish my pride ; 

From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free. 

“ And darkness and doubt are now flying away. 

No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn. 

So breaks on the traveller, faint, and astray, 

I I rii'ht and the halmy efFulcenre of mom. 

'■ 1 Pi'll, 1 «is<>, .iMil Meri y , m iriuiiiplid« srendini’, 

\ m 1 N iiure .til gl'iwing in tilen'. nr't l■l■M»ln ' 

"1 I till chts k Ilf iK-aih 'miki .uni ro,i-s are 

blending, 

And Doauty Immortal awakes from the tomb.” 


ODE TO PEACE. 


Written in the year 17'>S. 


I. 1. 

I’K.tCE, heaven-descended maid! whose powerful 
voice 

From ancient dtirkness call’d the mom ; 

1" I IiU'h'.l iifj irriugeh im-nt*. the tn'iv’, 

' ' '‘-It ' h . lr..'m Ills old d 'uiinion lorn, 

I 'll' ill h.' hi-ll.iwiMg thr.ing, 

I I .r. ' ir wa . hurl d the S”i,l ..I-T'.- along ; 

! I ■ I il the hrigtil .iTiEi lir . h.or, 

I '■II I' iL\ tlir'.iigh all their rtrik ■, the i-tirn il lyrt, 

I 1, ,ii hiiiil .ymphiiny, the iirip'-iuous sir:iiii ; 

And every fiery orh .and planet sung, 

I And wide, through Night’s dark solitary reign, 
i Ht'hoiinrling long and deep, the lays triumphant 
I rung ! 

j I. <2. 

. 'ih. whither arttliou fled, ‘satumian .Age' 
j '■ '■ r .iinil .again, majestic years ' 
r..i.r.. ,1, the sceptre of tjiannic rage ; 

I wan cheek to wljie ilie hitler U*.u -• . 

' • og.ain roll round ' 

1 pjfk' from alar what des..I afiiig »"und, 

[ h'le e. hoos lua.l the .igh.ng gili., 

■' iiii .Jire pretiiige the thr.iMuiig he irt .assaii, ' 

' Murdi-r.dwp.ronsed.wlih all the whirl wmd sh.U'U*, 
! Anti roar of tempest, from her cavern springs, 

I m r tangled serpents girds around her w.aist, 

; '"n.lei, gha-stly fierce, and shakes her gore-distilling 
j wings. 


1 he shouts, vtv'nuhling, rise 
m thunder to the skies; 
i he nymphs disordered, dart along, 

^f^et powers of solitude and song, 

.'vith the horrors of discordant sound; 
all is listening, tremMing round. 


PEACE. 

Torrents, far heard amid the waste of night, 

That oft have led the wanderer right, 

A re silent at the noise. 

The mighty Ocean’s more majestic voice, 

Drown’d in sunerior din, is heard no more ; 

The surge in silence seems to sweep the foamy shore. 

11. I. 

The bloody banner, streaming in the air, 

S^n on yon sky-mix'd mountain’s brow, 

1 he mingling multitudes, the madding car, 

Driven in confusion to the plain below, 

War’s dreadful liord proeWm. 

Bursts out, by frequent fits, the expansive flame ; 

Snatch’d in tempestuous eddies, flies 

The biirgmg smoke o’er all the darken’d skies; 

I he cheerful face of heaven no more is seen ; 

The bloom of morning fades to deadly pale ; 

The h.at flies transient o’er the dusky green, 

And Night’s foul birds along the sullen twilight sail. 


Involved in fire-streak’d gloom, the car comes on. 
'Phe nishinff steeds grim Terror ciil.l. < 

111 . I.in lieni wriiheil t-> .v rili.nili '' . , 

Aloft the angiy Fnwtr uf Halili' ri.h «. 

(Iraspetl in his mighty hand 
A mace tremendous desolates the land ; 

The tower rolls headlong down the steep, 

The mountain shrinks before its wasteful sweep, 
Chill horror the dissolving limbs invades, 

Smit liy the blasting lightning of his eyes ; 

dec p- r glihitn inve>-l>i Ihe hnn ling sli.idcs , [dies. 
Mnpii'd i> the shaiUT’d grove, and every verdure 

II. 3. 

How startled Phren^ stares. 

Bristling her ragged hairs 1 
Revenjjse the gory fragment gnaws ; 

See, with her griping vulture claws 
Imprinted deep, she rends the mangled wound ! 
Hate whirls her torch sulnhureous Tound. 

The shrieks of .agony, ana clang of .arms, 

Ite-echo to the hoarse al.arms. 

Her trump terrific blows. 

Disparting from behind, the clouds disclose. 

Of kingly gesture, a gigantic form, Lstorm. 

That with his scourge sublime rules the careering 

III. 1. 

Ambition, outside fair ! within as foul * 

As fiends of fiercest heart below. 

Who rides the hurricanes of fire, th.at roll 
Their thundering vortex o’er the realms of wo, 

Yon naked waste survey ; 

Where late was he.ard the flute’s mellifluous lay; 
Where late the rosy-bosom’d hours, 

Tn I'w'se aiTav, danced lightly o’er the flowers ; 

\Vh- re I He ih..* slie]i|ier.riiild hi. tender l iie . 

w ike" d l>v the iiiurmiiring l.ree/e .>!' nii.rn, 

I • ..f . heerflll I.ll. llir lillM liieiJ lie. 

.And do'., I ' •••I Plenty smiled, anil wa*ed h- r nln r il 
horn. 

III. 2. 

Yon ruins, sable from the wasting flame. 

But mark the once resplendent dome ; 

The frequent corse obstructs the sullen stream 
And ghosts glare horrid from the sylvan gloom. 
How sadly silent all 1 

Save where, outstretch'd beneath yon hanpng wall 
Pale Famine moans with feeble breath, 
j And Anguish yells, and grinds his bloody teeth. 
Though vain the muse, and every melting hay 
To tf)uch thy heart, unconscious of remorse !’ 

! Know, monster, know, thy hour is on the way ; 

! I see, I see the years begin their mighty course. 
III. 3. 

What scenes of glory rite 
Before my dazzled eyes ! 

Young zephyrs wave their wanton wings 
And melody celestial rings. 

All blooming on the lawn the nymphs advance. 
And touch the lute, and range the dance ; 

And the blithe shepherds, on the mountain’s side. 
Array’d in idl their rural pride, 

Kxalt the festive note, 

Inviting Echo from her inmost grot— . 

But ah! the landscape glows with fainter light ; 

It darkens, swina* and ues for ever from my sight. 
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IV. 1. 

Illusions Tain ! Can sacred Peace reside 
Where sordid Rold the breast alarms, 

^^ere Cruelty inflames the of Pride, 

And Grandeur wantons in sou Pleasure's arms ! 
Ambition, these are thine ! 

These from the soul erase the form divine ; 

And quench the animating fire. 

That warms the iMjsoin with sublime desire. 
Thence the relentless heart forgets to feel. 

And Hatred trium]>h8 on the o'erwhelming brow, 
And midnight Rancour grasps the cruel steid ; 
Blaze the blue flames of death, and sound the 
shrieks of wo. 

IV. 2. 

From Albion fled, thy once beloved retreat. 

What regions brighten in thy smile. 

Creative Peace ! and underneath thy feet 
See sudden flowers adorn the rugged soil ? 

In bleak Siberia blows. 

Waked bjr thy genial breath, the' balmy rose ? 


FBACB. 

Waved over by thy magic wand. 

Does life inform fell Lybia’s burning sand ? 

Or does some isle thy parting flight detain. 

Where roves the Indian through prim®val sh adr-s 
Haunts the pure pleasures of the sylvan reign, 
And, led by Reason's light, the path of N aluu- 
treads ? 

IV. 3. 

On Cuba's utmost steep. 

Far leaning o’er the deep. 

The Goddess' pensive form was seen ; 

Her robe, of Nature’s varied green, 

Waved on the gale; grief diinra’d her radimit 
eyes; 

Her l)OSom heaved with bo.iing sighs ; 

She eyed the main, where, gaining on the view, 
Emerging from the ethereal blue, 

'Midst the dread pomp of war, 

Hlazea the Iberian streamer from afar. 

She saw ; and. on refulgent pinions home 
Slow wing'd tier way sublime, and mingled with 



SHENSTONE’S POEMS. 




THE 


POETICAL WORKS 

WILLIAM SHENSTONE, 

Itffc ot tlie Slut|)ov, 

A DESCRIPTION OF THE 

L E A S O W E S. 


LONDON : 

PUBLISHED PY JONES & COMPANY, 

3, ACTON PLACE, KINGSLAND ROAD. 

1825. 



GLASGOW: 

AffosKW it JoiiK M. Dvvcxv, 
Fiinten to the Univerwly, 



PREFACE. 


A GREAT pnrt of the Poetical Works of Mr. 
Shciutone, particularly his Elegies and Pastorals, 
are (as he himself expresses it) " The exact tran- 
scripts of the situation of his own mind,*’ and abound j 
in frequent aliusions to his own place, the beautiful 
scene of his retirement from the world. Exclu- 
sively, therefore, of our natural curiosity to be ac- 
quainted with the history of an author whose Works 
we peruse with pleasure, some short account of 
llfr. Shenstone’s personal character, and situation 
in life, may not only bo agreeable, but absolutely 
necessary, to the reader, as it is impossible he 
should enter into the true spirit of his writings, if 
he is entirely ignorant of tho.su circumstances of 
his life, which sometimes so greatly influenced his 
reflections. 

I could wish, however, that this txsk had been 
allotted to some person capable of performing it In 
that masterly manner which the subject so well 
deserves. To confess the truth, it was chiefly to 
prevent his remains from falling into the hands of 
any one still less qualilied to do him justice, that I 
Itave unwillingly ventured to undertake the publi- 
cation of them myself. 

Mr. Shenstone was the eldest son of a plain un- 
educated gentleman in Shropshire, who fanned his 
own estate. The father, scn.siblc of his son’s ex- 
traordinary capacity, resolved to give him a learned 
education, and sent him a commoner to Pembroke 
t’ollege in Oxford, do.signing him for the church; 
Out though he had the most awful notions of Uie 
wisdom, power, and gooilntss, of God, ho never 
could be persuaded to enter into orders. In his 
private opinions he adhered to no particular sect, 
and hated all religious disputes. But whatever 
Wore his own sentiments, he always showed great 
tenderness to those who diflered from him. Ten- 
derness, indeed, in every sense of the word, was his 
peculiar characteristic ; his friends, his domestics, 
his poor neighbours, all daily experienced his be- 
nevolent turn of mind. Indeed, Uiis virtue in him 
was often carried to such excess, that it sometimes 
bordered upon weakness ; yet, if he was convinced 
that any of those ranked amongst the number of 
his friends had treated him ungenerously, be was 
not easily reconciled. He used a maxim, however, 
®n sncli occasions, which is worthy of being ob- 


served and imitated: “I never, said he, “will 
be a revengeful enemy; but I cannot, it is not in 
my nature, to be half a friend.” He was in his 
temper quite unsuspicious ; but if su.splcion was 
once awakened in him, it was not laid asleep again 
without ditUculty. 

■ He was no economist ; the generosity of his tem- 
per prevented him fr<Hn paying a i»roper regard 
to the use of money : he exceeded, therefore, the 
bounds of hi.s paternal fortune, which before he 
died was considerably encumbered. But when one 
recollects the perfect paradise ho raised around 
him, the hospitality with which he lived, his great 
indulgence to his servants, his charities to the rn- 
digent, and all done with an estate not more than 
three hundred pounds a-year, one should rather be 
Jed to wonder that he left any thing behind him, 
than to blame his want of economy. He left, how- 
ever, more than sufficient to pay all his debts, and 
by })is will appropriated his whole estate for that 
purpose. 

It was perhaps from some considerations on the 
narrowness of liis fortune that he forbore to marry, 
for lie was no enemy to wedlock, had a high opin- 
ion of many among the fair sex, was fond of their 
society, and no stranger to the tendcrest Impres- 
sions. One, which lie received in his youth, was 
with difficulty surmounted. The lady was the 
subject of that sweet pastoral, in four parts, which 
has been so universcdly admired ; and which, one 
would have thought, must have subdued the loftiest 
heart, and softened the most obdurate. 

His person, as to height, was above the middle 
stature, but largely aud rather inelegantly formed : 
his face seemed plain till you conversed with him, 
and then it grew very plea.sing. In his dress be 
was negligent even to a fault ; ihougb, when young, 
at the university, he was accounted a beau. He 
wore his own hair, which was quite grey very early, 
in a particular manner; not from any affectation of 
singularity, but from a maxim he had laid down, 
that without too slavish a regard to fashion, every 
one should dress In a manner mo.st suitable to his 
own person and figure. In short, his faulU were 
only little blemishes, thrown In by Nature, as it 
were, on purpose to prevent him from rising too much 
above that level of imperfection allotted to humanity. 
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His character, as a ■writer, will be distinguished 
by simplicity with elegance, and genius with cor- 
rectness. He had a sublimity equal to the highest 
attempts ; yet, from the indolence of his temper, 
he chose rather to amuse himself in culling flowers 
at the foot of the mount, than to take the trouble of 
climbing the more arduous steeps of Pantassus ; but 
whenever he was disposed to rise, his stefts, though 
natural, were noble, and always well supiwrted. In 
the tenderness of Elegiac Poetry he hath not been 
excelled: in the simplicity of Pastoral, one may 
venture to say, he had very few equals. Of great 
sensibility himself, he never failed to engage the 
hearts of his readers ; and, amidst the nicest atten- 
Uon to the harmony of his numbers, he always took 
care to express, with propriety, the sentiments of 
an elegant mind. In all his writings his greatest 
difficulty was to please himself. I reineiulier a 
paiisage in one of his Letters, where, speaking of his 
lx>ve-song$, lie says, — " Some were written on 
occasions a good deal imaginary, others not so ; and 
thq. reason tliere are so many is, that 1 wanted to 
write one good sung, and could never please myself” 
It was this diffidence which occasioned him to 
throw aside many of liis pieces before he had be- 
stowed upon them his last touches. I have sup- 
pressed several on this account; and if, among 
those which I have selected, there should be dis- 
covered some little want of his finishing polish, I 
hope it wilt be attributed to this cause, and, of 
course, be excused : yet I flatter myself there will 
always appear something well worthy of having 
been preserved, and though 1 was afVaid of inserting 
what might injure the character of my friend, yet, 
as the sketches of a great master are always valu- 
able, 1 was unwilling the public should lose any 
thing material of so accomplished a writer. In 
this dilemma it will easily be conceived that the 
task I had to perform would become somewhat 
difficult ; how I have acquitted myself the public 
must judge. Nothing, however, except what be 
had already pubiislied, has been admitted without 
the advice of tus most judicious friends ; nothing 


altered without their particular concurrence. It is 
impossible to pleoss every one; but it is hoped 
that no reader will be so unreasonable as to imagine 
that the Author wrote solely for his amusement: 
his talents were various; and though it may per- 
haps be allowed that his excellence chiefly apjiear- 
ed In subjects of tenderness and simplicity, yet he 
frequently condescended to trifle with those of 
humour and drollery ; these, indeed, he himself in 
some measure degraded, by the title which he ga\e 
them of licvities; but had they* been entirely re 
jected, the public would have been deprived of some 
jeux d* esprit, excellent in their kind; and Mr. 
Hhenstone's character as a writer would have bt>eii 
but imjierfectly exfiibited. 

But the talents of Mr Shenstone were not con 
fined merely to jioetry ; his character, as a man < f 
clear judgment and ileep penetration, will best 
appear from his Prose Work.s; it is there we iflibst 
search for the acuteness of his understanding, and 
his profound knowledge of the human heart. It i.4 
to be lamented, indeed, that some things here are 
unfinished, and can be regarded only as frag- 
ments ; many are left as single thoughu, but which, 
like the sparks of diamonds, show the richness of 
the mine to which they belong ; or, like the foot of 
Hercules, discover the uncommon strength, anti 
extraordinary dimensions of that hero. I have no 

apprehension of incurring blame from any one for 
preserving these valuable remains ; they will dis- 
cover to every reader llte Author’s sentiments on 
several important subjects ; and there can be very 
few to whom they will not impart many thoughts 
which they would never perhaps have been able to 
draw from the source of their own reflections. 

But 1 believe little need be said to recommend 
the writings of this gentleman to public attention. 
His character is already sufficiently established; 
and, if he be not injured by the inability of his 
Editor, there is no doubt but he will ever maintain 
an eminent station among the best of our English 
writers. 

B. DODSLEY. 
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A rREFATORY ESSAY 


ELEGY. 


IT is observable that discourses prefixed to poetry, 
:irp ('(intrivwl very frefpjerillv to inculcate Kuch 
Uii.'i. .11 i'U> cxl.ii-it ihi p.. rl'i.rnmn. e t.tilie fftcAi- 

. I I'lti I'ltai:..' : ibei.il.Ti.- ii vd > < (imniunly rti'i-il 

ill the first iilace, and the measures by which we 
are to judfje of Its merit are afterwards adiuKtetl. 

There have been few rules fjiven us bv tlie critics 
nirv emiiiK the structure of Elegiac Poetry ; and 
f ir be it from the lUitlior of the lullowLng trifles to 
liifpitfv his own opinions witlr that denomination j 
be would only intimate the great variety of sub- 
jpots, and the different styles in which the writers 
nf Klegy have hitherto indulged themselves, and 
endeavour to shield the following ones hy the lati- 
f i.l.- ..ftlicir oxamplo. 

if Vie ci.iisider ine etymology of tlic word,* the 
. I'lUi. i will'll ll'ii.u.* UH.1 it.t or the confession 
V I'll M • ii 1 . 1 iiuki 1 I on. eriiing ii,f I think we may 
coiu’lude thus much, however, that Elegy, in its 
true and genuine acceptation, includes a tender 
and (querulous idea ; that it looks upon this as its 
(leculur characteristic ; and so long us this is thor- 
ougtily sustained, admits of a variety of subjects, 
which', by its manner of treating them, it renders 
its own : it throws its mehinolioly stole over pretty 
different objects, which, like the dresses at a fu- 
neral procession, gives them all a kind of solemn 
and uniform appearance. 

It IS probable ihat Elegies were written, at first, 
n|"in the deatli of iiiLim.iti' friends arul near rela- 
tions; celebrated beauties or fa vouriUi mistresses; 
I'l I,, li.-, lit g iveniori and illu trinus men : one m.av 

"I J. ii. 1 tiap-, 111' all Ih'ne who ..rc pi hy Virgil 

■ 'll. Ijurcl grove ot his EIvmiiiii, {I'lJe Hurd's 
l'‘i< nation on Ilorai v't Kpi.'ile,i 

Quique sui memorcs alios fecerc mcrendo. 

fir-r these siilficrts w'cre sufficient] v exhansicd, and 

f " • 1 ity ..I i.ii..- dupl.iyetl 111 the mo-i .iiIl. ling 

. . the s.'iiglii III caii.in to vary ihiir 

" I ' "Ml-, anil the nevi Icn.lir 'pi.ilciol sorn-w. 
it I'lt .. Iiieil Use If « li the griel of alniilt of I.e- 
1. 1 - I. ' 1 1 ■.^. ri ; and thii m-lulc.-iue iinghi be indeed 
‘", '"1 lli..■m, l.iii wTili ihii ilii-y Were n..| coniein- 
I ■!" h I'l ol. I lined a im.all c riier m the pro- 

‘ iv. ,aii.l they took .tdv ant. igi . froin then, e, 

■ rru'i ihe wli'de u rntory lln-y sung ns sp"lli, 
" """I II ov iii"ii', and rej'ii. ing ',4 a, well .n ibu 
' ■'•lUiviiy and exequies that attended it: they gave 
I file name of Elegy to their (ileasantries as well as 
I |;‘'n‘‘ntationi, till at last, Uirough their abundant 
I tiiiiiir., f.,, ih, j forgot that the vyprew 

[ “ I ill' ir j'M, ,,lijr g.iil mil. 

1 in tlii.i, u IS iirubahie, they deviated from the 
; •'ififnnal design of Elegy ; and it should seem that 
I of subjects, tre.ated in such a manner as 

! >('iuHn.se a pleasing melancholy, might far better 


^ t-particulain dolendl. 

t cliserabiles elegos. Hor. 

t Heu nimis ex vero nunc tibl nomen erit. 

. , Ovid, dt Marie TihulU. 

§ El cite lo Peean, ct lo bis tlicltc Paean. Ovid. 


deserve the name, than the facetious mirth and 
libertine festivity <if the successful votaries of Love. 

But, not to dwell too long upon an opinion which 
may seem, perhaps, introduced to favour the fol- 
lowing performance, it may not be Improper to 
examine into the use and end of Elegy. The most 
important-end of all poetry is to encourara virtue. 
Epic and Tragedy i nieily reiommenil the pul'lic. 
virtues; Elegy is of a -pe. iei win. h illustrate* and 
endears the private- There is a truly viriuuui 
pleasure connected with many pensive contempla- 
tions, whicli it is the province and excellency ot 
Eletry to enforce: this, by presenting suitable ideas, 
has discovered sweets in melancholy which wei'ouid 
not find in mirth ; and has led us. with success, to 
the dusty urn, when we could draw no pleasure 
from the sparkling bowl. As Pastoral conveys an 
idea of simplicity and innocence, it is in particular 
the task and merit of Elegy to show the innocence 
and simplicity of rural life to advantage; and that 
in a way distinct from Pastoral, as much as the 
plain blit judicious landlord may bo imi^lncd to 
surpass his tenant both in dignity and understanfl- 
ing. It should also tend to elevate the rooriPtran- 
qull virtues of humility, disinterestedness, simplic- 
ity, and innocence : but then there is a degree of 
elegance and refinement no way inconsistent with 
the.se rural virtues, and that raises Elegy above that 
merimi rtts, that unpolished rusticity, which has 
given our Pastoral writers their highest reputation. 

Wealth and splendour will never want their 
proper weight ; the danger is lest they should too 
much preponilerate ; a Idnd of poetry, therefore, 
which throws its chief influence into the other scale, 
that magnifies the sweets of liberty and indepen- 
dence, that endears the honest delignts of love and 
friendship, that celebrates the glory of a good name 
after death, that ridicules the futile arrogance of 
birth, that recommends the innocent amusement 
of letters, and insensibly prepares the mind for that 
hum.iiiii> it in., ideates; such a kind of poetry may 
t.hjni'f loplea-v; and if it please, should seem to 
be .'I -.1 rv u-C. 

.\i i.i till- -ijlc of Blew, it may be well enough 
doierirniu-d from what has gone before:^ it should 
iiiiiune the voire and language of grief; or, if a 
mcrapliur of dreis be [nun- .igreeihle, it should be 
iimpleiind diduse, and llownig am mourner's veil. 
A versiticaiion, iheretore, is dedrable, winch by- 
indulging a free and unconstrained expression, may 
admit of that simplicity which Elegy requires. 

Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, seems well 
enough adapted to this species of poetry ; and, how- 
ever exceptionable, upon other occasions, its incon- 
veniencies appear to lose their weight in shorter 
Elegies, and its advantagi's seem to acquire an ad- 
ditional importance. The world has an admirable 
example ot its beauty in a collection of Elegies * 
not long since piibli'lhc'd, the proiluction of a gentle- 
man <,r ilio iiu)ii exHi t taste, and whose untimely 
death meins all the leari that Elegy can shi^d. 

li Is not tlnpn^slhle that some may think this 


j • By Hammond. 
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metre too lax and prosaic ; others, that even a more 
dissolute variety or numbers may have suiierior ad- 
vanta^s ; and in favour of these last might l>e pro- 
ducetl the example of Milton, in his Lycidas, to- 
gether with one or two recent and lieautiful Iraitji- 
tions of his versification in that Monody. But this 
kind of argument, I am apt to think, must prove 
too much, since the writers I have in view seem 
capable c-iiuush if rn . mmending any metre they 
shall chco^t* . though it must be owned also, that 
the choice they make ot any is at the same time the 
strongest presumption In Its favour. 

Perhaps, it may be no great difficulty to compro- 
mise fho dispute. There is no one kind of metre 
that Is distin^ished by rhymes, but is liable to some 
objcclinn or ('I her. Heroic verM’, where every sc- 
( Mild line 1^ terminati-d by a rhjiiit (with wlm ii the 
judgment reiiinre-. that the 'houM in -oiiie 

measure also terminate) is ant to render the expres- 
sion either scanty or constrainetl ; and this is some- 
times observable in the writings of a Poet, lately 
deceased, though I lielicve no one ever threw so 
much sense together, with so mucli ease, into a 
couplet, as Mr. Pope ; but as an air of constraint too 
often accompanies this metre, it seems by no means 
proper for a writer of Elegy. 

The previous rhyme in Milton’s I.ycidas is very 
frequently placed at such a distance from the fol- 
lowing, tfiat it is often drojit by the memory (much 
better employed in attending to the sentiment) be- 
fore it be brought to him to join its partner ; and 
this seems to be the greatest objection to that kind 
of versification : but then the jicculiar ease and 
variety it admits of, are, no doubt, sufficient to 
overb^ance the objection, and to give it tlie prefer- 
ence to any other In an Elegy of length. 

The chief exception to which stan/a of all kinds is 
liable, is, that it breaks the sense too regularly, when 
it is conUnued through a long Poem ; and this may 
be, perhaps, the fault of Mr. Vvallei’s e.xcellent pane- 
frync. But if this fault be ies.s discernible in smaller 
compositions, as I suppose it is, I flatter mysi-If that 
the advantages I have before mentioned, resulting 
from alternate rhyme, (with wldch stan/.a is, I 
think, connected) may at least, in sliorter Elegies, 
be allowed to outweigh its imiierfections. 

I shall say but little of the different kinds of 
Eleg;- . — The melancholy of a lover is different, no 
doubt, from what we feel on other mixed occasions. 
The mind in which love and grief at once predomi- 
hat# is softened to an excess. Love Elegy, therefore, 
is more negligent of order and design, and, being 
addressed chiefly to the Lsidlcs, requires little more 
than tenderness and perspicuity — Elegies Uiat are 
formed upon promiscuous incidents, and addres.sed 
to tile world in general, inculcate some sort of 
moral, and admit a different degree of reasoning, 
thought, and order. 

Tlie author of the following Elegies entered on 
his subjects occasionallv, as particular Incidents in 
life suggested, or dispositions of mind recomniendi-d 
tJiern to his choice. If he describes a rural land- 
•caiie, or unfolds the train of sentiments it iiupircd. 


he fairly drew his picture from the spot, and felt 
very sehsilily the affection lie communicates { if he 
speaks of his humble shed, his flocks and his fleeces, 
he does not counterfeit the scene, who having 
(whether through choice or necessity is not ma- 
terial) retireil Mtiraes to country solitudes, and 
sought his happiness in rural employments, has a 
right to consider himself as a real shepherd. The 
flocks, the meadows, and the mottos, are his own, 
and the embellishment of his farm his sole amuse- 
ment. As the sentiments, therefore, were inspired 
by Nature, and that in the earlier part of his life, 
he hopes they will retain a natural appearance,| 
ditrusing at least some part of that ainusenient" 
which, he freely acknowledges, he received from 
the composition of them. 

There will appear, jierhaps, a real inconsistency 
in the moral tenour of the several Elegies, and the 
subsequent ones may sometimes seem a recantation 
of the preceding. The reader will scarcely impute 
this to oversight, but will allow that men’s opin- 
ions, as well as tempers vary ; that neither punlic 
nor private, active nor speculative, life, are un- 
cxceptionably hapiiy, and consequently, that any 
change of opinion concerning them may afford an 
additional beauty to jxietry, as it gives us a more 
striking representation of life. 

If the Authbr has liaxarded, throughout, the use 
of Englisl', or modern .allusions, he hopes it will not 
lie imputed to an entire ignorance, or to the least 
disesteem of the ancient learning. Ho has ke)>t 
the ancient plan and method in his eye, though he 
builds his edifice with the materials of his' own 
nation. In other words, through a fondnes:* for his 
native country, he has made use of the flowers it 
produced ; though, in order to exhibit them to the 
greater advantage, he has endeavoured to weave 
Ills garland by the best model lie could find; with 
what success, lieyond his own amusement, must in* 
left to judges less partial to him than either his 
acquaintance or bis friends. If any of those should 
be so candid as to approve the variety of subjects 
he has chosen, and the tondcrness of sentiment he 
has endeavoured to impress, lie begs the metre also 
may not be too suddenly condemned. The pulilic 
ear, habituateil of late to a quicker measure, may 
perhaps consider this as heavy and languid , but ah 
objection of that kind may gradually lose its force, 
if this measure should be allowed to suit the nature 
of Elegy. 

If it should happen to be considered as an oiijec- 
tion with others, that there is too much of a moral 
cast diffused througli tlie wliole, it is replied, tliat 
he endeavoured to animate the poetry so far as not 
to render this objection too olivious, or to risk ex 
eluding the fashlonalile reader; at the same time 
never deviating from a fixeil principle, that poetry, 
without morality, is but the blossom of a fruit-tree. 
Poetry is, indeed, like that species of plants which 
may bear at once both fruits and blos.som.s ; and thib , 
tree is by no means in perfection without the for- 
mer, however it may be embellished by the flowers 
which surround it. 



A DESCRIPTION 


OF THE 

LEASOWES,^ 

77te Heat of the late William Shenstone, Esq. 
JiY n. DODSLEY. 


THE I^easowes is situate in the parish of Hales | 
t>wen, a small market, town in the county of Salop, i 
hut surrounded by other counties, and thirty miles 
from Shrewsbury, as it is near ten to the borders of I 
SItropshire. Though a jiaternal estate, it was I 
never distinguished for any peculiar l>cauties till 
the time of its late owner. It was reservetl for a 
|»erson of his Ingenuity both to discover and improve | 
them, which he has done so ed'ectually, that it is 
now considered as amongst the principal of Uiose 
delightful scenes which persons of taste, in the pres- 
ent age, are desirous to stje. Par from violating its 
natural beauties, Mr. Shenstone’s only study was 
to give them their full effect ; and although the 
form in whicli things now appear be indeed the 
oonsequonces of inuen thought and labour, yet the , 
hand of Art i.s no way visible either in the shape of 
ground, the disposiiion of trees, or (whkli are nete 
.vMumu rous and striking) (he romantic fall of liis 
oascades. 

Uut I will now proceed to a more particular 
descri]itiun. About half a mile short of Hales 
Owen, in your way from Birmingham to Bewdley, 
you quit the great road, and turn into a green lane 
on the left hand, where, descending in a winding 
manner to the bottom of a deep valley, finely 
shaded, the first object that occurs Is a kind of' 
ruinated wall, and a smill gale, within an an h, 
inscribed, “ ITie Priory fiato." Here, it necnis, 
the company should properly begin (heir walk, l•lJl 
generally choose to go up w iih (heir horsis or i-oui- 

S ugu to the house, from whence returning, they 
escend back into the valley. Passing through a 
small gate at the bottom of the fine swelling lawn 
that surrounds the house, you enter upon a wind- 
ing path, with a piece of water on yOur right. The 
imlh and water, overshadowed with trees that 
wow upon the slopes of this narrow dingle, render 
uie scene at once cool, gloomy, solemn, and 
sequestered, and form so striking a contrast to the 
livelv scene you have ju.st left, that you seem all on 
a sudden landed In a subterraneous kind of region. 
Winding forward down the valley, you pass beside 
a small root-house, where, on a tablet, are these 
lines : 

“ Here, in cool grot and mossy cell, 

W e rural Fays and Fairies dwell ; 

Tho’ rarely seen by mortal eye. 

When the pale moon, ascending high. 

Darts through yon’ limes her quivering beams, 

Wc frisk it near these crystal streams. 

“ Her beams, reflected from the wave, 

Aft'urd the light our revels crave ; I 


• The following Description was intended to give 
a friend some idea of the Leasowes, which having 
lieen so justly admired by persons of the best taste, 
and celebrated by the Muse of such an original 
genius as Mr. Shenstone, it Is hoped the public 
will not be displeased with this slight attempt to 
wrpetuate those beauties, which time, or the 
dWerent taste of some future possessor, may de- 
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The turf, with daisies hroider’d o’er. 

Exceeds, we wot, the Parian floor ; 

Nor yet for artful strains we call. 

But listen to die water’s fall. 

“ Would you then taste our tranquil scene. 

Be sure your bosoms be serene. 

Devoid of hate, devoid of strite. 

Devoid of ail that poisons life ; 

And much it 'vails you in their place 
To graft the love of human race. 

“ And tread with awe these favour’d bowers. 
Nor wound the shrulis nor bruise the flowers; 

.So may your jiath with sweets abound. 

So may your , on. h with rest he rrown’J ' 

But hariii bituie the wayward suain 
Wlio darts our hallow'd h.iunu profane "• 

These sentiments correspond as well as possible 
with the ideas we form of the abode of Fairies, and, 
appearing deep in this romantic valley, serve to 
keep alive such enthusiastic images while this sort 
of scene continues. 

You now pastihrough the Priory Gate lieforc 
mentioned, and are amnitted into a jart.of the 
valley somewhat different from the former, tall 
(n-ev, higli irrt'gular ground, and rugged scars. 
■] ho riglii prosi nts you w.ih, perhaps, the most 
n.iiur.il, ifnoi the most sinlimg, of the many cas- 
coiies here found , the left with a sloping grove of 
oaks ; and the centre with a pretty circular land- 
scape appearing through the trees, of which Hales 
Owen steeple, and other objects at a distance, form 
an interesting part. The seat beneath the ruin- 
ated wall has tnese lines of Virgil inscribed, suit- 
ing well with the general tenour of Mr. Shenstonc's 
late situation : 

** Luc'is habitamus opacis, 

Kiparumque toros et prata receiitia rivis 
Incolimus.”* 

You now proceed a few paces down the valley to 
another bench, where you have this cascade in 
front, which, together with the internal arch, and 
other appendages, make a pretty irregular picture. 

1 must observe, once for all, that a number of 
these protempore benches (two stumps with a 
transverse board) seem chiefly intende<l as hints to 
spectators, lest. In passing cursorily through the 
farm, they might suffer any of that immense va- 
riety the place furnishes to escape their notice. 
The stream attending us, with its agreeable mur- 
murs, as we descend along this pleasing valley, 
we come next to a small seat, where we have a 
sloping grove upon the right, and on the left « 
striking vista to the steeide of Hales Owen, which 
is here seen in a new light. We now descend 
farther down this shady and sequestered valley. 


* IMITATION. 

dwell in shady noves, [fresh’d. 

And seek the groves with cooling streams rc- 
And Uaoe the verdant banks. 
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accompaniwl on the right by the same brawling 
rivulet running over pebbles, till it eivpties itself 
into a fine piece of water at the bottom. The 
path here winding to the left, conforms to the 
■water before mentioned, running round the foot of 
8 small hill and accompanying tliis semicirrular 
lake into another winding valley, somewhat more 
open, and not less pleasing, than the former : how- 
ever, before we enter this, it will be proper to 
mention a seat alwut the centre of this water 
scene, where the ends of it are lost in the two 
valleys on each side, and in front it is invisibly 
connected with anoUier piece of water, of about 
twenty acres, ojien to Mr. tihenstone, but not his 
property. This last was a. performance of the 
monks, and part of a prodigious chain of fi.nh ponds 
that belonged to Hales Abney. The background 
of this scene is very beautiful, and exhibits a pic- 
ture of villages and varied gromid finely held up 
Ho the eye. 

1 speak of all this as already finished; but, 
through some misfortune in the mound that 
pounds up the water, it is not completed. 

We now leave The Priory upon the left, which 
is not meant for an oliject here, and wind along 
info the othet valley : and here I cannot but take 
notice of the lUdgment which formed tliis piece of 
water ; for although it be not very large, yet, as it 
is formed by the concurrence of three valleys, in 
which two of the ends are hid, and in the third seems 
to join with the large extent of water below, it is, 
to all ap]>earance, unbounded. 1 must confess 1 
never saw a more natural bed for water, or any 
kind of lake that pleased me better ; but it may be 
right to mention, that this water in its full extent, 
has yet a more important effect from Mr. Sben- 
stone's house, where it is seen to a great advantage. 
We now, bv a pleasing serpentine walk, enter a 
narrow glade in the valley, the slopes on each side 
finely covered with oaks and beeches, on the left of 
■which is a common bench, which atlbrds a retiring 
idace, secluded from every eye, and a short respite, 
d uring which the eye reposes on a fine aniphitheatre 
of wood and thicket. 

We now proceed to a seat beneath a prodlgiousl v 
fine canopy of spreading oak, on Uie back of which 
is this inscription : 

Hue odes, O Meliboee ! caper ^iRMivus ct hoedl; 
Et si quid cessare potes, sub umbra,"* 

The picture before it is that of alxrautlfril home- 
sc«me; a small lawn of well varied ground, eiicom- 
passed with hills and well-grown o;iks, and embel- 
lished with a cast of the piping Faunus, amid trees 
and shrubs on a sIoi>e upon the left, and on the 
right, and neaker the eye, with an um thus In- 
scribe : 

“ Ingenio et amicitiae 
GvUdml Sotnervlle." 

And on the opposite side, 

“ (i. S, posvit, , 

Tlebita spargens lacrima favillam 
Vatu amicl.”t 

The .scene is enclosed on all sides by trees ; in the 
middle only there is an opening, where the lawn is 
continued, and winds out of sight. 

Here entering a gate, you are led through a 
thicket of many sorts of wlllo^^s, Into a large root- 
house inscribed to the Right Honourable the Earl 
of Stamford. It seems that worthy peer was pres- 
ent at the first opening of the cascade, which is 
the principal oycct from the root house, where the 
eye is presented with a fairy vision, consisting of 


* IMITATION. 

Hith^r, O Meliboeus ! bend thy way ; 

Thy herds, thy goats, secure from harm, repose ; 
If happy leisure serve awhile to stay. 

Here rest thy limbs beneath these shady boughs.- 
t EXPLANATION. 

To tile genius and friendship 
of 

WILLIAM SOMERVILE, 

By W. 8. 

Sprinkling the ashes ef a friendly bard 
With tributary tears. 


an irregtilar and romantic fall of wafer, very un 
usual, one hundred and fifty yards in continuity ; 
and a very striking scene it adbrds. Other ca.s- 
cades may possibly nave the advantage of a greater 
descent, and a larger torrent ; but a more wild and 
romantic appearance of water, and at the same 
time -friclly iiatur il, i. ■wh.it I novir -iw in .my 
•lacf ub.iu-vi-r, 1 Ilia though i'..iiipiiraiiie- 

y siiiall, i>>ei ixggr nidi/ril wnli iniu h .in, ili.ii 
We l-.rgi.-i iliei|u.iiiiilv i>l uali r u liirli ili.u ■. iliii.ii..h 
liiii ilu-a- and oier sIi,iiJ,h 1 lalii-v, .mil .ire su niu. h 
transported with the imricacv of the scene, anti 
the concealed height from whence it flow-, thv 
we witlioul Tc-tlei. til'll, add tin iilidi.l'magiiitiience 
to th.it oi'iieauty . In almrl, ii ii la.i bin iipi.n ri . 
flection that we mid the stream is not a NiagaTa, 
hut rather a water-fall in miniature ; and that the 
same artifice, upon a larger scale, were there large 
trees, instead ot .small ones, and u river instead of a 
rill, would be capalile of forming a scene that 
would "xcecd the utrno.st of our ideas. Hut I will 
not dwell longer upon this injmitable .scene ; those 
who would admire it properly must view it, as 
surely as those that view it must admire It beyoiul 
almost any thing they ever saw. 

Proceeding on the right hand path, the next seat 
affords a scene of what Mr. Shenstone used to call 
his Forest ground, consisting of wild green slopes 
peeping through a dingle, or irregular groups of 
trees, a confusra mixture of savage and cultivated 
ground, held up to the eye, and forming a landscape 
fit for the pencil of Salvator Rosa. 

Winding on lieside this lawn, which is over- 
arched with spreading trees, the eye catches, at 
intervals, over an intermediate hill, the spire of 
Hales-church, forming here a perfect olielisk— -the 
urn to Mr. Somervile, ike. and now passing 
through a kind of tliicket, we arrive at a natural 
bower of almost circular oak«, inscribed in the 
manner following : 

“ To Mr. DODSLEY. 

Come then, my Friend ! thy sylvan taste display ; 
Come hear thy Faunus tune his rustic lay : 

Ah 1 rather come, and in these dells disown 
The core of other strains, and tune thine own. 

On the liank above it, amid the fore-mentioned 
shrulM, is a statue of the Piping Faun, which not 
only embcllisheB this scene, but is also seen from 
the court before the house, and from other places : 
it is surrounded by venerable oaks, and very happily 
situated, k'roin this bower also you look down 
Ujion the fore-mentioned Irregular ground, shut 
up with trees on all sides, except some few o;)eniiig3 
to the more pleasing parts of this grotcMiue and 
hilly country. The next little bench atlbrds the 
first, hut not most striking, view of The Priory. 
It Is, indeed, a small building ; but seen, as it is, 
beneath trees ; and its extremity also hid by the 
same, it has in some sort the dignity and solemn 
appearance of a larger edifice. 

Passing through a gate, we enter a small open 
grove, where the first seat we find aflbrds a pic- 
turesque view, through trees, of a clump of oaks at 
a distance, overshadowing a little cottage upon a 
green hill ; wo thence immediately enter a perfect 
dome, or circular temple, of magnificent beeches, 
in the centre of which it was intended to place an 
antique altar, or a statue of Pan. The path ser- 
]>entising through this open grove, leads us by an 
easy ascent to a small bench with this motto, 

— — — “ Me gelklum nemus 
Nymphammque leves cum satyris chori 
Becernant populo Hor. 

which alludes to the retired situation of the grove. 
There Is also seen, through an oiJcning to the left, 
a pleaning lundhi aiieof adislant hill, w ith a whited 
farm houie iip.m (he summit anil to ilie riglit 
hand a beaiitiftil round slope, crowned with a 
clump of large ‘firs, with a pyramidal seat on its 
centre, to which, a^r no long walk, the path con- 
ducts us. 


• EXPLANATION. 

May the cool grove. 

And gay assembled nymphs with sylvans mix’d 
Conceal me from the wodd. 



A DSSCltZPTXOSr 03 

B»t we first come to anDther view of The Priory, 
more advantageous, and at a better distance, to 
wliicli the eve 7s led down a green slope, through a 
scenery of tall oaks, in a most agreeable manner; 
the grove we have just j)as8ed on one side, and a 
liill of trees and thicket on the other, conducting 
the eye to a narrow opening through which it 
apnears. 

\Ve now ascend to a small bench, where the 
circumjacent country begins to open ; in particu- 
lar, a glass-house apijears between two large 
clumps of trees, at about the distance of four miles; 
the glass houses in this country not ill re«emhUnga 
cb'tUni inr.iinid. Asiciuling m the next scat, 
vhi h Is III ihi- (iolhii h^nn, the .ciiie grin* s more 
and more extended ; woods and lawns, hills and 
V illcss, (hi. ket and plain, .i|Lnee,iMy ir.h rmingled. 
(in i)ie h.u h lit (his se.n is thefoUuaing ■iiM-ri|iiii.'ii. 
whiih the .>ul)'ur (old me ibul be chi..e to px 
here, to supply wnat he thought some want of life 
in this part of the farm, and to keep up the specta- 
tor’s attention till he came to scale tlie hill be- 
yond : 

INSCRIPTION, 

•' Shepherd, wouldst thou here obtain 
PleaMire unallov’d with pafn, 

Joy that suits the rural sphere ? 

Gentle Shepherd ! lend an car. 

Learn to relish calm delight, 

Verdatit vales and fountains briglit, * 
Trees that nod on sloping hills. 

Caves that eclio, tinkling rills. 

I f thou canst no charm disclose 
In the simplest bud that blows, 

(to, forsake thy plain tuid fold. 

Join the crowu and toil for gold. 

Tranouil pleasures never cloy ; 

Banish each tumultuous joy ; 

All but love — for love itumlres 
Fonder wishes. Warmer fires. 

Love and all its joys bo thine— 

V'et ere thou the reins resign. 

Hear what reason seems to say. 

Hear attentive and obey. 

Crimson leaves the rose adorn. 

But beneath them lurks a thorn , 

Fair and flowery Is the brake, 
fet it hides the vengeful snake. 

Think not she, whose empty pride 
Dares the fleecy garb deride. 

Think not she who light and vain, 

Sconis the sheep, can love Utc swain. 

Artless deed and simple dress 
Mark the cltosen shepherdess ; 

Thoughts hy decency controll’d, 

Well conceived and freely told. 

Sense that shuns each conscious air. 

Wit that falls ere well aware ; 

Generous pity prone to sigli 
If her kid or lambkin die. 

Let not lucre, let not pride, 

Draw thee from such charms aside ; 
ilave not those their proper sphere ? 

Gentle passions triumph Itere. 

Si>e ! to sweeten thy repose, 

The blossom buds, the fountain 
flows ; 

I,.o ! to crown thy healthful hoard| 

All that milk and fruits afford. 

Reek no more — the rest is vain ; 

Pleasure ending soon In pain ; 

^^ngulsh lightly gilded o’er; 

Close thy wish and seek no more." 

And now passing through a wicket, the path 
winds up the back part of a circular green hill, 
discovering little of the country till you enter a 
clump of sutely firs upon the summit. Over- 
arched by these firs is an octagonal seat, the hack 


' TBS ZiEASOWSS. 

of which is so contrived as to form a table or pedestal 
for a bowl or goblet, thus inscribed — 

“ To all Friends round 'I'he Wrekin !” 

This facetious Inscription, being an old Shropshire 
health. D a r.immemriration of nis cmintry friends, 
fr...m inhicli this iiiri i>f >liropshire is dinried ; add 
t-i tills, that the U n kin, that I irge .niJ Miurable 
bill, appeir, full in front, at the distance of about 
tbirii miles. 

I'he scene Is a very fine one, divided by the firs 
into several compartments, each answering to the 
octagonal seat in the centre T to each of whicli is 
allotted a competent number of striking objects to 
make a complete picture. A long serpentine 
stream washes the foot of this hill, and is lost 
behind trees at one end, and a bridge thrown ovtr 
at the other. Gm r iln' ilir i m- 1. 1 irriciJ from vers 
romantic home-', ciii-. '■> i, rs btauiii'ul uiu-s at .ly 
distance. It is iiiip.-s i|-|. in give nii idia ofth.ii 
immense variety, that line configuration of parts, 
which engage our attention from this place. In 
one of the compartments you have a simple scene 
of a cottage, atul a road winding behind a farm- 
house half covered with trees, upon the top of some 
wild sloping ground; and in another a view of 
the town, appearing from hence as upon the shelv- 
ing banks or a large piece of water in the flat. 
Sutfire it to say, that the hill .and vale, plain and 
ui-jOI iiid, vill.igLs and single houses, blue distant 
m.-Hiiit (Ills itiJt 'kirt the hori/on, and green hiiN 
r..iiiiint.i .illv Jumbb d, th.'it form il..' irntrinidi.'ili- 
gr.<uiid, maVe this ,p,i( more than conimorily 'ink 
mg. \i.r I' there (•• hr 'Cen an acre ot level giound 
tbrougli the large ixieiit to which tiu eje i»var-. 
rled. 

Hence the jiath winds on lietwixt two small 
benches, each of which exhibits a pleasing land 
scape, which cannot cscajie the eye of a connois. 
seur. 

Here we wind through a small thicket, and soon 
enter a cavity, in the hill, filled with trees, in the 
centre of which is a seat, from whence is discovered, 
gleaming across the trees, a considerable length 
of the serpentine stream before mentioned, running 
under a slight rustic bridge to the right : hence we 
ascend in a kind of Gotliic alcove, looking down .1 
slope, sided with large oaks and tall beeches, wbicti 
together over-arah the scene. On the back of tins 
building is found the following , 

INSCRIPTION. 

“ O you that bathe in rcurtlye blw.c, 

Or ti.yle in ri.riune's giddy pbi.iii, 

Do not too rashlye deeme amysse 
Of him that bydes contented here. 

Nor yet dlsdeigne the russet stoalc 
Which o’er each carelesse lymbe he flyngs ; 

Nor yet deryde the beechen bowlc 
In whyche he quail's the lytnpid springs. 

Forgive him if at eve or dawne, 

Devrtldo of worldlyo cark, he stray, 

< )r all lieside some flowerve lawne 
He waste his inotfensive daye. 

So may he pardonne fraud and strife. 

If such in courtlyc haunt he see ; 

For faults there beene in busy life, 

From whyche these peaceful glenncs ere 
ttee.” 

Below this alcove Is a large sloping lawn, finely 
bounded, crossed by the seqn'ntine water tieforc 
tnentionetl, and interspersed with single or clumps 
of oaks at agreeable distances. Further on the 
scene is finely varied, the hills rising and falling 
towards the opposite troncavities, by the side of a 
long winding vale, withithe most graceful confitsica. 
Among other scenes that form this landscape, a 
fine hanging wood, backetl and contrasted with a 
wild heath, intersected with cross roads, is a very 
considerable object. Near adjoining to this is a 
seat, from whence the water is seetv to advantage 
in many difTer^nt stages of its progress ; or where 
(as a poetical friend once observed) the proprietor 
has taken the< Naiad by the hand, and led tier an 
irregular dance into the valley. 

Irotecding hence through a wkket, we c ter 
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upon another lawn, beyond which is a new theatre 
ot wild shaggy precipices, hanging coppice ground, 
and smooth round nilJs between, being nut only 
ilitferent, but eren of an opposite character, to the 
ground from which we passed. Walking along 
3ie head of this lawn, we come to a scat under a 
spre 2 tding beach, with this 

INSCRIPTION. 

** Hoc erat in votis ; modus agri non ita magnus, 
Horius ubi, et tecto vicinus jugis aquic fons, 

Et paulum syl vcc super his foret. Auctius atque 
Dii melius fecere.” 


IMITATION. 

This was my wish — an humble spot of ground, 

A garden well disjioseti and fenced around ; 

A bubbling fountain, to my dwelling nigh. 

With crystal treasures stored, and never dry ; 

The whole defended by a modest wmK), - 

This was my wish— my wish the gods allow’d. 

And e’en beyond tliat wish indulgently lH.>stow’d. 

In the centre of tho h.anring lawn before you is 
discoveretl the house, half hid with trees and 
bushes ; a little hanging wood, and a piece of 
winding water, issues through a noble clump of 
large oaks and spreading beeches. At the distance 
of about ten or twelve miles Lord Stamford’s 
founds appear, and beyond these the C’lee hills 
in Shropshire. The scene here consists of admir* 
ably- varied ground, and is, I think, a very fine one. 
Hence passing still along the top of the lawti, we 
cross another gafe, and behind the fence begin to 
descend into the valley. About half way down is 
a small bench, which throws the eye upon a near 
scene of hanging woods and shaggy wild aecUvltles, 
intermixed with smooth green slopes and scenes of 
cultivation. 

We now return again into the great lawn at 
bottom, and soon come to a seat, wliich gives a 
nearer view of the water before mention^, be- 
tween the trunks ot high over-shadowing oaks and 
beeches, bevond which the winding line of trees is 
continued down the valley to the right. To the 
left, at a distance, the top of Clent hills appears, 
and the house upon a swell, amidst trees and 
bushes. In the centre, the eve Isearried by a side- 
ling view down a length of lawn, till H rests uiK>n 
the town and spire orHahis, with some picturesque 
and beautiful ground rising behind it. 

Somewhat out of the path, and in the centre of 
a noble clump of stately heec'hes, is a seat inscribed 
to Mr. Spence in these words : 

JOSEPHO SPENCE, 
eximio nostro Critoni ; 
cvl dicare vcllet 

Mvsarvm omnlvm et Gratlarvm chorvs, 
dicat amicitia. 

1758 .* 

We now, through a small gate, enter what Is 
called. The Lover's Walk, and proceed immediate- 
ly to a seat where the water is seen very advantage- 
ously at full lengtli ; which, though not large, is so 
agreeably shaped, and has its bounds so well con- 
cealed, that tne beholder may receive less pleasure 
from many lakes of greater extent. The margin 
on one side is fringed with alders, the other is 
overhang with most stately oaks and beeches, and 
the middle beyond the water presents ,tl»e Hales 
Owen scene, with a group of houses on the slope 
behind, and the horizon well fringed with the 
wood. Now winding a few paces round the mar- 
gin of the water, we come to another small bench, 
which presents the former scene somewhat varied; 
with the addition of a whited village among trees 


• EXPLANATION. 

Dcflicated by friendship 
to JOSEPH SPENCE, 
our most excellent Crito, 
whom 

the unanimous consent 
of every Muse end Grace 
made cboioe of 
to be sodistiBguiabed. 


upon a hill. Proceeding on, we enter the pleasing 
loom of this agreeable walk, and come to a bench 
eneath a spreading beech that overhangs botli 
walk and water, which has l>een called The Assig- 
nation Seat, and has this inscription on the back 
of if. 

“ Nerine Galatea 1 Ibymo mihi dulcior Hybl®, 
Candidior cygnis, hedera formosior alba ! 

Cum primum pasti repetent i>r«'sepia tauri. 

Si qua tui Corydonis habet te cura, venilo."* 

Here the path begins gradually to ascend t4|| 
neath a cltmth of shade, by the side of which is a 
Fm.all bubbling rill, either firmint: little itenin^xilas, 
rollm,; iiver pHibU i-r f'lHingiluwii small ra-cAil' <•, 
.'■II under i-oier, anti io murmur very agrei ■ 

,ilp|v. 'rhi> verv v.fi .Hill iir-n',ive sceiK*, verv pr... 
j>erly styled The Lover's Walk, is tennmaied with 
an ornamental urn, inscribed to Miss Dolman, a 
beautiful and antiable relation of Mr. Shenstonc’s, 
whotlieil ■■f Ihi- Mnall [ms, 

of age, III til- loll-... I-Ig i.ol J , .,11 ,.|K -i Jl 

Peramabili suit consobrinn; 

M. D. 

Ori the other aide : 

Ah! Maria! 

pvellarvm elegantissima ! 
ah Flore venvstatis abrepta, 
vale ! 

hev qvanto minvs est 
cvm reliqvis versari, 
qvam tvi 
mcminisse.f 

The ascent from hence ■winds somewhat more 
steeply to another seat, where the eye is thrown 
over a rough scene of broken atid furzy ground, 
upon a piece of water In the flat, whost; extremities 
are hid behind trees and shrubs, among which the 
hon.se appears, ami make.s upon the whole, noun- 
]i|ensing picture. The path .still winds under cover 
up tho hill, the .steep declivity of which l.s some- 
what cased by the serpentine sweep of it, till we 
come to a small bench, with this line frotn Pope’s 
Eloisa : 

“ Divine oblivion of low-thoughted Care !” 

The oi>ening before it presents a solitary scene of 
trees, thickets, (tnd precipice, and terminates upon 
a green hill, with a clump of firs on the top of it. 

tVe now find the great u.se as well as beauty of 
the ser|»entine path in climbing up this wood, the 
first seat of which, alluding to the rural scene be- 
fore it, has the following lines from Virgil : 

“ Hie latis otia ftmdis 

Speluncte, vivique lacus, hie frigida Tempe, 
Mugitnsque boum,mollesque subarliore somni!"! 


• IMITATION. 

O Galatea ! Nereus' lovely child. 

Sweeter than Hybla thyme, more undefilc^l 
Than down of swan, or ivy’s purest white, 
Wlien the full oxen, warn'd Dy fading light. 
Home to tho .stall their sober footstejis bend. 

If Damon's dear, to Damon’s call attend, 
t EXPLANATION. 

—Sacred to the memory 

a most amiable kinswoman. 

Ah ! Maria ! 
most elegant of nymphs ! 

snatch'd from us 
in thy bloom of beauty, 
oh ! farewell ! 

How much inferior 
is the living conversation 
of others 

to the bare remembrance 
of thee ! 

i IMITATION. 

Here tranquil leisures In the ample field, 

Here caves and living lakes their pleasures yield ; 
Here vales invite where sports the cooling hreete. 
And peacefiil sleep beneath embowering aees, 
White lowing herds suneund. 
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Here the eye, lookinR down a slope beneath the 
spreading arms of oak and beech trees, pcisses first 
over some rough furzy ground, then over wafer to 
the large swelling lawn, in the centre of which the 
hou-e is diii ov, red afnong trees and thickets- ibU 
ihe ITI pT.nind. Hisond this .ipp,-ar-. .1 -will 
ot w i-ii- liir/t I ind. divcr-ilied u iih a jii.l 

.1 rotd iti.it w iiidii a firm ll■.u^e and .1 tine 

1 iiiiii|i of tri-e-. 'J'he liBi k scent of ali N a M.Trii 
1 ir. ul If rangi'of hill-, iliii-rMirii d » iih woi),!--, -i i le-- 
ofi uiiimiikii, and iiu Insures, to about tour or lite 
inues distance. 

Still winding up into the wood, we eome to a 
slight seat, opening through the trees to a bridge 
of live piers, crossing a large piece of water at about 
half a mile's distance. The next seat looks dosvn 
from a consitlerahle height, along the side of a steep 
jtrecipire, upon irregular and pleasing ground. Aral 
rr-w wr turn niio'i r sudden info a l.jng -tr'iight- 

hl.r.l Walk. Ill llio UiMil. aril.i-.l ft. r Wilh (111 
tr. I and u niiin.iiiMg u nh .1 - 1 , iii ru-ii. i.iniilliig. 
^ liiiiigli llie u.iik, . 1 - I s-ii.l, be -iraigh|.|iiK--l. i 
the iM-e r.i. -.md I .IK -o igr. t ibly. Ie.it. s no 

11- I 'riii.uii.'i. \l-, iitib.- i.ii.M -- 

of this avenue, which runs the whole length of this 
lianging wood, we arrive unexpectedly at a lofty 
(iothic seat, whence we look down a slope, more 
considerable than that before mentioned, through 
the wood on each side. This view is indeed a line 
on.', the eye first travelUmr down over wr il varie- 
gateil ground into the vattey, where is a large piece 
of water, wif e ilo| iiig brnks give ail th. ai-pc-.r- 
ance of a ll■ll■b.■ n.rr. The gr<.uii.l tr.uii hit...* 
rises gradually to the top (-f rientl.ill, at thrie «>r 
four miles dhtnnee ; and the landscape is ennt I’ed 
w ith a tu w el tl |I. , < IW, II, the I Ite I ord iM.iil. t'- 
bou-e. ...Id .1 b.lge U.. si of I ord I.y tlte(..'.-s. II.- 
iiiipos-it'le til gi.e.iii ade<ili.tte des. riptioii ot ibit 
view, the beauty of it depending upon the great 
varletv of objects and beautitVil shajie of jground. 
and all at such u distance as to admit of bem{, seen 
distinctly. 

Hence we proceed to the rustic building before- 
inentioned, a slight and unexpensive edifice, formed 
of rough unhewn stone, commonly called here The 
Temple of I’an, having a trophy of the Tibia and 
Syrinx, and this inscription over tile entrance : 

“ Pan primus ralamos cera ronjungcre plurcs 

Edocuit ; Pan curat oves, oviumque nnigistros.”* 

Hence mounting once more to the right through 
this dark umbrageous walk, we enter at once upon 
a lightsome high natural terrace, whence the eye 
is thrown over all the scenes we have .seen before, 
together with many line additional ones, and all 
lieneld from a deefivity that approaches as near a 
{irecipicc as is agreeable. In tlie middle is a seat 
with this inscription : 

Divini gloria rvris If 

To give a better Idea of this, by far the most mag 
nificent scene here, it were, perhaps, l»e.st to divide 
it into two distinct parts ; the noble concave in the 
frmit, and the rich valley towards the right. In 
regard to the former, if a boon companion could 
enlarge his idea of a pnnch-bowl, ornamented 
within with all the romantic scenery the Chinese 
ever yet devised, It would, perhaps, afford him the 
highest Idea he could possHily conceive of earthly 
happiness ; he would certainly wish to swim in it. 
Suffice it to say, that the horizon, or brim, is as 
finely varied as the cavity. It would be idle here 
to mention the Clee hills, the Wrekin, the Welsh 
mountains, or Cier Caradock, at a prodigious dis- 
tance; which, though they furnish tne scene agree- 
ably, should not be mentioned at the Ijca-sowes, the 
beauty of which turns chiefly upon distinguishable 
scenes. The valley upon the right is etiually en- 
riched, and the opposite side thereof well fringed 
with woods, and the high hills on one side this long 


* IMITATION. 

’pk"* ^ shepherds, first inspired our swains 

J heir pipes to frame, and tune their rural strains : 
Pan from Impending harm the fold defends. 
And Pan the master of the fold befriends, 

t explanation. 

O glory of the silvan scene divine. 


winding vale rolling agreeably into the hollows on 
the other. But these are a kind of objects which, 
though really noble in tlic survey, will nut strike a 
reader in description as they would a spectator 
upon the spot. 

Hence retxirning h.-ick into the wood, and croir- 
ing Pan’s Temple, we go directly down the slope 
into another part of Mr. Shenstone’s grounds, the 
jiath leading down through very pleie-ing home 
scenes of well shaped ground, exhibiting a most 
perfect concave and convex, till we come at a seat 
under a noble beech, presenting a rich variety of 
f-.r, L'r-.ur.d, ui.l at p. rli..|'- h.ilt a mile - ili-i.i'.. 
the I'-.il.i, .. 1 - ..te on .t hill well covered « iili w ."..I, 
a pretty cottage under free.s in the mure distant 
part of the concave, and a farm-house tijion the 
right, all picturesciue objects. 

The next and the subsequent seat affords pretty 
much the s.’iine scenes a little enlarged, with the 
addition of that reiiiarkable clump of trees called 
Frankly Beeclies, adjuiitiiig to the old family-scat* 
of the Lyttletons, and from whence the jiresent 
I.ord Lyttleton derives his title. 

We come now to a handsome (lothlc screen, 
hacked with a clump of firs, which throws the eve 
ill front full upon a casc.'uie in the vallev, issuing 
from l.eneatli n dark shn.lc of poplar.s. The house 
.-ipiH'ars in the «enire of a hirge swelling lawn, 
hushed with trees and thicket. The pleasing vari- 
ety of easy swells and hollows, hounded by scenes 
less smooth and cultivated, affords the most de- 
lightful picture of domestic retirement and tran- 
quillity. 

We now descend to a seat enclosed with hantl- 
some pales, and hacked with firs^ instTibed to lyorti 
Lyttleton. 1 1 presents a heamitul view up a valley 
rontracted gradually, and endingin a group of most 
magnitieent oaks and beeches. The right hand 
[ side is enlivened with two striking cascatfes, and a 
winding stream seen at intervals between tufts of 
trees and woodland. To the left api^ears the hang- 
ing woo<i already mentioned, with the Gothic screen 
on the slope in the centre. 

Winding still downwards, we come to a small 
seat, where one of the offices of the htuise, and u 
view of a cott.age on very high ground, is seen over 
the tops of the trees of the prove in the adjacent 
valley, giving an agreeable msUnce of the abrupt 
inequality of grouna in this romantic well varie- 
gated country. The next seat shows another face 
of the same valley, the water gliding calmly along 
betwixt two seeming groves without any cascades, 
.xs -a contrast to the former one, where it was 
broken by cascades : llie scene very significantly 
alluded to by the inoUo, 

Rnra mihi, ct regni jilaceant in vallihus 
amnos, 

Flumina amem, siJvasque inglorius 1 ”* 

We descend now to a beautiful gloomy scene, 
called Virgil’s Grove, where on the entrance we 
p.iss by a small obelisk on the right hand, with this 
inscription : 

P. Virgillo Maroni 
I.apis iste cvm Ivco sacer esto. f 

Before this Is a slight bench, where some of the 
same olyects are seen ag.ain, hut in a different point 
of light. It is not Very easy either to paint or dc. 
scribe this delightful grove : however, as the former 
has been more than once attempted, 1 will hope to 


• IMITATION. 

Woods, vales, and running streams, my mind 
enchant ; 

The woods and streams inglorious let me haunt. 

f EXPLANATION. 

To _ 

P. Vlrgiliu.s Maro, * 

This obelisk 
and grove 
Is consecrated. 

Note — It was customary' wilh the Romans to give 
a prnenomen, or first name, in the manner of our 
Christian names; accordingly Virgil had that of 
Publius. He derived the addition of Maro from 
his frither, who was so ealled. 
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apoloelze for an imperfect description, by the diffi- 
culty found by those who have aimed to sketeh it 
with their pencil. He it, therefore, lirst observed, 
that the whole scene is opaque and itloomy, con- 
sisting of a small deep valley or dingle, Uie sides of 
which are enclosed with irregular tufts of Itazel and 
other underwood, and the whole sliadowed with 
lofty trees rising out of the bottom of the dingle, 
through which a copious stream makes its way 
through triossv hanks, enamelled with primroses, 
and variety of wild wood flowers. The first seat 
•we approach is thus inscribed ; 

Celelwrrimo Poet® 

JACDBO THOMSON, 

Prope fontes ille non fasliditos 
G. S. 

Sedem hano omavit.* 

“ On® tibi, qu® t-ali roddam pro carniine dona ? 
Nam neque me tantum v«Miientis sil>ilus austri, 

Nec percussa juvant tluctu tarn littora, nec qu® 
Saitosas inter decurrunt flumina valles.”f 

This seat is placed upon a steep bank on the edge 
of the valley, from which the eye is here drawn 
down into the flat below, by the light that glim- 
mers in front, and hy the sound of various cas<-ades, 
by which the winding stream is lirokcn. Opposite 
to this seat the irr iuiei riso agiiii in an easy con- 
cave to a kind ot dripi)ing fountain, where a small 
rill trickles down a rude nich of rock work, through 
fern, liver-wort, and aquatic weetls, the green area 
in the middle, through which the stream winds, 
being as well shaped as can he imagiiunl. After 
falling down those cascades, It winds under a bridge 
of one arch, an<l then empties Itself into a small 
lake which catches it a Mttlo liolow. This termi- 
nates the scene upon the right; and after these 
objects have for some time amused the spectator, 
his eye rambles to the lett, where one of the most 
beautiful cascades imaginable is seen, hy way of 
incident, through a kind of vista or glade, falling 
down a pret'ipice over-arched with trees, and strikes 
us with sur{>rise. It is impossible to ex|>reHS the 
pleasure which one feels on this occasion ; for though 
surprise a'one is not excellence, it may serve to | 
quicken the effect of what is beaut^ul. I believe 
none ever lieheld this grove without a thorough 
sense of satisfaction ; and were one to choose any 
particular spot of this perfectly Arcadian farm, it 
should. (perna{>s, be this; although it so well con- 
trasts fjoth with the terrace, and with some other 
scenes, that one cannot wish them ever to be divid- 
ed. we now proceed to a seat at the bottontuf a 
largo root on the side of a slope with this 

I.NSCRIPTION. 

‘ O let me haunt this peaceful shade. 

Nor let Ambition e’er Invasle 
The tenants of this leafy bower. 

That shun her paths, and slight her power. 

* Hither the peaceful halcyon fllea 
From s<>cial meads and open skies, 

PlOased hy this rill her course to steer, 

And hide her sapphire plumage here. 

* The trout, bedroup’d with crimson stains. 
Forsakes the river's proud domains. 

Forsakes the sun’s unwelcome gleam. 

To lurk within this humble stream. 


• EXPLANATION. 
To the 

much celebrated Poet 
JAMES THOMSON, 
This seat was placed 
near his favourite springs 
By W. S. 


t IMITATION. 

How shall I thank thy Muse, so form'd to 
please ? 

For not the whi 8 |>erinn of the shuthern breeze. 
Nor banks still beaten by the breaking wave. 

Nor limpid rills that pebbly valleys lave. 

Yield such delight——— 


‘ And sure I heard the Naiad say, 

“ Flow, flow, my stream ! this devious way ; 

. Though lovely soft thy murmurs are. 

Thy waters lovely, cool, and fair. 

“ Flow, gentle Stream ! nor let the vain 
Thy ffmall unsullied stores divliin ; 

Nor h-i ihe jTiirHc sage rc|ime, 

U'liuse lauiii ciiur*: re,ciiii>lcs lliiru'. ' ’ 

The view from it is a calm tranquil scene of 
■H-.'.t.r, gfidme thr.-vigli ■l..).;,iu ground, w.ih a 
sli. l. h tliroiigil the in 1-. .it llir iiiull ill l.n* ^ 

Thi s, ,11,- III tin. |i| ii I- 1^ th II of ii all r sie ilm" 
■il.-ng llii.iugll A ruJi- .oqii.-.ii |1 il , il,-. the lTooh I 
one., h siil,-e 0 .er.-J « ilh a.oJ. .,iid 11.1.1 ll..«er., 
1. lli.ll Ih I. ire I' I, pi . lo I'nriher ...i v. .. 

lose all sight of water, and only hear the Jioise, 
without having the appearance, a kind of effe. t 
which the Chinese are fond of producing in what 
they call their scenes of enchantment. We now 
turn all on a surlden ujion tlie high cascade wliich 
we admired before in vista. The scene around is 
quite a .grotto of native stone running up it, roofs 
of trees overhanging it, and the whole shaded over- 
head. However, we first approach, upon the left, 
a chalybeate siiring, with an iron howl chained to 
it, and this inscription upon a stone : 

Fons P’errvginevs 

Div® qu® seccssv isto Irvi concedit,* 

Then turning to the right, we find a stone seat, 
making part ot the aforesaid cave, wiiii this well 
applied inscri]>tion : 

IntuH .aqvir diilces, vivoque sedilia saxo ; 
Nymidiarvm domvs.l 

which I have often heard Mr. Shenstone term the 
definition of a grotto. We now wind uji a shady 
path oil tlie left haiul, and crossing the head of this 
cascade, pass lieside the river that sujiplies it in 
our way up to the house. One seat first occurs 
under a sluMly oak 'as we a.scend the hill ; soon after 
we enter the shrubbery, wlilch half surrounds the 
house, where we find two seats, thus inscribed to 
two of his most jiarticular frlenos. The first thus ; 

Amicilire et meritis 
RICHARDI GRAVES:! 

Ips® to, Tityre ! plnvs, 

Ipsi te fontes, ipsa luce arbvsta, vocabant.§ 

And a little further the otlicr, with the following 

INSCRIPTION. 

Amicitia* et meritis 
RICHARDI JAGO.U 


* E.KPLANATION. 

To the Goddess 
Who bestowed the enjoyment 
of these retreats. 

This chalybeate soring 
is consecratea. 

f IMITATION. 

tVithIn ore wholesome springs, and marble seats 
Carved in the living rocks, of Nymphs the bless d 
retreats. 

t EXPLANATION. 

To the 

friendship and merits 
of 

RICHARD GRAVES. 

§ EXPLANATION. 

Thee, Tityrus ! the pines, 

The crysUU springs, the very groves, invoked. 

D EXPLANATION. 

To the 

friendship and merit 
HICIIAKO JAQO. 



A BESCZtZPTXOSr OF TBE X.SASOWES. 


From this last is an openiiig down the valley ofver 
a lar^e sliding lawn, well ^ge<l with oaks, to a 
piece of water, crossed by a considerable bridge in 
the Hat ; the steeple of Hales, a village amid trees, 
making, on the who'e, a very plei-ing piclure. 
Thus winding througli ilovitring -.hrub-, beside a 
menagerie for doves, we ue vi ndin iisl to the sta- 
Wes. Hut let it not be forpot, that, on the entrance 
into this shrubbery, the nrst object that strikes us 
is a Vtmus de Medicis, beside a bason of gold fish. 
en< oiiiiiassisl rouitd wltli shrubs, and illustrated 
with the following 

INSCRIPTION. 

“ Semi reducta Venus.”^ 

“ To Venus, Venus here retired, 

I\Iy sober vows I pay ; 

Not her on I’aphian plains admired. 

The bold, the pert, the gay ; 

Not her, whose amorous leer prevail’d 
'Fo bribe the I’hrvgian boy ; 

,Not her who, clad in arm’uur, fail’d 
To save di'.istrous Troy. 

t EXPLANATION. 

Venus half-retired. 


Fresh rising from the foamy tide. 

She every bosom warms. 

While half-withdrawn she seems to hide. 
And half reveals, her charms. 

Learn hence, ye l>oastful sons of Taste ! 
Who plan the rural shade, 

I-earn hence to shun the vicious waste 
Of pomp at large display'd. 

Ijtd sweet concealment’s magic art 
Your mazy bounds invest, 

And while the sight unveils a part. 

Let Fancy paint tlie rest. 

Jjct coy reserve with cost unite 
To grace your wood or held. 

No ray obtrusive pall the sight. 

In aught you paint or build. 

And far be driven the sumptuous glare 
Of gold from British groves, 

And far the meretricious air 
Of China’s vain alcoves. 

’Tis bashful Beauty ever twines 
The most coercive chain ; 

’Tis she that sovereign rule declines, 
Wlio best deserves tu reign.” 



ELEGIES, 

ON 

DIFFERENT OCCASIONS. 


Tantum inter densaa, umbroso carumina, fiigas 
Assidue venicbat ; ibi hiec incondita, hoIus^ 
Afontibus et kilvls studio jaidabat inani 1 yh ff. 

IMITATION. 

The spreading btwh alone he would explore 
With frequent step; beneath its shady top, 

(Ah i profitless employ !) to hills and groves 
These indigested lays he wont repeat. 


ELEGY I. 


He arrivfi at hit Retirement in the Country, and 
Uket Occaiion to expatiate in praite qf Sitnpticity. 

TO A FIUEND. 


FOIV rural virtues, and for nati ve skies, 

I bade Augusta’s venal sons farewell ; 

Now 'mid the trees I see my smoke arist*, 

Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell, 

O may that Oenius which secures my rest 
Preserve this villa for a friend that's dear! 

Ne'er uuy my vintage glad the sordid breast. 

Ne’er tinge the lip that dares be insincere ! 

Far from these paths, ye faithless Friends ! depart; 

Fly my plain board, abhor my hostile name ! 
Hence the faint verse that flows not from the heart. 
But mourns in labour’d strains the price of fame ! 

O loved Simplicity ! be thine the prize! 

Assidumu Art correct her page in vain ! 

His bo the palm who, guiltless of disguise. 

Contemns the power the dull resource to feign 1 

Still may the mourner, lavish of his tears. 

For lucre's venal meed invite my scorn ! 

Still may the hard, dissembling doubts and fears. 

For praise, for fiat^ry sighing, sigh forlorn I 

Soft as the line of lovesick Hammond flows, 

'Twas his fond heart effUsed the melting theme 
Ah ! never could Aonia’s hlU disclose 
So fair a fountain, or so loved a stream. 

Ye loveless Bards! Intent with artful pains 
To form a sigh, or to contrive a tear ! 

Forego your Pindus, and on plains 

Survey Camilla’s charms, and grow sincere. 

But thou, my Friend ! while in thy youthful soul 
Love's gentle tyrant seats his awful throne. 

Write from thy bosom—Iet not art control 
The ready pen that makes his edicts known. 

leasing, when youth Is long expired, to trace 
The forms our pencil or our {ten design'd ! 

“ Such was our youthful air, and shape, and face ! 
Such the soft image of our youthful mind !" 

Soft, whilst we sleep beneath the rural bowers. 

The Loves and Hraces steal unseen away. 

And where the turf diffused iu pomp of flowers. 

We wake to wintry toenet of chill decay! ( 


Curse the sad fortune that detains thy fair ; 

Praise the soft hours that gave thee to her arms 
Paint thy proud scorn of every vulgar care, 

When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 

Where with (Enone thou hast worn' the day. 

Near fount or stream, In meditation, rove ; 

If in the ^rove Oilnone loved to stray, 

The faithful Muse shall meet tliee in tlie grove. 


ELEGY II. 


Om potthumout Reputation. 


TO A FRIEND. 


O GRIEF of griefs ! that Envy’s frantic ire 
Should rob the living virtue of its praise ; 

O foolish Muses ! that with zeal aspire 
[ To deck the cold insensate shrine with bays. 

Wlien the free spirit quits her humble frame, 

I To tread the skies with radiant garlands crown’d 
Say, will she hear Uie distant voice of Fame ? 

Or, hearing, fancy sweetness In the sound ? 

Perhaps even Genius pours a slighted lay ; 

Perhaps even Fricndshii> sheds a fruitless tear ; 
Even I.yttleton but vainly trims the bay. 

And fondly graces Hammond’s mourmul bier. 

Though weeping virgins haunt his favour’d um. 
Renew their chaplets, and repeatAheir sighs ; 
Though near his tomb Sabean odours burn, 

Tlie loitering fragrance will it reach the skies ? 

No; should his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 

Delia might place the votive wreaths m vain : 
Yet the dear hope of Delia’s future care 
Once crown’d his pleasures, and dispell’d his pain. 

V'es— the fair prospect of surviving praise 
Can every sense of present joys excel ; 

For this great Hadrian chose lahorious days ; 
Through this, expiring, bade a gay farewell. 

Shall then our youths, who Fame’s bright fabrio 
raise. 

To life’s precarious date confine their care ? 

O teach them you to spread the sacred base. 

To plan a work through latest ages fkir 
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XIXiSGZlSS. 


li it transport, as with curious eye | 

Vou tract! the story of each Attic sage. 

To think your blooming praise shall time defy ? | 

Shall waft like odours, thro’ the pleasing page ? : 

To mark the day when, through the bulky tome. 
Around your name the varying stylo refines? 

And readers call their lost attrition home, 

Led by that iirdex where true genius shines ? 

Ah ! let not Britons doubt their streial aim, 
t\’hi>i»o ardent Nwoms r'Ach this an. ient fire; 

(. I'i'l iiiicTfst nulti K’lbro the vi'id ilune, 
dii'l pauioi ardours but \siLh liieeuptre. 


ELEGY III. 


On ihc untimely Death of a certain learned 
Acquainiaiue. 


rp' proud Pygmalion quits his cumbrous frame. 
Fullered iMimp ibi s, inly te.ir supplie', 
b'M her ild> louvl. Miili v^n.J voue prrs-Irim, 

I, i! h< re die briv,- jiruJ tI,,,- pu>ss.ait bn». 

When humbler Alcon loaves his drooping frieiMls 
Pageant nor plume distinguish Aleon's bier; 

The buthful Muse witli viitive song attends, 

And blots the inouruful numlters witlr a tear. 

He little knew the sly penurious art, 

Thntotliousartwhicn Fortune’s favourites know : 
F'orm’d to bestow, he felt the warmest heart. 

But envious Fate forbade him to bestow. 

He little know to ward the secret wound ; 

Ho little knew that mortals could ensnare: 
Virtue he knew ; the noblest joy he found 
To sing her glories, and to paint her fair. 

Ill ho skill'll to L'nidc hh wnn.irring sheep, 

A 'III uiil' ri v.-i. II ill. i.(< r ihiniiM In', (utd ; 

Ytt .It I'luthi r’. I 'l. ilu.- swam wi uld ween, 

And lor In . traiid Im Miy ersS'k was sold. 

Ve sons of W'ealth ! protect the Muses* train ; 

From winds protect them, and with food supply : 
Ah ! helpless they, toward the threaten’d pain. 

The meagre famine, and the wintry sky ! 

He loved a nymph ; amidst his slender store 
He dared to love, and Cynthia was his theme : 

He breathed his plaints along the rocky shore; 

They only echoed o’er the winding stream. 

His nymph was fair ! the sweetest bud that blows 
llevives less lovely from the recent shower; 

So Philomel enamour'd CYCS tire rose ; 

Sweet bird ! enamour’d of the sweetest flower. 

He lovctl the Muse ; she taught him to complain ; 

He saw his timorous loves on her depend : 
fie loved the Muse, although she taught in vain. 
He loved tlie Muse, for she was Virtue’s friend. 

She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ; 

She wias the ear when formal pleas are vain ; 
She temi'ts Patricians from the Cital doors 
(If Vice's brothel forth to Virtue’s fane. 

He wish’d for wealth, fer much ho wish’d to give; 

He grievwl that Virtue might not wealth obtain: 
Piteous of woes, and hojreless to relieve. 

The pensive prospect sadden’d all his strain. 

I saw him firint ! I saw him sink to rest ! • 

I.ike one ordain’d to swell the vulgar tlirong; 

As though the Virtues had not warm’d his breast. 
As tlvough the Muses not inspiied his tongue. 

I saw his hler ignobly cross the plain ; 

Saw peasant hands the pious rites supply: 

The generous rastics mourn’d the friendly swain, 
But Power and Wealth’s unvaning cheek was 
dry 


Such Alcon fell ; In meagre want forlorn ! 

Wliere were ye then, ye powerful Patrons ! where? 
Would ye tlie purple should your limbs adorn. 

Go wash the conscious blemish w'ith a tear. 


ELEGY IV. 


OPHELIA’S URN. 


To Mr. G — 


THROUGH the dim veil of evening’s dn«Vy »hniU-, 
Near -Mune lone l ine, or jew’- funereal gri l U, 

What dreary forms ha.s magic Fear survey’ll ■' 

What shrouded si>ectres superstition seen I , 

But you, secure, shall pour your sad complaint. 

Nor dread the meagre phantom’s wan array ; 

Wlrat none but Fear's officious hand can paint, 
What none but Superstition’s oyo survey. 

The glimmering twilight and the doubtful dawn 
Shall see your step to these sad scenes return ; 

Constant, as ci^stal dews impeari the lawn. 

Shall Strephon’s tear bedew Ophelia’s urn. 

Sure nought unhallow’d sh.all presume to stray 
Wlicre sleep the reliques of that virtuous maid ; 

Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way 
Where soft Ophelia’s dear ’•emains are laid. 

Haply thy Muse, as with unceasing sighs 
She keep* late vigils, on her um redined, 

May see light groups of pleasing visions rise, 

.And phantoms glide, uut of celestial kind. 

Then Fame, her clarion pendant at her side, 

Shall seek forgiveness of ( Ijihelia's shade , 

“ Why has such worth, without ilisUnclion, died * 
Why, like the desert’s lily, bloom to fade ? 

Then young Simplicity, averse to feign, 

.Shall, unmolcstetl, breathe her softest sigh. 

And Candour with unwontetl warmth complain. 
And Innocence Indulge a wailful cry. 

Then Elegance, with coy judicious hand,* 

Shall cull fresh flowerets for Ojihelia's tomb ; 

An<l Beauty chide the Fate’s severe command. 
That show’d the frailty of so fair a bloom ! 

And Fancy then, with wild ungovem’d wo, 

Shall her loved pupil’s native taste explain ; 

For mournful sable all her hues forego. 

And ask sweet solace of tire Muse in vain ! 

Ah ! gentle Forms ! expect no fond relief ; 

Too much the sacred Nine their loss deplore ; , 

Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief— 
Your best, your brightest favourite is no more. 


ELEGY V. 

He comparet the Turbulence qf Ijove with the Tran 

quality cfFriendthip. 


TO MELISSA HIS FRIEND. 


FROM Love, from angry Ixive’s Inclement reign 
I pass awhile to Friendship’s equal skies ; 
Thou, generous Maid ! reHev’st my partial pain. 
And chcer’st the victim of another’s eyes. • 

’Tis thou, Melissa, thou dcserv’st my care ; 

How can my will and reason disagree ? 

How can ray passion live beneath despair ? 

How can my bosom sigh for aught but tl.ee ? 

Ah ! dear Melissa ! pleased with thee to rove 
Afy soul has yet survived its drearii^st time ; 

111 can I bear tlie various clime of I..ove ! 

Love is a pleasing but a various clime. 
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BUSGXBS. 


So smiles immortal Maro’s favourite shore, 
Parthenopi', witJ> every verdure crown'd; 

When strai^llit Ve.Mivio s horrid caldrons roar. 
And tire dry vapour blasts the regions round* 

Oh ' I'lis'fi.il region'; ' oh ! unrivall'd pliins ' 

AV III >1 M. r I " III! M- Ir.ib’raiil ' 

Oh ' I I',d r. ' I '1.1, nil ' a.-i nr i -I _ 

When Pliny 'nnd sulphuri-oiis clouds expired '■ 

So smiles the surface of the treacherous main. 

As o’(!r it . waves the peacetul halcyons play. 

When soon rude winds tlroir wonted rule regain. 
And sky and ocean mingle in live fray. 

But let or air contend, or ocean rave ; 

Kven Mope subside, amid the billows toss’d: 

Hope, stdl emergent, still contemns tlve wave, 
And not a feature’s wonted smile is lost. 


ELEGY VI. 

I'O A I.ADV, 

On the Language qf Birds. 

COMJl then, Dione, let us range the grove. 

The science of the featlier’d choirs explore, 
ifear linnets argue, larks descant of love, 

And nlame the gloom of solitude no more. 

My doubt subsides — ’Us no Italian song. 

Nor swseless ditty, cheers the vernal tree: 

Ah ! who that hears Dione's tuneful tongue. 

Shall doubt that music may with sense agree ? 

And come, my Muse ! that lov’sl the sylvan shade, 
Kvolve the mazes, and the mist dispel ; 
Translate the song ; convince my dounting maid 
So solemn Dervise can explain so well— 

Pensive beneath the twilight shades I sate, 

The slave of hopeless vows and cold disdain ' 
Wh'On Philomel address’d his mournful mate, 

.<Vjid Uius I construed the mellilluent strain. 

" Sing on, my bird .'—the liquid notes prolong ; 

At eviry note a lover sheds hi.i tear; 

Ring on my bird !— ’tis Damon hears thy song. 

Nor doubt to gain ajiplause when lovers hear. 

" Be the sad source of our complaining knows ; 

A foe to Tercus and to lawless love : 

He mourns the story of our ancient woes : 

Ah ! could our music his complaints remove. 

** Von plains are govern’d by a peerless maid ; 

And see, pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted sky ; 

A train of lovers court the chseker’d shade. 

Sing on, my bird ! and hear thy mate’s reply. 

•' Erewhlle no shepherd to these woods retired. 

No lover hlcss’d the glow-worm’s pallid ray ; 

But ill-starr’d birds, that, listening, not adnured; 
Or 4stening, envied our superior lay. 

" Cheer'd by the sun, the va.ssals of his power, 

Let sucli l>y day unite their jarring strains. 

Hut let us choose the calm, the silent, hour. 

Nor want lit audience wMte Dione reigns." 


ELEGY VII. 

Ht detaibtt hit Vition to an Acquaintance. 


Ca-tera per terras omnet animalia, &c. Virg. 
IMITATION. 

All animals beside, o’er all the earth, Bt<s, 


ON distant heaths, beneath autumnal (ktes. 
Pensive I saw the circling sltade descend ; 
Weary and feint I heard the storm arise, 

While the sun Tanish'd, like a faithless friend. 


No kind companion led my steps aright ; 

No friendly ])ianot lent its glimmering ray 
Even the lone rot refused its wonted light. 

Wliere toil in peaceful slumlier closed the day. 

Then the dull hell had given a plca.sing sound ; 

The vill.age cur ’twerc trim. t>.'rt thm to hear ; 

In -Iri-ullul '.lienee .ill w,i« hii-liM ar. uiul, 

\\ hile the rude -luim al-.m- (li.ire's'd iiiiiio e.ir. 

As led by Orwell’s v iiuling banks I stray'd. 

Where t'lwering Wnlicv lireatlu'd his n itive aik 
A .ii.l.li n li..fre . h iM'.l ihe il.M.i.g ,h.i.1.-, • 

’i III i»>uuvliiig V* iiid , .i.ere liu.Ji d, .iiid nil w as fan . 

Instant a graceful form appear’d confess’d ; 

White were hl.s looks, with awful searlet crown’d. 
Ami livelier far than Tyrian seem’d his vest, 

Tiiat with Uie glowing purple tinged tlie ground. 

“ Stranger,'’ he said, “ amid this pealing rain. 
Benighted, lonesome, wliither wouldst hou 
stray ? . 

Does wealth or power tliy weary step constrain z 
Keveal thy wish, and let me point the wav. 

“ For know I trial the trojihied paths of power, 

Feit every joy that fan ambition brings. 

And left the lonely roof of yonder bower 
To stand beneath the canopit^ of kings. 

“ 1 bade low hinds the towering ardour share, 

Nor meanly rose to bless myself alone; 

I snatch’d the shepherd from his fleecy care, 

And bade his wholesome dictates guard the 
tlironc. 

“ liow at my feet the suppliant peer I saw ; 

1 saw proud empires my decision wait; 

My will was duty, and my word was law. 

My smile was transport, and my frown was 
fate.” 

Ah me! said I, nor power I seek, nor gain ; 

Nor urged by hojie of feme these toils endure ; 

A simple youth, that feels a lover’s pain, 

And from his friend’s condolence hop« a cure. 

He, the dear youth ! lo whose abodes I roam, 

Nor can mine honours nor my fields extend ; 

Yet for his sake I leave my distant home, 

Which oaks embosom, and which hills defend. 

Beneath that home I scorn the wintry wind ; 

The Spring to shade mo rolies her fairest tree * 
And if a friend my grass-grown threshold find. 

Oh how my lonely cot resounib with glee ! 

Yet, though averse lo gold in heaps amass'd, 

I 1 wi^h to bless, 1 languish to bestow; 

' And though no friend to fame’s obstreperous blast. 
Still to Her dulcet murmurs not a foe. 

Too proud with servile tone to deign address ; 

Too mean to think that honours are my due | 

Yet should some patron yield my stores to liless, 

1 sure should deem my boundless thanks were few. 

But tell mo, thou 1 that like a meteor’s fire 
Shott’sl blaring fortln disdaining dull degrees, 
Should I to wealtn, to fame, to power, asjiire, 

Must I not pass more rugged paths than these ? 

Must I not groan beneath a guilty load ? 

I’ralse him I scorn, and him 1 love Ix’tray ? 

Does not felonious Envy bar the road ? 

Or Falsehood’s treacherous foot beset the way ? 

Say, should I pass through Favour’s crowded gate. 
Must not fsur Truth Inglorious wait behind ? 
Wlwlst I apiiroach the glitU’ring scenes of state. 

My best companion no admittance find ? 

Nursetl in the shades by Freedom’s lenient care, 
Shall' I the rigid sway of fortune own ? 

Taught by the voice of pious Truth, prepare 
To spurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 

And when proud Fortune's ebbing tide recedes. 

And when it leaves me no unshaken friend. 

Shall I not weep that e’er I left the meads. 

^y’luch oaks embo:»otn, and which hills defend. 
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Oh ! If thew ills the price of power advanco. 
Check not mjr spera, where social jojrs invite ! 
The troubled vision cast a mournful glance. 
And, sighing, vanish’d in the shades of night. 


ELEGY Vlli. 

Ut df.*erib€* his early love qf Poetry, and its Con- 
sequences, 

TO MR. G 


AH me ! what envious magic thins my fold ? 

What mutter’d spell retards their late Increase? 
8uch lessening fleeces must the swain behold. 

That e'er witli Doric pipe essays to please. 

1 saw my friends in evening circles meet ; 

I took my vocal reed, and tuned my lay; 
i heard them say iny vocal reed was sweet : 

Ah, fool ! to credit what I heard them say. 

Ill-fated Bard ! that seeks his skill to show. 

Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear; 

Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe 
To guide his doubtful step, has more to fear. 

Nor could mv G mistake the critic’s laws. 

Till |)ions Friendship mark'd the pleasing way : 
Welcome such error ! ever hless'd the cause! 

Even though it led me Iwundless leagues astray. 

Could’st tltou reprove me, when I nursed the flame. 
On listening Cherwell's osier banks reclined ? 
While foe to Fortune, unseduced by Fame, ' 

I sootlied the bias of a careless mind ? 

Youth's gentle kindred, Health and Love, were met ; 

What though in Alma’s guardian arms I play’d? 
How shall tho Muse those vacant hours forget ? ' 

Or deem that bliss by solid cares repaid ? 

Thou know’st how transport thrills the tender breast 
Where Love and Fancy fix their opening reign; 
How Nature shines, in livelier colours dress’d. 

To bless tlieir union, and to grace their train. 

.^o first when Phoebus met tho Cyprian Queen, 
And favour’dRhodes beheld their jmsslon crown'd. 
Unusual flowers enrich’d the paints tfreen. 

And swift spontaneous roses blush’d around. 

Now sadly lorn, from Twltnam’s widow'd bower* 
The drooping Muses take their casual way, 

And where they stop, a flood of tears they pour ; 
And where tliey weep no more tlie fields sire gay. 

Where fs the dappled pink, tlie sprightly rose ? 

The cowslip's golden cup no more I see; 

Dark and discolour'd every flower that blows. 

To form the garland. Elegy 1 fur thee — 

Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead ; 

Ah ! might we now the pious rage control ! 
Hush’d be my grie^, ere every smile be fled. 

Ere the deep-swelling sigh subvert the soul ! 

Ifjiear some trophy spring a stripling bay. 

Pleased we benold the graceful umbrage rise. 
But soon too deep it works its baneful way. 

And low on earth tiie prostrate ruin Ues.t 


ELEGY IX. 

He dtstribts his Disinterestedness Ut a Friend. . 

I NE'ER must tinge my lip with Celtic wines: 

The pomp of India must I ne'er display ; 

. the death of Mr. Pope. 

. t what Is reported of the bay-tree, 

that it it U planted too near tho walls of an edifice. 
Its roou win work their way underneath, Ull they 
destroy the foundation. 


• Nor boast the produce of Peruvian mines. 

Nor with Italian sounds deceive the day. 

Down yonder brook my crystal beverage flows ; 

My grateful sheep their annual fleeces bring ; 

Fair in my garden buds the damask rose, 

And from my grove 1 hear the throstle sing. 

My fellow-swains avert your dazzled eyes ; 

In vain allured by glittering spoils they rove ; 

The Fates ne’er meant them for tne shepherd’s prize. 
Yet gave them ample recompence in love. 

They gave you vigour from your parents’ veins ; 

They gave you toils, but toils your sinews brace ; 
Theygave you nymphs thatown tbeiramorous pains; 
And shades, the refuge of the gentle race. 

To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, . 

See, polish’d fair, the beech’s friendly rind*. 

To sing soft carols to your lovely dames, 

8ec vocal grots and echoing vales assign'd ! 

Wouldst thou, my Strepbon ! Love’s delighted slave 
'I'hough sure the wreaths of chivalry to share. 
Forego the riband thy Matilda gave. 

And, giving, bade thee in remembrance wear ? 

Ill fare my peace, but every idle toy. 

If to my mind my Delia’s form it brings. 

Has truer worth, imparts sineerer joy. 

Than all that bean the radiant stamp of kings. 

O my soul weens, my breast with anguish bleeds. 
When love aeplores the tyrant jujwer of Gain 1 
Disdaining riches as the tbtlle weetls, 

I rise superior, and the rich dlsihiin. 

Oft from the stream, slow wandering down the 
glade, 

Pensive 1 near the nuptial peal rebound : 

“ Some miser weds (I cry) the captive maid. 

And some fond lover sickens at the sound.” 

Not Somervile, the Muse’s fkiend of old, 

Though now exalted to yon ambient sky. 

So shunn’d a soul distain'u with earth and gold, 

So loved the pure, tho generous breast, as I . 

Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 

His loves, his friendships, even his self resigns ; 
PerverU the sacred instinct of his soul. 

And to a ducat’s dirty sphere confines. 

But come, my Friend ! with taste, with science, 
blcss’d. 

Ere age impair me, and ere gold alluret: 

Restore thy dear idea to my breast. 

The ricn deposit shall Uic shrine secure. 

I.ct others toil to gain the sordid ore. 

The charms of independence let us sing ; 

Bless’d with thy friendship, can I wish for more ? 
I’ll spurn the boasted wealth of Lydia’s king.* 


ELEGY X. 

TO FORTUNE, 

SrtggesHng hie Motive for repining at her 
Dispensations. 

ASK not the cause why this rebellious tongue 
Loads with ft esh -curses thy detested sway ; 

Ask not, thus branded in my sotlest song, 

I Why stands the flatter'd name which all obey ? 

’Tis not that in my shed I lurk forlorn, • 

Nor see my root on Parian marble rise ; 

That on this breast no mimic star Is borne. 
Revered, ah I more than those that light the skies. 

•Tis not that on the turf supinely laid, 

1 sing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze ) 

And, ail inglorious, in the lonesome shade 
My finger stiftens, and my voice decays. 

* Croesus. 

B 
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Not that (anc; mourns thy stern command, 
W^hen many an embryo dome is lost in air ; 
While guardian Prudence checks my eager hand. 
And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ** Forbear ; 

Forbear, vain Youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold. 
Nor let yon rising column more) aspire ; 

Ah ! better dwell in ruins than behold 

Thy tor tunes mouldering, and thy donres entire. 

" Honorio built, but dared my laws defy ; 

He planted, scornful of ray sam commands ; 

The peach’s vernal bud regalod nis eye. 

The fruitage ripen’d for more frugal hands.” 

See the small stream, that pours its murmuring tide 
O’er some rough rock that would its wealth dis- 

t but penury and pride ? 

' Ah ! comtrue wisely what such murmurs say. 

How would some flood, with ampler treasures 
bless'd. 

Disdainful view the scantling drops distill ! 

How must Velino * shake his reedy crest ! 

How every cygnet moek the boastful rill ! 

Fortune, I yield ; and see, I give the aim ; 

At noon the poor mechanic wanders home. 
Collects the square, the level, and the line. 

And with retort^ eye forsakes the dome. 

Ves, I can patient view the shadeless plains ; 

Can unrepining leave the rising wall ; 

Chock the fond love of art that flied my veins. 

And my warm hopes in full pursuit recall. 

Descend, ye storms ! destroy my rising pile : 

Loosed hejthe whirl wind’^s unremitting sway ; 
Contented I, although the gazer smile 
To see it scarce survive a winter's day. 

Let some dull dotard bask in thy gar shrine. 

As in the sun regales his wanton herd ; 

Guiltless of envy, why should I repine 
That hit rude voice, his grating reed’s pre- 
ferr'd? 

Let him exult, with boundless wealth supplied. 
Mine and the swain's reluctant homage share ; 
Hut, atui his tawdn shepherdess's pride, 

Hods I must my Delia, must ray Delia, bear ? 

Must Delia’s softness, elegance, and case. 

Submit to Marian’s dress ? to Marian’s gold ? 
Must Marian’s robe from distant India please ? 

The simple fleece my Delia’s limbs infold ? 

“ Vet sure on Della seems the russet fair 5 
Ye glittering daughters of disguise adieu !” 

So talk the wiw, who Judge of shape and air. 

But will the rural thane decide so true ? 

Ah ! what is native worth esteem'd of clowns ? 

'Tis thy false glare, O Fortune ! thine they see 1 
’Tis for my Delia's .s^ke 1 dread thy frowns. 

And my last gasp shall curses breathe on thee. 


ELEGY XI. 

Jfe tomplaiHS kow iotn the pleaeing Novelty of Life 
it over. 

TO MR. / 


A H me ! ray Friend ! it will not, will not last ! 

This fairy scene, that cheats our youthfol eyes ; 
'rhe charm dktolvee ; th’ aerial music’s past ; 

The banquet otases, and the tislon flies. 

Where are the splendid forms, the rich nerfomes. 
Where the gay tapers, where the spacious dome ? 
Vanish'd itie coitly pearlsj the t^mion pluniel, 
And we, dellgh^Use, left to wander home ! 


* A river in Italy, that folb 100 yards perpon • 

dicular. 


Vain now are books, the sage’s wisdom vain ! 

What has the world to bribe our steps astray 
Ere Reason learns by study'd laws to reign, 

The weaken'd passions, self-subdued, obey. 

Scarce has the sun seven annual courses roll’d. 
Scarce shown the whole that Fortune c.an supply, 
Since not the miser go caress'd his gold 
As I, for what it gave, was heard to sigh.* 

On the world’s stage I wish'd some sprightly part. 
To deck my native fleece witlt tawdiy lace 1 1 | 

'Twas lite,'’twas taste, and— oh ! my foolish heart^ 
Substantial joy was fix'd in power and place. 

And you, ye works of Art ! allured mine eye. 

The breathing picture and the living stone : 
j “ Tho’ gold, tho^ splendour. Heaven and Fate denj 
Yet might I call one Titian itroke ray own !" 

Sinit with the charms of Fame, whose lovely spoil 
I’he wreath, the garland, fire the poet’s priae, 

1 trimm'd my lamp, consumed the midnight oil — 
But soon the paths of health and fame divide ! 

Oft, too, I pray’d; 'twas Nature form’d the prayci 
'I'o grace my native scenes, ray rural home ; 

To see my trees express their planter’s care. 

And gay, on Atuc models, raise my dome. 

But now ’til o’er, the dear delusion ’.s o’er; 

A stagnant breezeless air becalms my soul ; 

A fond aspiring candidate no more, 

I scorn the palm l)eforo I reach the goal 

>uth ! enchantiiu stage, profut 

si ?• courts the frt 

Of health neglectftil, yet by health care-w’d, 

Careless of favour, yet secure to find. 

Then glows the breast as opening roses fair j 
More free, more vivid, than the linnet’s wing; 
Honest os light, transparent e'en as air, 

Tender as buds, and lavish as the Spring. 

Not all the force of manhood’s active might, 

Not all the craft to subtle age assign’d, 

Not science shall extort that dear delight, 

Which gay delusion gave the tender mind. 

Adieu, soft raptures! transports void of care. 

Parent of raptures, dear Deceit ! adieu ; 

And you, her daughters, pining with de-spair, 

Why, why so soon her fleeting ste]>s pursue ! 

Tedious again to curse the drizzling day ! 

Again to trace the wintry tracks of snow ! 

Or, sooth’d by vernal airs, again survey 
The selfsame hawthorns bud. and cowslips blow 

O life ! how soon of every blisi forlorn ! 

We start false ioys, and urge the devious race, 

A tender prey ; that cheers our vouthfiil morn, 
Then sinks imtimely, and denrauds the chase. 


ELEGY XII. 


ffU Reeantatim. 


NO more the Muse obtrudes her thin disguise, 

No more with awkward fallacy complains 

How every fervour from my bosom flics, 

And Reason in her lonesome palace reigns. 

Ere the chill winter of our days arrive. 

No more sbe palnu the breast from passion 
free; 

I feel, I feel one loitering wish survive 

Ah ! need J, Florio, name that wish to thee ? 

The star of Venus ushers in the day. 

The first, the loveliest of the train that shine i 

The star of Venus lends her brightest ray, 

When other stars their frienoly beams resign. 
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Still in my breast one soft desire remains, 

Pure as Umt star, from guilt, from interest 
IVce: 

Has gentle Delia tripp'd across the plains. 

And need I, Florio, name that wish to thee ? 

While, cloy’d to find the scenes of life the same, 

I tune with careless hand my languid lays, 

Some secret impulse wakes iny former ilaine. 

And fires my strain with hopes of brighter 
days. 

I slept not long beneath yon rural bowers. 

And, lo! my crook with.flowcrs adorn’d I see: 

Has gentle Della bound my crook with flowers. 
And need I, Florio, name my hopes to thee f 


ELEGY XIII. 


TO A FRIEND, 

On tome slight {Kcasion estranged from him. 

HEA I.TH to my friend, and many a cheerful day ! 

Around his seal may peaceful shades abide ! 
Smooth How tbe minutes, fraught with smiles, 
away. 

And till they crown our union gently glide! 

Ah mo too swiftly fleets our vernal bloom 1 
Lost to our wonted friendship, lost to joy ! 

Soott mav thy breast the cordial wish resume. 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth destroy 1 

Sav, were it ours, by Fortune’s wild command, 
liy chance to meet beneath the Torrid Zone, 
Wouldst thou reject thy Damon’s plighted hand ? 
Wouldst thou with acorn thy once loved firiend 
disown ? 

Life is that stranger land, that alien clime; 

hhall kindred souls forego their social claim ? 
J.anncb’d in the vast abyss of space and time. 

Shall dark suspicion quench the generous flame ? 

Jlfyriads of souls, that knew one parent mould. 

See sadly severed by the laws of Chance ! 
Myriads, in Time's perennial list enroll’d, 

Vorbid by Fate to change one transient glance ! 

But we have met— where ills of every form. 

Where passions rage, and hurricanes descend ; 
Say, shall we nurse the rage, assist the storm. 

And guide them to the bosom— of a friend i* 

Ves, we have met— thro’ rapine, fraud, and wrong.: 

.Might our joint aid tbe oaths of peace explore ; 
Why leave thv friend amid the boisterous throng, 
Kre de.atli divide us, and we part no inore.^ 

For, oil ! pale sickness warns thy friend away ; 

For me no more the vernal roses bloom ! 

I see stern Fate his ebon wand display. 

And point the wither’d regions of the tomb. 

Then the keen anguish from thine eye shall start 
Sad as tliou followest my untimely bier; 

“ Fool that I was — if fViends so soon must part. 

To let suspicion Intermix a fear.” 


ELEGY XIV. 

TiecHning an iiivitatiun to iHsit Foreign Countries, he 
takes occasion to intimate the Advantages x^fhis 


TO LORD TEMPLE. 


WHILE others, lost to friendship, lost to love, 
VV aste their best minutes on a foreign strand. 


Be mine with British nyim»h or swain to rove, 
j And court the Genius or my native laud. 

Deluded Youth ! that o^uits these verdant plains. 
To catch the follies or an'alicn soil ! 

: To win tbe vice his genuine soul disdain.s, 
j Return exultant, and import the spoil 1 

! In vain he boasta of his detested prize ; 

No more it blooms, to British climes convey’d ; 

, Cramp’d by the impulse of ungenial skies, 

I See its iresh vigour in a moment fade ; 

1 Th’ exotic folly knows it’s native clime, 

I An awkward stranger if we waft it o'er ; 

I Why then these toils, this costly waste of time. 

To spread soft poison on our happy shore 

I covet not the pride of foreign looms ; 
j In search of foreign modes I scorn to rove ; t 
I Nor for the worthless bird of brighter plumes 
I Would change the meanest warbler of my grovth 

j No distant clime shall servile airs impart. 

Or form the?e limbs with pliant ease to play ; 
Trembling I view the Gaul's illusive art. 

That steals my loved rusticity away. 

’Tis long since Freedom fled th’ Hesjierian clime. 
Her citron moves, her flower-embroider’d shore,: 
She saw the British oak aspire sublime. 

And soft Campania's olive charms no more. 

I>et partial suns mature the western mine. 

To shell it’s lustre o’er th’ Iberian maid , 

Mien, beauty, sliape, O native soil are tblne ; 

Thy peerless daughters ask no foreign aid. ■ 

Let Ceylon’s envy’d plant* perfume the seas. 

Till tom to season the Batavian bowl ; 

Ours is the breast whose genuine ardours plea.se. 
Nor need a drug to meliorate the soul. 

Let the proud Soldan wound th’ Arcadian groves. 
Or with rude lips Ui’ Aonian fount profane ; 

The Muse no more by flowery Ladon roves, 

8he seeks her Thomson on the British plain. 

Tell not of realms by ruthless war dismay’d ; 

Ah : hapless realms ! that war’s oppression feel ; 
In vain may Austria boast her Noric blade^ 

If Austria bleed beneath her boasted stetn. 

Beneath her palm Iduine vents her moan ; 

Raiitureil she once beheld its friendly shade; 

And hoary Memphis boasts her tombs alone. 

The mournful types of mighty power decay’d ! 

No Crescent here displays its baneful horns ; 

No turban’d host u*e voice of truth reproves ; 
lyeaminx’s free source the sage’s 'wreast adorns, 

And Foeis not inglorious, chant their loves. 

Boast, favour’d Media I boast thy flowery stores 
Thy tliousand huos by chymic suns refined ; 

'Tis not the dress of mien my soul adores, 

'Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 

■Wldle Grenville’s f breast could virtue’s stores 
What envy’d flota bore so fair a freight I’ [afloid. 
The mine compared in vain its latent lioarri, 

The gem its lustre, and the gold its weight. 

Thee, Grenville! thee, with calmest courage 
fraught ! 

Thee, the loved image of thy native shore 
Thee, by the Virtues arm’d, the (i races taught ! 
When shall we cease to boast or to deplore > 

Presumptuous War, which could thy life destroy. 
What shall it now in recompence decree ? 

While friends, that merit every earthly joy, • 
Feel every anguish ; feel—the loss of thee ' 

Bid me no more a servile realm compare. 

No more the Muse of partial praise arraign ; 
Britannia sees no foreign breast so fair. 

And if she glory, glories rot in vain. 


• The Cinnamon. 

f Written about the time of Captain Grenville * 
deaU). 
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ELEGY XV. 


IN MEMORY 

Of a private Family • in Worcetlerthire, 


FROM a lone tower with reverend Ivv crown’d. 
The pealing bell awalre<l a tender sigh ; 

Still as the village caught the waving sound, 

A swelling tear distream'd from every eye. 

So droop’d, I wem, each Briton’s breast of old. 
When the dull curfew spoke their freedom fled ; 
For sighing as the mournful accent rnll’d, 

“ Our hope,” they cry’d *' our kind support is 
dead 1” 

‘ Twas good Palcmon— Near a shaded pool, 

A gtuup ot ancient elms umbrageous rose ; 

The flocking rooks, by Instinct’s native rule. 

This pea^ful scene for their asylum chose. 

A few small spires to Gothic fancy fair. 

Amid the shades emerging struck the view ; 
*Twas here his youth respirw its earliest air ; 

’Twas here his age breathed out its last adieu. 

One favour’d son engaged his tenderest care ; 

One pious youth his wliole affection crown’d ; 

In his young breast the virtues sprung so fair. 

Such charms display’d, such sweets diirused 
around. 

But whilst gay transport in his face appears, 

A noxious vapour clog* the poison'd sky, 

Blasts the fair crop— the sire Is drown’d in tears. 
And, scarce surviving, sees his Cynthio die J 

O'er the pale corse we saw him gently bend : 
Heart-chill'd with grief— “ My thread," he cried 
“ is spun ! 

“ If Heaven had meant I should my life extend. 
Heaven had preserved my life’s support, my son. 

*' Snatch’d in thy prime ! alas ! the stroke were 
mild, 

Had my frail form obey’d the Fates’ decree ii 
Bless’d were my lot, O Cynthio ! O mv child ! 

Had Heaven so pleased, and I had dy'd for thee." 

Five sleepless nights he stemm’d the tide of woes; 

Five irksome suns he saw, thro’ tears, forlorn ! 
On his pale corse the sixth sod moming rose ; 

From yonder dome the mournfUl bier was 
borne. 

'Twas on those fDowns, by Roman hosts annoy’d. 
Fought our bold fathers, rustic, unrefined I 
Freedom’s plain sons in martial cares employ'd ! 
They tixiged thetr bodies, but unmask’d their 
mind. 

’Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race. 
Of milder merit, fix’d their calm retreat ; 

War’s deadly crimson had forsook the place. 

And freedom fondly loved the chosen scat. 

No wild ambition fired their tranquil breast, 

To swell with empty sounds a spotless name; 

If fostering skies, the sun, the shower, were bless’d. 
Their &>unty spread; their fields’ extend the 

same. 

Those fields profuse of raiment, food, and fire. 
They scorn'd to lessen, careless to extend ; 

Bade Luxuiw to lavish couru aspire, 

And Avarice to city breasts descend. 

None to a virgin’s mind preferr'd her dower. 

To fire with vicious hopes a modest heir : 

The sire, in place of titles, wealth, or power. 
Assign’d him virtue ; and his lot was fair. 


• The Penns of Harborough ; a place whose 
name in the Saxon language alludes to an army : 
and there is a tradition that there was a battle 
fought on the Downs adjoining, betwixt tire Britons 
and the Romans. 

t Harborough Dowiu. 


I They spoke of Fortune as some doubtful dame, 
That sway’d the natives of a distant sphere ; 
From lAu re's vagraut sons had loarn’d her fame, 
But never wish’d to platre her banners liere. 

Here youth’s free spirit, innocently gay, 

Knjov'J ;l'.o lo'-U that iimiven' e i an give ; 

Til .'veets I'lat ll■•rd^.■r \'iriii«'s wav . 

riio... II. ■> ntiy. I 



Their board no strange amniguous viand bore ; ^ 

p'rom their oWn streams their choicer fare th«P 
drew ; 

To lure the scaly glutton to the shore. 

The sole deceit their artless bosom know ! 

Sincere themselves, ah ! too secure to find 
The common Ixi.oin, like their own, sincere ! 

’Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind; 

'Tis her owu poison bids the viper fear. 

Sketch'd on the lattice of th’ adjacent fane. 

Their suppliant busts implore tlie reader’s prayer ; 

Ah! gentle sfiuls! enioy your iilissful reign, 

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 

For sure to blissful realms the souls are flown 
That never flatter’d, injured, censured, strove; 

The friends of ». i.*n. e ' mii'ie .ill ihr-ir own ; 

llie vou e of \ iriue ajuJ i.f Love ! 

The journeying peasant, thro’ the secret shade, 
Heaid their soft lyres engage his list’ning car, 

And haply deem’d some courteous angel play’d ; 

No itf'.gel play’d— but might witli transport hear. 

For these the sotinds that chase unholy strife ! 

Solve envy’s charm, Ambition’s wretch relwave ; 

liaise him to spurn the radiant ills of life. 

To pity pomp, to be content witli peace. 

Farewell, pure Spirits ! vain the praise we give. 
The pr.aise you sought from Ups angelic flows ; 

Farewell ! the virtues whlcli deserve to live 
Deserve an ampler bliss than life bestows. 

Last of his race, Palemon, now no more, 

Tlte modest meiit of his line display’d ; 

Then pious Hough Vigornla’s mitre wore 
Soft slix’p the dust each deserving shade. 


ELEGY XVI. 


He fu^f'erte the Advaniaget if Birth to a Peritm tf 
Merit ; and the Folly if a Supercilioutnet* that it 
huilt upon that tola Foundation. 


WHEN genius, graced with lineal splendour, glow*. 
I When title shines, with ambient virtues crown’d, 
I Like some fair almond's flowery pomp it shows, 

I The pride, the pertlune, of the regions round. 

: ’Then learn, ye Fair ! to soften splendour’s ray ; 

Endure the swain, the youth of low degree ; 

■ I,et meekness join’d its temperate beam display ; 

1 ’Ti* tlic mild verdure that endears the Uec. 

j Pity the sandal'd swain, the shepherd’s boy ; 

I He sighs to brighten a neglected name ; 

I Foe to.the dull Bjiplause of vulgar joy, 

He mourns his lot ; he wishes, meriu fame. 

! In vain to groves and pathless vales we fly ; 
i Ambition there the bowery haunt invades 
I Fame’s awful rays fatigue thg courtier’s eye. 

But gleam still lovely thro the chequer’d shadua 

I 'Yainly, to goard from Love’s unequal chain, 

Has Fortune rear’d us In the rural grove. 

Should * * * *’seye» Illume the desert plain, 

1 E’en 1 may wonder, and e’en I must love. 
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Nor unregarded sighs the lowly hind ; 

Tho’ you contotnn, the gods respect his vow ; 
Vindictive rage awaits the scornful mind. 

And vengeance, too severe I the gods allow. 


. ** O how this bosom kindled at the sight! 
i Led by their beams 1 urged the pleasing cliase, 
I Till on a sudden these wiinhcdd tluur light — 

All, all things envy jtlie sublime embrace 


Ot '^Tnnn’i plain I met a wand’rinir fiir ; 

; I ■ I v.ir.u. , l.ivtlv -ull bhr 

Li il' w d ihf ..fi redundance oi In r l-i.r, 

Aiid "ii her bruw a lloMery wre.ilh she ume. 

(irt fe-rhig as she •trav’d, she cull’d the pride 
I >1 i-i r«pijm: bhc uillagcd every grove ! 

1 he t.uiing cliaplet tiuily she supply’d, 

.tnd still her hand somef various garland wove. 

Erroneous Fancy shaped her wild attire: 

From Bethleiii’s walls the poor lunatic stray’d ; 
Srt’tn d with her air her accents to conspire. 

When, as wild Fancy taught her, thus she 
said : 

*• Hear mo. dear vouth ! oh ! hear an hapless maid. 
Sprung nrom the sceptred line of ancient kings ; 
Scorn’d t»y the world, 1 :csk thy tender aid ; 

Thy gentle voice shall whisper kinder things. 

“ The world is frantic — fly thy race profane — 

Nor I nor you shall its compassion move : 

Come, friendly let us wander and complain; 

And tell me. Shepherd ! hast thou seen my love ? 

“ ^fy love is young— but other loves are young ; 

And other loves are fair, and so is ttiine ; 

An air divine discloses whence he sprung ; 

He Is my love who boasts tliat air divine. 


“ But now no more — Beliind the distant grove 
W'anders my destin'd youth, and chides nsi 
stay : 

See, see! he grasps the steel — Forlwar, my I>ovc_ 
lanthe comes; thy princess liastcs away.” 

j Scornful she spoke, and, heedless of reply, 

I The lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain, 

I The piteous victim of an angry sky 

All me ! the victim of her proud diidam. 


kle(;y XVI t. 


He indulges the Suggeslions (^f Spleen : an lufgi/ 
to the Winds. 


.F.ole ! namque tibi divum Pater atque hoininui.i 
Et niulcere dealt mentes et tollerc vento. 
IMITATION. 

0 .Eolus ! to thee the Sire supreme 

01 gods and men the mighty power bequeathed 
'fo rouse or to assuage the human minu. 


No vulgar Damon robs me of my rest ; 

Ian the listens to no vulgar vow ; 

prince from g<i<ls descended tires her breast ; 

A brilliant crown distinguishes Iris brow. 

“ What, shall I stain the glories of my race, 

More clear, more lovely bright than Hesper’s 
beam ? 

Ti'u* porc’lain pure with, vulgar dirt debase ? 

Or mix with puddle the pellucid stream ? 

“ See thro’ these veins the sapphire current shine ! 

’Twas Jove's own nectar gave th’ ethereal hue : 
(;an base plebeian forms contend with mine, 

Dis]>lay the lovely white, or match the Mue ? 

“ The painter strove to trace its anire ray ; ■ 

He changed his colours, and in vain he strove : | 

He fi own’d— I, smiling, view'd the fiini essitf 
Poor youth ! he linfc knew it llow’d from .lovc. 

“ Pitying his toil the wondrous truFi I told. 

How amorous Jove trepann'd a mortal fair ; 

How thro’ the race the generous current roll’d. 

And mocks tlie poet's art and painter's care. 

“ Yes, from the gods, from earliest Saturn, sprung 
< lur sacred rate, through clemi-goda convey'd. 

And he tdly’d to Phoebus, ever young, 

iMy godlike boy ! must wed their duteous maid. 


1 STERN Monarch of the winds ! admit my prayi r ; 
; A while thy fury check, thy storms coniine ; 

1 No trivial blast impels the passive air, 

! But bvewr. a temiiest in a breast like mine. 

What^and.s of black ideas spread their wings ! 

'I'he peaceftil regions of Content invaile 
With deadly poison taint the crystal springs ! 

With noisome vapour blast the verdant shatle ! 

I know their leader. Spleen, and the dread swuy 
Of rigid Eurus, his detesteii sire; 

Through one my blossoms and my fruits decay ; 
Through one my pleasures and my liopes 

Like some pale stripling, when his icy way, 
Relenting, yields beneath the ncotnifle'iieam. 

I stand agliosi, and (hill'd with fe.ir, survi; 

How tor i ve tempted life a dect'iiful sue..ii.. 

Where, hy remorse impell’d, repulsed by fears, 

I Shall wretched Fancy a retreat explore 
She flies the sad presage of coming years, 

And sorrowing dwells on pleasures new no nu.re. 

Again with patrons and with friends she roves, 

But friends and patrons never to relurti ; 

She sees the Nymphs, the Uraces, and the Loves, 
But sees them weeping o’er i.ucinda's urn. 


“ Oft when a mortal vow profanes my ears 
Aly sire’s dread fury murmurs througti the sky 
.\ nJ sliould I yield— his instant rage appears ; 

He darts th' uplifted vengeance— and I die. 


She visits, Isis ! thy forsaken stream, 

I Oh ! ill forsaken for Bmotian air ■, 

She deems no flood reflects so bright a beau 
No reed so verdant, and no flowers so fail 


“ Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll ? 

Have you not seen more horrid lightnings glare ? 
■'i was then a vulgar love ensnared my soul ; 

”i’was then— 1 nardly scaped the fatal snare. 


“ ’Twas then a peasant pour’d his amorous vow. 
All us I listen’d to his vulgar strain ; — 

Vet such his beauty— would rny birth allow, 

Dear were the youth, and blissful were the plain. 


oh ! I faint I why wastes my vernal bloom, 
In truitlcss searches ever doom’d to rove ; 

My nightly dmms the toilsome path resume. 
And shall I die— before I fmd my love ? 


WhiMi last I slept, methought my ravish’d eye 
On distant heaths his radiant form survey’d; 

1 hough thick clouds eticompuss’d all the 

The gems that bound hig brow dispell’d the shade. 


She deems beneath thy sacred shades were 
peace. 

Thy bays might even the civil storm repel ; 
Reviews thy social bliss, thy learned ease, 

And with no cheerful accent cries Farewell I 

Farewell, with whom to these retreats I stray 'd. 

By youthful sports, by youthful toils, allied ; 
Joyous wo sojourn’d in thy circling shade, 

And wept to find the paths of life divide. g 

She paints the progress of my rival’s vow, 

Sees every Muse a partial car incline, 

Binds with luxuriant bays his favour’a bruM', 

Nor yields the refuse of bis wratli to mine. 

She bids the flattering mirror, form’d to pica.e. 

Now blast my hope, now vindicate despiiir 
Bids my fond verse the lovc-sick oai le'v ce-^ve. 
Accuse mj rigid fate, acquit n:y fair. 
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Where circling rocks aefcnd some pathless vale, 
Superfluous mortal ! let mu ever rove ; 

Alas! there echo will repeat the tale — 

Where shall 1 find the silent scenes I love ? 

Fain would I mourn mv luf-Vlo^s fate alone, 

FurfilJ iiJ pli I'u. jei I 1.1 adin-ru ; 

Awav, mt I'ri n I' 1 m- M.rro*'. are inv own : 

Why should 1 breathe around ray stek desire ? 

rtear me, yo Winds ! indulgent to my pains. 

Near some sad ruin’s ghastly shade to dwell. 

There lot me fondly eve the rude remains. 

And from the mouldering refuse build my cell. 

Genius of Rome ! thy prostrate pomp display. 
Trace every dismal proof of Fortune’s power ; 

lA‘t me the wreck of theatres survey. 

Or pensive sit beneath seme notlding tower. 

Or where some duct, by rolling seasons worn. 
Convey’d pure streams to Rome’s imperial wall. 

Near the wide breach in silence let me mourn. 

Or tune my dirges to the watt.-r's fall. 

Genius of Carthage ! paint thy ruin'd pride ; 

Towers, arches, fanes, in wild confusion strown; 

I,et banish'd Marius, * lowering by thy side. 
Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 

Ah no ! thou Monarch of the storms ! forbear ; 

My trembling nerves abhor thy rude control. 

And scarce a pleasing twilight sooths my care, 

Ere one vast death, like diurkness, shocks iny soul. 

Forbear thv rage — on no perennial base 

Is built frail Fear, or Hope’s deceitful pile ; 

My pains are fletl— my joy resumes its place. 
Should the sky brighten, or Melissa smile. 

• 


ELEGY XVIII. 


He repealt the Song of Colin, a discerning Shepherd, 
lamShiting the State of ihe Woollen Manufactory. 


Ergo omni studio glaciem ventoeque nivales, 
Quo minus ost illis curne mortalis egestas, 
Avertes : victumque feres. Virg. 

IMITATION. 

Thou, therefore, in proportion to their lack 
Of human aid, with all thy care defend 
From frozen seasons and hicleraenl blasU, 
And give tltem timely food. 


NEAR Avon’s bank, on Arden’s flowery plain, 

A tuneful shepherd f charm’d the listenlnf^ 
wave, 

And sunny CoUol’ fondly loved the strain. 

Yet not a garland crowns the shepherd’s grave ! 

Oh ! lost Ophelia ! smoothly flow’d the day 
To feel his music with my flames agree, 

To taste the beauties of his melting lay. 

To taste, and fancy it was dear to thee. 


• ** Inopemque vltam in tngtirlo ruinarum Car- 
thaginensium toleravit, cum Marius inspiclens Car- 
^thaginem, ilia Intuens Marium, alter alteil possent 
esse solatio.” Liv. 

EXPLANATION. 

Marius endured a life of poverty under shelter of 
the Carthaginian ruins, and while he contemplated 
Carthage, and Carthage beheld him, they might be 
s^^mutually to resemble end account for each 

f Mr. Somcrrile. 


When for his tomb, with each revolving year, 

I steal the musk-rose from the scented broke, 

I strew my cowslips, and I pay my tear. 

I’ll add the myrtle for Ophelia’s s<ike. 

Shivering beneath a leafless thofn he Inv, 

\Yhen Death’s chill rigour st lzed his flowing 
tongue; 

The more I found his faltering notes decay. 

The more prophetic trutli sublimed tlic song. 

“ Adieu, niy Flocks ! ’ he said, “ my wonted c^. 
By sunny mountain or by verdant shore; ^ 
May .some more happy hand your fold prepare. 
And may you nectl your Colin’s crook no more ! 

“ And you, 3-6 .shepherds ! lead my gentle sheep, 

'I'o breezy hills or Itjafy shelter.', lead; 

But if the sky with showers iricessant weep. 

Avoid the putrid moisture of tlic mead. 

“ Where the wild thyme perfumes Die purpled 

heath, 

Long loitering there your fleecy tribes extend— 
Blit whti .11 ills [he mixiiiis I be'jui. atli ? 

I'lie iniiUcss gift of a.') oificious Irieiid ! 

" Ah ; what avails the timorous lambs to guard. 
Til- ugh nightly can s w-ith daily 1 ihonrs Jhiin. 

If I' r 'ign >|..iii I'hiinri me n, li re«> ird, 

II liallij , t r iti the P'piiderou, |lii...i- pnrUnU ‘ 

“ Was it for this, by constant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early wave ? 
p'or this 1 led them from the pointed thorn > 

For this I bathed tliem in tne lucid wave } 

“ Ah ! licedless Albion ! loo benignly prone 
'J'hy blood to lavish and thy wealth resigq ! 

Shall every other virtue grace Ihy throne, 

But quick eyed I’rudeucc never yet be tblne ? 

“ From the fair native of this peerless hi^ 

Thou gav’st the sheep tliat browse Iberian 
plains : 

Their plaintive cries the faithless region fill. 

Their fleece adorns a haughty foe^s domitias. 

“ HI fated flocks I from cUfFto cliff they stray ; 

Far from their dams, their native Sardians, far 
Where the soft shepherd, all the llv^oAg day. 
Chants his proud mistress to his hoarse guitar. 

“ But Albion’s youth her native fleece ^pise ; 

Unmoved they hear the pining shepherd’s nquan ; 
In silky folils each nervous limb disguise. 

Allured by every treasure but Uieij own. 

“ Oft have I hurried down the rocky steep, 
Anxious to set' the wintry tempest drive { 
Presi^rve," said I, “ preserve your fleece, ray die«p 1 
Erelong will Phillis, will my Jjore, arrivf. 

“ Erelong she came : ah ! wo is me I sh«{ipgiiine. 
Rolled in the Ualllc loom’s extraneous twne : 
For (Jifts like these they give their spotless ramo, 
Resign their bloom, their innocence xeDgn. 

“ Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known. 
Give the rich growth of British hills to Fame e 
Ami let her charms, and her example, own 
That Virtue’s dress and Beauty’s are the same ? 

Will no famed chief support this gencroxu maid 
Once more the patriot’s arduous path resume ? 
And, comely from his native plains array’d, 

Speak future glory tp the British loom ? 

“ What power unseen niy ravi.sh’d fancy fires? 

1 pierce the dreary shade of future days; 

Sure ’tis the genius of the land Inspires, 

To breatlie my latest breath in ♦ * • praise. 

“ O might my breath for * * * praise suffice. 

How gently should my dying limbs repose 
O might his mture glory bless mine eves. 

My ravisii’d eyes 1 how calmly would they close ? 

(« • • • bofn i0 spread the general joy ; 

By virtue rapt, by party uncontroll’d ; 

Britons for Britain shall ttie crook employ ; 

Biitoiu for Britain's glory shear the fold.** 
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ELEGY XIX. 


AGAIN the labouring hind inverts the soil ; 

AKiiii tho nun-hint ploughs the tumid wave; 
AtMilit r -.1 ring ri-iu-«<a ihe sij|illi.-r'> toil. 

And tin.ls ine v j^aiii in the ruril lave. 

As the soft lyre display’d mv wonted loves, 

'I'he ju nsive nlei'ure and the tender pain, 

'J'he >ordid AlpluuM hurried through ms ^r.-ve-. 
Yet stopp'd to vetit Ihe diiiau's ot di-djin. 

He glanced contemptuous o'er my ruin’d fold ; 

lie blamed the graces of my favourite bower ; 

My breast, unsullied by the lust of gold ; 

My lime, unlavish’d in pursuit of power 

Yes, Alpheus ! fly the pttrer paths of Fate ; 

Abjure these scenes, from venal passionr. free; 
Know in this grove I vow'd perjietual hate. 

War, endless war, with lucre and witli thee. 

Here, nobly zealous, in my youthful liours, 

I dress’d an altar to 'i'halia’s name ; 

Here, as I crown’d the verdant shrine with flowers. 
Soft on my labours stoic the smiling dame. 

“ Damon, (sh6 cried,) if, pleased with honest praise, 
'I'liou Court MiccfSs by virtue or by •..ng, 

> l> the faUe duiate* of Ihe vm.il i.il . , 

Kly Ihe gross jcceiiU of ihe ven^J l••llg|le. 

“ Swear that no lucre shall thy zeal betray ; 

Swerve not thy foot witli fortune’s votaries more ; 
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lihdess 
day.” 

The winning phantom urged me, and I swore. 

Forth from the rustic altar swift I stray'd : 

” Aid my firm purpose, ye celestial Powers ! 

Aid me to quell the sordid breast,” I said ; 

And threw my Javelin towards their hostile 
towers.* 

Think not regrkful I survey the deed, 

Or added years no more the zeal allow ; 
htill, still observant, to tiie grovel spee<l. 

The shrine embellish, and repeat the vow. 

Sworn from hia cradle Rome's relentless foe. 

Such generous hate the Punic Ohampiun f hore ; 
Thy lake, O Thrasimene ! beheld it glow. 

And Cannae's walls and Trebia’s crimson shore. 

But let grave annals paint the warrior's fame : 

Fair shine his arms in history enroll’d ; 

Whilst humbler lyres his civic worth proclaim, 

His nobler bate of avarice and gold. 

Now Punic pride its final eve survey’d, 

Its hosts exhausted, mid its fleets on fire 
Patient tbe victor's lucid frown obey’d. 

And mw th’ unwilling elephants retire. 

But when their gold depress'd the yielding scale. 
Their gold in pyramidic plenty piled. 

He saw th' unutterable grief prevail, 

He saw their tears, and Ip his fury smiled. 

“ Think not, (he cried,) ye view the smiles of ease. 
Or this firm breast disclaims a patriot’s pain ; 

I smile, but from a soul estranged to peace. 

Frantic with grief, delirious with disdain. 

“ But were it cordial, this detested smile, 

Seems ft less timely than the grief ve show ? 

O Sons of Carthage ! grwt me to revile 
The sordid source at ^ur indecent wo. 

“ YOiJf ye now ? ye saw with tearless eyes 
.,,When your fleet perish’d on the Punic wave •• 
lurk’d the coward tear, the lazy sigh. 

When Tyre's imperial state comtnencetfa slave ? 

• Tis pa8t.-0 Carthage ! vanquish’d, honour'd 
shade ! 

oo, the mean sorrows of thy sons deplore; 

* The Roman declaring wax. 


Had freedom shared the vow to Fortune paid, 
She ne’er, like Fortune, had forsook tby shore.' 

He ceased — Abash’d the conscious audience hear. 
Their pallid cheeks a crimson blush unfoid, 
Yet o’er that virtuous blush distreams a tear, 
And falling, moistens their abandon’d gold.* 


ELEGY XX. 


He comparer his huml)lc Fortune nith the Distress of 
Others, and his Subjection to Delia tvith the miser- 
able Scrvituelc of an African Slave. 

WHY droojis Ihis heart with fancied woes forlorn P 
Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky ? 
Wiiat pensive crowds, by ceaseless labours worn. 
What myriads, wish to be as bless’d as I ! 

What thouch mv roofs devoid of pomp arise, 

Nor iciii|-t iIk- pri'iiil III iiiiii bi. ill- war ’ 

i\'..r 1 >llv irl III. ll. ai TV il ill . ili i:ui.i'. 

U lu re iiiuple liunU hip dv ighs lo stray ' 

See Ihe wild sons of Lapland’s chill domain. 

That scoop their couch beneath the drifried 
snows ! 

How void of fiope they ken the frozen plain, 

Where the sh:irp east for ever, ever blow's ! 

Slave though I be, to Delia's eyes a slave. 

My Delia’s eyes endea’" tlie bands I wear ; 

Tin- igh 'lu I iii.es wlII beermrs the brive, 

fill p.mg >lie I UM 1 ’IL> mn lili lo I",' LT 

See the poor native quit the Lybian shores, 

.\h ! not in love’s delightful fetters bound ! 

No radiant smile his dying peace restores, 

Nor love, nor fame, nor friendship, heals hit 
wound. 

Let vacant hards display their boasted woes ; 

Shall 1 the mockery of grief display ? 

No; let the Muse his iiiercing pangs disclose. 

Who bleeds and weeps his sum of life away ! 

On the wild beach in mournful guise he stood, 

Kte Ilf 'brill Imal w.iin g.ni- thehali.d s^gn , 

JI< driqip'il a uar iniMit ii inio ihe iluod. 

He stole one secret moment to repine. 

Yet tbe Muse listen’d to the plaints he made. 

Such moving plaints as Nature could inspire ; 
To me the Muse his tender plea convey’d. 

But smooth’d and suited to the sounding lyre. 

Why am I ravish’d from my native strand ? 
What sav.age race protects this impious gain ? 
Shall foreign plagues infest this teeming land. 

And more than seaborn monsters plou^ tire inain^ 

“ Here the dire locusts’ horrid swarms prevail; 

Here the blue asps with livid iroison swell ; 

Here the dry dipsa writiies his siimous mail ; 

Can we not here secure from envy dwell P 

“ \Vlien the grim lion urged his cruel chase, 

Wiien the stern panther sought his midnight prey. 
What fate reserved me lor this Christian f race 
(j race more polish’d, more severe tlian they ! 

“ Ye prowling wolves ! pursue my latest cries ; 

Thou hungry tiger 1 leave tliy rocking den ; 

Ye sandy wastes ! in rapid eddies rise ; 

O tedr rue from the whips and scorns of men J 

Yet in their face superior beauty glows : 

Are smiles the mien of Rapine and of Wrong i 
Yet from their Up the voice of mercy flows. 

And even religion dwells upon their tongue. 


* Bv the terms forced upon the Carthaginian 
by Sciplo, they were to deliver up all tlM elepbaute 
and to pay near two millions sterling. 

f Spoken by a Savage. 
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“ Of blissful haunts they toll, and brighter climes, , Progressive ages caroll'*’ forth his fame 


VV here gentle maids, convey'd by Death, repair. 
But stain^ with IiIckkI, and crini:»on'd o'er witk 
crimes, 

Say, shall they merit what they paint so fair ? 

•* No ; careless, hopeless of those fertile plains. 
Rich by our toils, and by our sorrows gay. 

They nlv our lalx)urs and enliancc our pains. 

And feign these distant regions to repay. 

" For them our tusky elephant expires ; 

For UJem we drain the mine's emhowell'd gold ; 
Where rove the brutal nations' wila dt'sires ?— 

Our limbs are purchased, and our life is sold ! 

*' Yet shores there are, hless’d shores for us remain, 
And favour'd isles, witlt golden fruitage crown’d, 
Wli'oo tiificd flowerets paint the verdant plain, 
\Yliere every lireexe snail ined'cine every wound. 

" There the stern tyrant, that embitters life. 

Shall, vainly suppliant, spread his asking hand ; 
There shall we view the billows' raging strife, 

Aid the kind breast, and waft his tx>at to land." 


ET.RGY XXI. 


Titkint' a View of the Country from HU Retirement, 
hi it kil to mtdiiaie on Uu Character qf the ancient 
Briton*. 

^Vritten at the Time of a rumoured Tax 
upon Luxury. 


TIIl/S Damon sung— W'hat tliough unknown to 
praise 

limbrngc'ous coverts hide my Muse and me, 

Or mid tin; rural shepherds flow my days? 

Amid the rural shepherds I am free. 

To view sleek vassals crowd a stately hall, 

Say, should I grow myself a suleinti slave ? 

To find thy tints, () Titian ! grace my wall, 

Forego the flowery tields my fortune gave ? 

#1 

Lord of my time, my devious path I bend 
Through I'rlngy woodland or smooth'shaven lawm. 
Or pensile grove or airy cllfl' ascend. 

And hail the scene by Nature's pencil drawn. 

Thanks be to Pate— though not the racy vine, 

Nor fattening olive, clothe the ttekU I rove, 
.Sequester'll > hades and gurgling founts are mine. 
And every sylvan grot the Muses love. 

Here U' my vista point the mouldering pile, 

Wnere hood and cowl Devotion's aspect wore, 

I trace the tottering relics with a smile. 

To think the mental bondage is no more. 

Plc.a.sed if the glowing landscape wave with corn, 

Or the tall oaks, my country’s bulwark, rise ; 
Pleased If mine eye, o'er thousand valleys borne. 
Discern the Cambrian hills support the skies. 

And see Pllnllmmon ! even the youthful sight 
Scales the proud hill's ethereal cUfis with 
pain ! 

Such, Caer-Caradock ! thy stupendous height, 

W1 .e ample shade obscures th’ lernian main. 

Bleak, joyless regions ! where, by Science fired, 
.'ionte prying sage his lonely step may bend ; 

Th^ire by tne fore of novel plants inspired, • 

nvidious view the clambering goats ascend. , 

Yet for those mouniains, clad with lasting snow. 

The freeborn Briton left his keenest mead. 
Receding sullen from bis mightier foe. 

Fur here he saw fair Liberty recede. 

Then if a chief perform’d a patriot's part, , 

. .Sustain'd her drooping sons, repoU'd her fow, 
Almve or Persian lure or .Attic art 
The rude m ijjstic monument arose. 


Sires to Ids praise attuned their childri'u » 
tongue ; 

I The hoary Druid fed the generous flame, 

I Wliile in sucii strains tiie reverend wizard sung . 

I “ Go fortli, my Sons .'—for what is vital breath, 

I Your gods expell’d, your liberty resign’d ? 

Go forth, my Sons !— for wliat is instant death 
To souls secure perennial joys to find ? 

' “ For scenes there are, unknown to war or pain, 

I Where drops the balm that heals a tyr.^^ s 
wound; [rtngn , 

Where patriots, bless’d with boundless freedmii. 
With mLsletoe s mysterious garlands crown’d. 

" Such are the names that grace your mystic songs, 

I Your solemn woods resound their martial fire ; 

I To you, my Sons! the ritual meed belongs, 
j li‘ in the cause you vanquish or cxjiire. 

“ Hark ! from the sacred oak, that crowns the grove, 

I What awful voice niy raptured bosom warms ! 

This is the favour’d inornetd Heaven approvi*s, 

! Sound the shrill trump ; this instant, sound to 
arms." 

Theirs wa.<» the science of a martial race. 

To shape the lance or decorate the shield , 

Even the fair virgin stain'd her native grace 
To give new horrors to the tented field. 

I Now for some cheek where guilty blushes glow, 

1 For some false Florimel’s impure disguise, 

; The listed youtii nor War’s loud signal know, 

Nor Virtue’s call, nor Fame’s imperial pri/a*. 

Then, if soft concord lull’d their fears to sleep, 

' Inert and silent ■sh'pl the trnrfly car, 

But ni.h'd horniii oir the feartid -leep, 

If Freedom’s awful clarion bn iihed lo war. 

Now the sleek courtier, indolent and vain. 

Throned in the Kploidid carriage, glides supine. 
To fdiit his virtue with af.>rcign ■tr.iiii. 

Or at a favouriie Inward tin faith rcsigu. 

I/oave then, O luxuj^ I this happy soil ; 

< base her, Britannia ! to some hostile shore ; 

Or fleece the baneful pest willi annual sjioi),* 

<Viid let thy virtuous offspring weep no more. 


ELEGY XXII. 


IVritten in the Year when the fi/g/ds <f Seyut 

ture wen to frejuently violttied, 


SAY, gentle Sleep 1 that lov’st the gloom of night 
Parent of dreams ; thou great Alagician ! say. 

Whence my late vision thus endures the light, 
Thus haunts my fimey through the glare of day. 

The silent moon had scaled the vaulted skies. 

And anxious Care resign’d my limbs to rest ; 

A sudden lustre struck my wondering eyes, 

And Sylvia stood before my couch confess'd. 

Ah I not the nymph so blooming and so gay. 

That led the dance beneath the festive shade. 

But she that In the morning of her day 

Entomb’d beiieatli the grass<green sod was laid. 

No more her eyes their wonted radiance cast. 

No, more her breast Inspired the lover’s flame ; 

No more her cheek the Piestan rose surpass'd. 

Yet seem’d her lip's ethereal smile the same. 

Nor such her hair as deck’d the living face. 

Nor such her voice as charm’d the listening 
crowd; 

Nor such her dress as heighten’d every grace : 

Alas ! all vanisli’d for the mourntUl shroud ! 


• Alludes to a tax upon Luxury, then In debate- 
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Yet seem'd her Up’s ethereal charm the same ; 

Ttiat dear distinction every doubt removed ; 
Perish the lover whose impenect flame 

ForgeU one feature of the Nymph he lored. 

“ Damon,” she said, “ mine hour allotted flies { 

Oh ! do not waste it with a fruitless tear ! 
Though grieved to see thy Sylvia’s pale disguise, 
Suspend Uiy sorrow, and attentive hear. 

“ So may thy i\Iuse with virtuous fame he blcss’d ! 

So be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 

So may thy bones in sacred silence rust ! 

Fast by the rcUcs of somb happier maid 1 

“ Thou know’st how, lingering on a distant shore. 
Disease invidious nlpp’d my flowery prime; 

And, oh ! what pangs my tender bosom tore. 

To think 1 ne’er must view my native clime 1 

" No friend was near to raise my drooping head. 
No dear companion wept to see me die ; 

Lodge me within my native soil, I said. 

There my fond [larents’ honour'd relics He. 

Though now debarr’d of each domestic tear. 
Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow ; 

Tliere many a friend shall grace my woful bier. 
And many a sigh shall rise and tear shall flow. 

“ I spoke, nor Fate forbore his tremliling spoil; 

Some venal mourner lent his careless aid. 

And soon they bore me to my native soil. 

Where my fond parents’ dear remains were laid. 

** 'Twas then the youths from every plain and grove 
Adorn’d with mournful verse tliy Sylvia’s bier ; 
'Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove. 
And strew ’d the ftagrauce of the youthful year. 

** But why, alas ! the tender scene display ? 

Could Damon’s foot the pious patit uei'llnel 
Ah. no ! ’twas Damon first attuned his lay. 

And sure no sonnet was so dear as Uiiuc. 

“ Thus was I bosom’d in the peaceful grave. 

My placid ghost no longer wept its doom. 

When savage rolibers every sanction brave. 

And witli outrageous guilt defraud the tomb ! 

“ Shall my poor corse, from hostile realms convey'd. 
Lose the cheap portion of my nati vo sands ? 

Or, in my kindred’s dear embraces laid. 

Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ?. 

“ Say, would thy breast no death Uke torture foci. 
To see my limbs the felon's gripe obey ? 

To see them gash beneath the daring steel ? 

To crowds a spectre, and to dogs a prey ? 

“ If Tucon’s sons these horrid rites require. 

If Health’s fair science be by these refined. 

Let guilty convicts for their use expire. 

And let their breathless corse avaU naonkind. 

“ Yet hard it seems, when Guilt's last fine is paid. 
To see the victim’s corse denied repose : 

Now, more severe, the poor offenceless maid 
Dreads the dire outr^e of inhuman foes. 

“ Wliere is the fiiith of ancient Fagans fled ? 

Where the fond care the wandering manes claim ? 
Nature, instinctive, cries. Protect the dead. 

And sacred be the ashes and their fame i* 

“ Arise, dear Youth ! even now the danjrer calls; 

Even now the villain snuff's his wonted prey ; 
tSce I see ! I lead thee to yon sacred walls — 

Oh j fly to chase the human wolves away.” 


ELEGY XXIII. 

R^ectient mggtHtd by hit Situation, 

BORN near the scene for Kenelm’s *tate renown’d, 

1 take my plaintive reed and range the grove, 

* Kenelm, in the .Sexon neutarchy, was heir to i 
the .kingdom of Mercia; but being very young at 


And raise my lay, and bid the rocks resound 
The savage force of empire aitd of love. 

Fast by the centre of yon various wild, 

Where spreading oaks embower a Gothic fane, 

Ki'iidrida’s arts a brotlier’s youtli beguiled ; 

There Nature urged her tenderest pleas in vain. 

Soft n’er his birth, and o’er his infant hours, 

'I li' .imbiii-iii, ni'iiil could eit rv rare emiibi*, 

fhi II Mill rundiie>' » i.>i'ii''i the iLMuj, 

To deck the cradle of the princely boy. 

But soon the bosom’s pleasing calm is flown: 

Love fires her breast ; the sultry passions rise : 

A favour'd lovt:r seeks the Mercian throne. 

And views her Kenelm with a rival’s eyes. 

How kind were Fortune ! ah ! how just were Pate 
Would Fate or Fortune Mercia’s heir remove ! i 

How sweet to revel on the couch of state ! 

To crown at once her lover and her love ! 

See, garnish'd for the chase, the fraudful maid 
] To these lone hills direct his devious way ; 

I The y<iuth, .ill prf.n.-, Ibe "I-li r-e'iid.- i.bt v'il . 
llM.itcil \.-uili ' liliiiM. li Llie di lined priy ' 

But now nor shaggy hill nor pathless plain 
Forms the lone refuge of the Sylvan game, 

Since Lyttleton has crown’d the sweet domain 
Witli softer pleasures and with fairer fame. 

: Where the rough bowman ui»d his headlong steed , 
Immortal baids, a pi’li‘ih’'rrare. retire : [< i«cd 

I And Mliite li.'urv V rc lin'd ilie sirepeni bom, »u,,. 
I 'J'lii iiiwKing gtai e> ol'iio vulgar lyre. 

: See Th..ini.. n, loitering near some limpid well, 

For Bril nn', lin nd ibc \ir<lunt wreath jirepjxe 
i Or. tndious of revolving -ra ons, tell 

How peerless Lui ii made all seasons f dr ! 

I Sec • * • from civic garlands fly, 

I And in these groves indulge his tuneful vein ! 

! Or from yon summit, with a guardian’s eye, 

I Observe liow Freedom’s hand attires the pJmn ! 

Here Pope !— ah ! never must that towering mind 
To his loved haunts or dearer friend return ! 

What art, what friendship ! oh J what fame, resign’d 
—In yonder glade 1 trace his mournful urn. 

Where is the breast can rage or hate retain. 

And the.se glad streams and smiling lawns behold? 

Where Is the breast can hear tlie woodland strain, 
And think fair Freedom well exclianged for gold ? 

Through these soft shades delighted let me stray. 
While o'er my head forgotten suns descend ! 

Through those diMr valleys bend my r.vsual way. 
'J'lll sL-iting life a total sltade extend ! 

Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares. 
I’ll muse how much I owe mine humbler fate. 

Or shrink to find how much Ambition dares, 

To shine in anguish, and to grieve in state ! 

Canst thou, O Sun ! that spotless throne disclose, 
Wheri! her bold arm htis left no sanguine stain ? 

Where, show me where, the Uneal sceptre glows. 
Pure as the simple crook Uiat rules the jilain ! 

Tremendous pomp ! where hate, distrust, and fear. 
In kindred bo.sums solve the social tic ; 

There not the parent’s smile is half sincere. 

Nor void of art the consort’s melting t7e. 

There with the friendly wish, the kindly flame. 

No fecc is brighten’d and no bosoms beat ; 

Youth, manhood, age, avow one sordid aim, 

And even the beardless lip essays deceit. •• 


his father’s death, was, by the artifices of his sister 
and her lover, deprived of his crown and life to- 
gether. The body was found in a piece of ground 
near the top of Clent hill, exactly facing Mr. hheii- 
stone’s house, near which place o church was after- 
wtuds erected to his memory, still used for divine 
worship, and called St. Kenelm’i. See Plot’s Ui* 
tury of Statfurdahire. 



There coward Rumoiun walk their murderous 
round: 

The glance that more than rural blame instils ; 
Whispers, that, tinged with hriendship, doubly 
Pity that injures, and concern that kills, [wound ; 


There anger whets, but love can ne’er engage: 

Caressing brothers part but to revile s 
There all men smile, and prudence warns the sage 
To dread the fatal stroke of all tliat smile. 


There all are rivals ! sister, son, and sire, I 

^Vith horrid purpose hug destructive .inns ; 

There soft-eyed maids in murderous plots conspire. 
And scorn the gentler mischief of Uieir charms. 

Let servile imnds one endless watch endure ; i 
Pay, nighf; nor hour, their anxious guard resign ; 
But lay me, Kate ! on flowery hanks secure, i 

, Though my whole soul be, like my limbs, supine. ; 


Ves ; may my tongue disdain a vassal's care ; 

My lyre resound no prostituted lays ; 

.More warm to merit, more elate to wear 
The cap of Freedom than the crown of bays. 

Soothed by the murmurs of my pcbhletl flootl, 

I wish it not o’er golden satids to flow ; 

Cheer’d by the verdure of iny sjiiral wood, 

I scorn the quarry where no stirub can grow 

No midni^^t panra the shepherd’s peace pursue; 

His tongue, his hand, attempts no secret wound ; 
He sings his Delia, and, if she be true. 

His lore at once and his ambition’s crown." 


ELEGY XXIV. I 

iff takes Occasion, fntn the fate (f Eleanor of Drt‘ i 
t'ipie,* to stiggeit the imperfect Pleasure* of a i 
eolitary Life. 


WHEN Beauty mourns, bt Pate’s Injurious doom. 
Hid from the cheerful glance of human eye. 

When Nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 
Hard is that heart which checks the rising sigh. 

Fair Elelnora would no gallant mind 

The cause of Love, the i-ause of Justice, own ? 

Matchless thy charms, and was no life resign’d 
To see them sparkle ttoxn their native throne ? 

Or had lair Freedom’s hand unveil’d thy charms. 
Well might such brows the regal gem resign ; 

Thy radiant mien might scorn the f^ilt of arms. 
Vet .Albion’s awful empire yield to thine. 


What though thy riper mind admire no more— 
The shining cincture and the UroSder'd fold 

Can pierce Like lightning through the figured ore 
And melt to dross the radiant forms of gold. 

" Furs, ermines, rods, may well attract thy scorn 
The futile presents of capricious i’ower ; 

But wit, but worth, the public sphere adorn, 

And who but envies tlieu the social hour P 

“ Can Virtue, careless of her pupil's meed. 

Forget how * * sustains tlie shepherd’s cause ||| 

Content in shades to tune a lonely reed, ^ 

Nor join the sounding |»8ean otapplau.se ? 

“ For public haunts, impcll’d by .Britain’s weal. 
See (irenville quit the Muse’s favourite ease ; 

And shall not swains admire his noble zeal ? 
Adtiiiring praise, admiring strive to please ? 

“ Life," says the sage, “ affords no bliss sincere, 
And courts and cells, in vain our hopes renew ; 

But, ah, where Grenville charms the listening ear 
'Tis hard to think the cheerless maxim true. 


The groves msir smile, the riven gently glide. 
Soft, through the vale resound the lonesome lay 
Even thickets yield delight, if taste preside, 

But can they please when Lyttletun’s away ^ 

“ Pure as the swain’s the breast of • * glows ; 

Ah ! were the shepherd's phrase like nis refined 
But how Improved the generous dictate ilows 
Through the clear medium of a polish’d mind ! 

** Happy the youths who, warm with Britain’s love, 
Her inmost wish in • • periods hear } 

Happy that in the radiant circle move. 

Attendant orbs, where i.a>nsdale gilds the sphere* 

“ While rural fhith, and eveiw polish’d art, 

Each friendly charm, in *•* conspire, 

From public scenes all pensive must you part ; 

All joyless to the greenest fields retire ! 

“ Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or stream. 
Like .some lone halcyon, social pleasures shun ; 
Go dare the light, enjoy its cheerful beam, 

And hail the bright procession of the sun. 

“ Then, covered by thy ripen’d shades, re-Hume 
The silent walk, no mure by passion toss'd j 
Then set^k thy rustic haunts, the dreary gloom. 
Where every art that colours life is lost.” 

In vain I the li.stening Muse attends in vaki ! 

Hestraints, in hostile bands her motions wait— • 
Yet will 1 grieve, and sadden all my strain, 

WTien injured Beauty mourns the Muse's fate. 


O .shame of Britons ! In one sullen tower 
She wet with royal tears her dailv cell ; 

hhf found keen anguish every riMc devour ; [foil* 
They sprung, they slione, they faded, and they 

Through one dim lattice, fringed with ivy round, 
Successive sum a languid rt^ance threw. 

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown’d. 
To mark how fast her waning beauty flew. 

This age might bear ; then sated Fancy palls. 

Nor warmly hopes what splendour can supply ; 

Fond youth incessant mourns, if rigid walls 
llestrain its listening ear, its curious eye. 

Believe me * * the pretence is vain ! 

This boasted calm that smooths our early days ? 

For never yet could youthful mind restrain 
Th' alternate pant for pleasure and fur praise. 

Ey in me, by shady oak or limpid spring. 

Even iiie, the scenes of polish’d life allure ! 

home genius whispers, “ Life is on the wing, 

.<Vnd hard his lot that languishes obscure. 


* Eleanor of Bretagne, the lawfril heiress of the 
English crown, upon the death of Arthur, in the 
rwign of King .Lohn. Bhe was esteemed the beauty 
of her time - and was imprisoned forty years (till 
the time of her death) in Bristol Castle. 


elegy xxv. 


r<» Della, rvith some Flower* ; eomplaimu^ how 
much hit Benevolence tujfcra on Account ef hit 
humble Fortwis*. 


WH.A.TE’ER could .Sculpture’s curious art employ, 
Whate’er the lavish hand of Wealth can shower, 
These would 1 give — and even gift enjoy 

That pleased my fair— but Kate denies my power. 

Bless'd were my lot to feed the social fires ! 

To learn the latent wishes of a friend ! 

To give the Uion his native taste admires. 

And for my transport on his smile depend ! 

Bless'd, too, is he, whose evening ramble strays 
Where droop the sons of Indigence and Care ! 
His little gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze. 

And win at small expense, their fondest prayer 

And, oh ! the joy, to shun the conscious light ; 

To spare the modest blush ; to give unseen 1 
Like showers that fall behind the veil of night. 

Vet dei plv tinge tlie smiling vales with gieeas 
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But happiest tiiey •who drooping realms relieve ! 

Whose virtues in our cultured vales appear ! 

For whose sad fate a thousand shepherds grieve. 
And fading fields allow the grief sincere. 

To call lost Worth from iU oppressive shade, 

To fix its equal spnere, and see it shine, 

I'o hear it grateful own the generous aid ; 

This, thiis is transiwrt — but must ne’er be mine. 

Faint is my hounded bliss ; nor I refuse 
To range where daisies ojien, rivers roll, 

A^liile piose or song the languid hours amuse. 

And sooth the fond impatience of my stml. 

Awhile I’ll weave the roofs of jasmine bowery 
And urge with trivial cares the loitering year ; 
Awhile I’ll prune my grove, protect my flowers. 
Then, unlamented, press an early bier ! 

Of those loved flowers the lifeless corse may share. 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath bestow ; 
The rest will breathe as sweet, will glow as fair. 
As when tiieir master smiled to tee them glow. 

The sequent mom shall wake the sylvan choir ; 

The aid again shall -wanton ere ’tis noon ; 

Nature will smile, will wear her best attire; 

0 1 let not gentle Delia smile so soon. 

tVliile the rude hearse conveys me slow away, 

And careless eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 

Ivct thy kind tear my utmost worth o’erpay. 

Ana, softly sighing, vindicate my fame. 

O Delia ! cheer’d by thy superior praise, 

I bless the silent path tlie fates decree ; 

Pleased, from the list of my inglorious days, [thee. 
To raise tfie moments crown’d with bliss and 


ELEGY XXVI. 

Ottenbinff th« Sorrows qf an ingenittm$ Mini on ihe 
nulancholy Event cfa Ucenti<m* Amour. 


WHY mourm my friend ? why weeps his downcast 
eve ? [sliine ? 

That eye where mirth, where fancy used to 
Thv cheerful meads reprove that swelling sigh ; 
Spring ne’er enamell'd fairer meads tlum tnine. 

Art thou not lodged In Fortune’s -warm embrace ? 

Wert thou not form’d by Nature’s partial care ? 
Bless’d in thy song, and bless'd in every grace 
That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ! 


“ Damon,” said he, ** thy partial praise restrain ; 

Not Damon’s friendship can my peace restore ; 
Alas ! his very praise awakes my padn. 

And my poor wounded bosom bleeds the more. 

" For, oh ! that Nature on my birth had frown’d. 
Or fortune fix'd me to some lowly cell ! 

Then had my bosom ’scaped this fistal wound, 
Nor hod 1 bid these vernal sweets farewell. 


“ But, led by Fortune’s hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliss admired ; 
In Fortune’s train the syren Flattery smiled. 
And rashly hallow’d w her queen inspires 


Of folly Studious, even of vices vain. 

Ah, vices gilded by the rich and gay \ 
chased the guileless daughters of the plain. 
Nor dropp’d the chase Ull Jessy was my prey. 


artless maid I to-stain thy spotless name 
Expense, and Art, and Toll united itrove ; 
To lure a breast ^at felt the purest flame, 
Sustain’d by Virtue, but betray’d by L«ve. 


School’d In the science of Love’s maxy wiles, 
T } feature with affected scorn ; 

^ of je^ous do^abtsund fickle smiles. 

And, feigning, 1^ her anxious and forlorn. 


*' tage alarm’d her care, 

tv arm to deny, and zealous to disprove 


I bade my words the wonted softness wear. 

And seized the minute of returning love. 

“ To thee, my Damon, dare 1 paint the rest ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 

Assured that virtue, by misfortune press'd. 

Feels not the sha^ness of a pang like mine. 

" Nine envious moons matured her growing sharja 
Ere while to Haunt it in the face of day. 

When scorn’d of Virtue, stigmatized by Fame, 

Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay. 

“ Henrv,” she said, “ by thy dear form subdued. 

See the sad relics of a nymph undone ! 

1 find, 1 find this rising sob renew’d ; 

1 sigh in shades, ana sicken at the sun. 

Amid the dreary gloom of night I cry, [turn 

When will the morn’s once [pleasing scenes re- 
Vet what can mom’s returning ray supjily, 

I But foesr that triumph, or but friends that mourn ! 

“ Alas ! no more that joyous mom appears 
That led the tranquil hours of spotless fame,. 

For I have steep'd a father’s couch in tears, 

A nd tinged a mother’s glowing cheek with shame, 

“ The vocal birds that raise their mattin strain. 

The sportive lambs, increase my pensive moan ; 
All seem to chase me from the cheerftil plain. 

And talk of truth, and innocence alone 

If through the garden’s flowery tribes I stray. 
Whore bloom the j.asmincs that could once 
* How not to find delight in us,’ Uiey say, [allure, 

‘ For we are spotless, Jessy ; we are pure,^ 

*' Ye flowers ! that well reproach a nymph so frail. 
Say, could you with my virgin fame compare ? 
The brightest hud that scents the vernal gale 
Was not so fragrant, and was not so fair. 

“ Now the grave old alarm the gentler young, 

And all my fame’s abhonr’d contagion flee; 
Trembles each lij), and falters every tongue. 

That bids the mom propitious srolle on me. 

*• Thus for your sake I shun each human eye, 

1 bid the sweets of blooming youth adieu : 

To die I languish, but I drcao to die, • 

Lest my s^ fete should nourish pangs for you. 

“ Raise me from earth ; the pains of want remove. 
And let me, silent, seek some friendly shore : 
There only banish’d from the form I love, 

My weeping virtue shall relapse no more. 

** Be but my friend : I ask no dearer name ; 

Be such the meed of some more artful fair ; 

Nor could it heal mv peace, or chase my shame, 
I'hat Pity gave what Love refused to share. 

Force not my tongue to ask Its scanty bread. 

Nor hurl thy Jessy to the vulgar crew ; 

Not such the parenrs board at which 1 fra ! 

Not such the precept from his lips I drew 

" Haply, when age has silver'd o’er my hair, 

Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil ; 

Envy may slight a face no longer feir. 

And Pity welcome to my|native soil.” 

" She spoke— nor was I borgraf savage race, 

Nor could these hands a mggard ^n assign ; 
Grateful she clasped me in a iMtfemhrace. 

And vow’d to waste her life in prayers tor mine 

** I saw her foot the lofty baxk ascend, 

I saw her breast with every passion heave ; 

1 left her— tom from every earthly friend ; _ 

Oh ! my bard bosom ! which could bear So leave ! 

** Brief let me be ; the fatal storm arose ; 

The billows raged, the. pilot’s art was vain : 

O’er the tall mast the clrcliug surges close; 

My Jessy— floats upon the wat^ plain 1 

" And— see my youth’s impetuous fires decay ; 

Seek not to stop Reflection’s bitter tear ; 

But warn the frolic, and Instruct the gay, 

From Jessy floating on her watery oler." 



LEVITIES: 

Ott 

PIECES OF HUMOUU. 


FLIRT AND PHIL: 


A DecUionfor the Ludies. 


A. WIT, by learning well refmcil, 

A l>eau, but of the rural kind. 

To Sylvia made nretences ; 

They Imth profess’d an equal love. 

Yet nofwri by diflcrent means to move 
Her judgment or her senses. 

Younir sprichtlv FUrt, of bl^ominc mien, 
\\ all h'«I the ho-t minutes to U- seen, 
Went—when his glass advised him; 
While meagre Phil of books inquired, 

A wight for wit and parts admired 
And witty ladies prized him. 

Sylvia had wit, had spirits too ; 

To hear the one, the other view, 
Suspended held the scales ; 

Her wit, her youth too, claim’d its share: 
Letitione the preference declare, 

But turn up— heads or tails. 


STANZAS 

T* the Memory cf an agreeable Ijady, buried in Mar~ 
riage to a Person undeserving her. 


TtVAS always held and ever will, 

Ry sage mankind, discreeter 

T' anticipate a lesser 111, 

Than undergo a greater. 

When mortals dread diseases, pain, 
And languishing conditions. 

Who don’t the lesser ill sustain 
Of Physic — and physiciatm ? 

Rather than lose llis whole estate. 

He that but little wise is. 

Full gladly pays four parts in eight 
To taxes and excises. 

Our merchants Spain has near undone 
For lost ships not requiting ; 

This bears our noble K — to shun 
The loss of blood in lighting ; 

With numerous ills, id single life. 

The bachelor's attended ; 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 

And much the case is mended ! 

Poor Gratia, In her twentieth year, 
Foreseeing fUture wo, 

Chose to attend a monkey here 
Before an ape below. 


COLEMIRA. 


A CULINARY ECLOGUE. 


Ncc tantum Veneris, quantum studiosa culinss. 


IMITATION. 
Insensible of soft desire, 

Rohohl (’oleniir.i prove 
More partial to the kitchen fire 
Than to the fire of Love. 


NIGHT’S sable clouds had half the glol>e o’er' 
s])read, 

And silence reign’d, and folks were gone fo bed, 
When love, which gentle slet'p can ne’er inspire. 
Had seated Damon by the kitchen fire. 

Pensive he hv, extended on the ground, 

I The little Lar. . kept their vicil* rnunil . 

' The l.iwning ■ uu l ompa'Siiinnii* hl» rase, 

.\iid purarvund, and gently Ink iiis face. 

To all his plaints the sleeping curs reply, 

And with hoarse snorings imitate a sigh. 

Such gloomy scenes with lover8’’minU8 agree, 

And solitude to tliein is best society. 

“ Could T, (ho cried,) express how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning hands and well-wash’d face. 
Thou wouldst, Colemira, want what I implore. 
And yield me love, or wash tliy face no more. 

“ Ah ! who can sec, and seeing, not admire. 
Whene’er she sots the pot upon the fire ! 

Her hands outshine tlie fire and redder things; 

Her eyes arc blacker than Uie pot she brings. 

“ But sure no chamber-damsel can compare. 
When in meridian lustre shines my fair, 

When warm’d with dinner’s toil, in iwarly rills, 
Adowii her goodly cheeks the sweat ulslils. 

" Oh ! how I long, how ardently desire, 

To view those rosy fingers strike tlie lyre! 

For late, when bees to c;hange their climes began. 
How did I see ’em thrum the frying pan I 

“ With her I should not envy G — his queen. 
Though she in royal grandeur deck’d be seen j 
Whilst rags, just sever’d from my fair one’s gown. 
In russet pomp and greasy pride hang down. 

" Ah I how It does my drooping heart rejoice, 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! 

How would that voice exceed the village bell, 
Wouldst thou but sing, “ I like thee passing well 

" When from the hearth she bade the pointers go, 
How soft, how easy, did her accents flow 
Get out, (she cried,) when strangers come to sup, 
One ne'er can raise Uiose snoring devils up.” 



XiBVXTXfiSS OXt, PX3BC&8 OF RUMOUXt. ^5 


Then (ull of wrath the kick’d each lazj brute : 
Alas ! I envied even that salute : 

'Twas sure mi.wlacetl— Shock said, or seem’d to say. 
He had as lief I had the kick as they. 

“ If she the mystic bellows take in hand. 

Who like the fair can that machine command ! 

0 may’st thou ne’er by jSiolus be .seen. 

For he would sure demand thee for his queen ! 

“ But should the flame this rougher aid refuse, 

Ai'fi only gentler medieines be of use. 

Will) liill blown cheeks she eiidj Ibe d>>nl>lfiil sinib, 

1 iiiiieiiia the liU'ant llaine, aiul it tiiiu 

life. 

“ Such arts as these exalt the drooping fire 
Blit in niv breast a fiercer flame inspire’ 

1 burn! t burn' »l! giv.‘ iliv pulHng o’er. 

Arid kuill ihy I hecks .md pout ihy bps no more ' 

“ With all her haughty looks, the time l’ve seen 
NFhen this proud damsel has more humble been, 
When with nice airs she’d hoist the pancake round, 
A nd drop it, hapless fair ! upon fiio ground. 

“ Look, with what charming grace, what winning 
tricks, 

The artful charmer rubs the candlesticks ! 

So bright she makes the caiullesticks she handles. 
Oft have I said — there were no need of candies. 

“ Rut thou, my Fair! who never wouldst approve, 
Or hear the tender story of my love. 

Or mind how burns my raging hreast^ — a button — 
J’erhaps art dreaming of— a breast of mutton.” 

Thus said, and wept the sad desponding swain. 
Revealing to the sable walls his pain . 

But nymphs are free with those they should deny ; 
To those they love more exquisitely coy. 

Now chirping crickets raise their tinkling voice, 
'J'he lamlient flame* in languid streams arise. 

And smoke in azure folds evaporates and dies. 


ON CERTAIN PASTORALS. 

SO rude and tuneless are thy lays, 

The weary audience vow 
'Tls not th’ Arcadian swain that sings. 
But ’tis his herds that low. 


ON Mr. C 


or KIDDERMINSTLR’S POBTRY. 


THY verses, Friend ! are Kddderrminster * stuff, 
Aud I must own you've measured out enough. 


TO THE VIRTUOSI. 


Fierce as Camilla* o’er the plain 
l‘urhue<l the glittering stranger, 

Still eye’d the purple’s pleasing stain. 

And knew not fear nor danger. 

’Tis you dispense the favourite meat 
'I’o" Nature’)# filmy people. 

Know what conserves they choose to eat. 

And what liqueurs to tipple. 

And if her brood of insects dies, 

Viiii • ig.- .ivd-iance lend her ; 

■ m lo ifinp for ainornui. flies, 

.\iid lit. Ip ihi-iit to engender. 

’Tis yon protect their pregnant hour. 

And, when the birth’s at hand. 

Exerting your tibstetric power. 

Prevent a mothless land. 

Yet, oh ! howe’er yo'ur towering view 
Above gros.s objects rises, 

Whate'er refinements you pursue. 

Hear what a friend advises ; 

A friend who, weigh’d with yours, mustprire 
Hoinitian’s idle passion. 

That wrought the death of teasing flies. 

But ne’er their propagation. 

I,et Flavia's eyes more deejily warm. 

Nor thus your hearts determine, 

To -.light Dame Natun*’s fairest form, 

And sigh for Nature's ven.iin. 

And speak with some respect of beaux, 

Nor more as triflers treat them ; 

’Tis better learn to save one’s cloaths, 

Than cherish moths that eat them. 


THE EXTENT OP COOKERY. 


Allusque et idem. 
EXPLANATION. 
Another and (he same. 


WHEN Tom to Cambridge first was sent, 
A plain brown bob he wore. 

Head mucl^ and look’d as though he meant 
To be a fop no more. 

See him to Lincoln’s-Inn repair. 

Ills resolution flag. 

Ho cherishes a length of hair. 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke nor Ralkeld he regards. 

But gets into the House, 

And soon a Judge’s rank rewards* 

His pliant votes and bows. 

Adieu, ve Bobs ! ye Bags 1 fflTe place} 

Full bottoms come instead: 

Good r,— d ! to see the various ways 
Of dressing a calf's head 1 


HAIL, curious wights ! to whom so fair 
The form of mortal flies is ! 

Who deem those grubs beyond compare, 
■Which common sense despises. 

Whether o’er hill, mora.<M, or mound. 
You make your sportsman sallies. 

Or that your prey, >n gardens fonnd, 

Is urged through walks and allies ; 


THE PROGRES® OP ADVICE. 
A COMMON CASE. 


SuarU', nam certum est. 

EXPLANATION. 
Advise it, for ’tis flxed. 


/el in the fhry of the chase 
No doM could e’er retard you ; 
Bl^d if one fly repay the race. 
Or painted wing reward you. 


SAYS Richard to Thomas (and seem'd half aftraid) 
I am thinking to marry thy mistress's maid ; 
Now because Mrs. Lucy to thee is well-known, 

1 will dot if ttiou bidst me, or let it alone. 


• Kidderminster, ^unous far n coarse woollen 
manufacture. 


• See Virgfl. 


c 
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** Nay, don't mak^ a jest on’t j ’tis ho jest to me; 

For taith I’m in 4»arnest ; so, prithof, be free. 

1 have no fault to ‘ind with the girl since I knew 
her, 

But I’d have tliy advice ere I tie myself to her,’* 

Said Thomas to Richard, “ To speak my opini<»n. 

There is not such a bitch in King George’s do- 
minion ; 

A nd 1 firmly believe, if thou know’st her as I do, 

Ti'.oa w oulilst choose out a whipping-post lirst to lie 
tied to. 

“ She’s peevish, she’s tliievish, she’s uglv, she’-, old, 

.i ■ f 1 h ir, .iiid a f.-d. ind a -hit I ■M ■ 

>1 1 . III. hard n.i..un d loviiu ■ I u i, v.. .1. 

.Viid i [c iiiglii had iiilorin'd IkT v,i,ai 1 lioinai l.-id 
said. 


SLENDER’b GHOST. 


VIVE bUAKSrEAll t. 


BENEATH a churchyard yew 
Ijocay’il ami worn with age, 

At diiO: of eve methoutlit 1 spy'd 
I .sir •'I. inler • il. ii » hiiiin'riiig trusl, 

“ t) succl . U jwevl Anne Tago ; ' 

Ve gentle Bards ! give ear. 

Ai l. t ilk of .vneroui r.i*:e, 
h I sp. il ihe Id), roll ibe 
• 'riir.- I< ini i t llie to wei p S' lir « . 

'■ I f iweci ' O sMiet .\nii,' I’.uie ' 

Why iliould such labour’d strains, 

^■our formal Muse engagi: ■' 

I never dream’d of flame or dart 

That fired my breast, or pierciMl my heart. 

But sigh’d, “ O sweet Anne Page !” 

And you ! whose lovesick minds 
No med'eine can assuage, 

A ’(’Use the leech's art no more, 

But learn of idender to deplored 
“ 0 sweet ! O sweet Anne Vage 1” 

*■ 

And ye ! whose souls are held 
lake linnets in a cage, 

■Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my strains ; 

“ O sweet 1 O sweet Anne Page !" 

.•\ nd you ! who boast or grieve 
W h.at horrid wars ye wage, 
t)f wounds received froni many an eye, 
mean as I do, when I sigh, 

“ O sweet ! O sweet Anne l^e !” 

H ence every fond conceit 
Of .shepherd orof sage ; 

’Tis Slender’s voice, 'tis Slender’s way. 
Expresses all you have to say, 

"0 sweet ! O sweet Anne ihige 


THE INYIDIOUS, 


FROM MAU I I A I.. 


O FORTUNE ! if my prayer of old 
Hs ne'er soilcitous for gold, 

‘ With better grace thou may’st allow 
? J\ suppliant wish, that asks Jt now : 

VJt think not, Goddess ! J require it 
For the same end your rIown.s desire it. 

In a well-made em^tual string 
Fain would 1 see Lividio swing; 

Hear him from Tyburn’s height haranguing; 
But such a cur's not worth one’s hanging, 
(rive me, O Goddess I store of pelf. 

And he will tic the knot hlmseih 


THE PRICB OP an EQUIPAGE. 


Servum si potes. Ole, non habere 
Et regem potes, t)le, non habere. A/tf »7. 
“ If thou from Fortune dost no servant crave; 
Believe me thou no master need’st to have.” 


j I ASK'D a friend, amidst the throng, 

W'leixe mich it was that trail’d alouc > 

; ■■ I lie eiiUvd t.11 irh ibere— il.-n'i ve iiiiiid 
I I bill I. nil till' liw.iiiit-n siui k bt bmd.” 

'•■r . f.iv . he.l VI liai ' han't yiu siM’ii ii ■> 
! ’Tis Darnon’.s Coaeh, and Damon in it. 

I 'Tis laid, inethinks, you have forgot 
I Vour friend, vour neighbour, and — what not ? 
j \'our old acquaintance Damon !” — “ True ; 

But faith his Equipage is new.” 

I “ Bles.s me, (.said 1,) where can it end ? 

I What madness ha.s |iossess'd my friend ? 
j Four powder’d slaves, a«id those the tallest ; 

! 'i’heir stomachs, doublle.s.s, not the smallest 
( an Damon’s revenue maintain, 

In lace and food, so large a train ? 

1 kii'iw hi- laud — 03. h i.i. h o' pr ■iind— 

’ ] I. n.'l .1 iiiile I.- Walk 11 round — 

If D iiii.in ' V. i...le estiiii , a i U- vr 
To kt?ep his lad and one horse chair, 

I own 'ti- past my comprehension ” 

“ \ 11, >ii, but li.iiiioii tiu^ 3 laiisioii-” 

1 Tbu.. .l.-t ■. 1 tslx.- aiiibiii. M rule Us, 

Thus p..Mip di luile, and tolly f.»>i us 
To keep a race oi lllckerlng'kiuivj s, 

I He grows biinse-lf Ibe worst of slaves. 


HINT FROM VOITUKK. 


j EKT .Sol his annual journeys run, 

I ' And when the radiant task is done, 

I'onfess, through all the glolie. ’twould pose him 
To match the charms that Celia shows him. 

I And should he boast he once had seen 

I As ju«t a form, a.s bright a mien. 

Vet iiniht it still for ever pose liim 
To match— what Celia never shows Idm. 


TO A FRIEND. 


i HAVE you ne'er seen, my gentle Squire ! 

The humours of your kitchen fire 
hays Ned to Sal, “ I lead a spade; 

Why don’t yo play ? — the girl’s afraid — 

Play sometbing — any thing— but play- 
'Tis but to pass (he time away— 
phoo — how she stands — biting her nails— 

As though she play’d for halfher vails — 

Sorting her cards, haggling, and picking — 

We play for nothing, Mo us ? Chicken ! 

That card wlil do — ’sblood, never doubt it ; 

It’s not worth while to think about Jt." 

' SaJ thought, and thought, and miss'd her aim, 
I And Ned ne’er studying won the game. 

I .Methinks, old Friend ! ’tis wondrous true 
■ That verse is but a game jit loo; 

I While many a banl, that shows so clearly 
He writes for his amusement merely. 

Is Known to study, fVet, and toil, 

And play for nothing all the while. 

Or praise at most, for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er signified a farthing more. 

Till having vainly toil’d to f^oin It, 

He sees your flying pen obtain It. 

Through fragrant scenes the trlfler roves, 

An<l hallow’d haunts tliat Phoebus Ipves, 

Where with strange heats his bosom glows, 

And mystic flames the god bestows. 

Vou now none other flame require 
'I’han a good blazing parlour fire ; 

Write verses— to dew the sQomers 
In s— t-houses and cnlmnej^comen* 
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■F.al found her deep-laid schemes were vain — 
The cards are cut^-corae, deal ag:uii — 

No tjo'id retries on it when one to-.L-i-rs— 

I II I’lav the I .irds i ■'iiu iii-st iiiv ini^i r — 
Ki-rluiie tuultl nes-. r I'. I Ni-ii !.■■■ In r, 

\K hi-ii she had lilt it u liells ii> hu r 

W’l II. iiow uho u Ills — u Ii\ , >ij|| the line — 
h. r 's ii h IS l. sl lUMiher k iim . 

“ I've flone, (slie mutter'd ;l I wa'' saving. 

It di'l O'-i .ir,-'il'i ms pi IS mg 

•s.iiie I 'Iks Kill s. in. I In. V caiinot . h.-.s., ; 

Ihil think -T lint think - s<>iii>- niu-l h.- < ■ 

I may have won a game or so — 

Ihit thi^n it was rin i -p .ic.i — 

! I ii.. I r s» id he Ills l■■l ic nil- 

J *n|| II oll'.i hahs ill- Ti_ 

liise me an ’ice of" frnmp-. .-md err • 

I i.ir N-'.l Hill he It ni. a ,i n i ihn e ' 
i 's ill I's 111 k thni ihiiig. .ire • irr-> -I — 
lie II Slitter lor it when he's married. ’ 

Tims Sul, with tears in either eye. 

While victor Ned sat tittering by. 

Thus I, long envying your sm cess. 

And bent to write and study less. 

Sat down, and scribbled in a trice 
Ju.st what you see— and you desjilse. 

^■■■u. who can frame a luiuful f- nc. 

Ali'l h'l'li It .1' S'lil ride .d">ig. 

.\iiii, trotting on the Lmg'> highss.iv, 

■sri.ii. h I'imiimIii. In 'li^i i-jiriifnl l.n. 

\. . 1 j-t tin- v. t'i, h.iw Cer |f IImW-, 
fr-im ..Me til, it Is sour In- iid In pro e 
U hat is this sMi aili, grien. so | .ir ' 

Which many wish, and tew must wear; 

Which ‘iome men's indolence can gain, 

.\nd -oine men'- sigils nt's r ehUiiii '' 

For what must hal or poet sue, 

Fro tliey engage with Ned or you ? 

For luck in verse, for luck at loo ? 

Ah. no ! 'tis genius gives you fame. 

And Ned, through skill, secures tlie game. 


03* HUMOUR. 

I I foresee that the court will be hugely delighted • 
i 'Cr Ui-.li ird for much a lesi gcnlu- s> .-k 1...I K .I 
’ .\ihi II, iiiv good Friend ' ariil for liigli hh i i- | m ■: 

I I Ciuld >jy riui- li men, hut wu'tc iicdi i, 1 j -ti' 
I ye.” 

I Quite firctl with the flattery, I call for my i>aper. 
And waste that and health, and my time and my 
taper : 

I scribble llll'morn, when with wrath no sma’.l ‘tore, 
t',omes niy old Friend the mercer, and raps at my 
door. 

“ .Ml, Friend ! 'tis but idle to make such a polhcr ; 
Fate, Fate has ordain'd us to plague one another.” 


W RITTEN AT AN INN AT IIENLEV. 

TO thee, fair Freedom ! I retire 

From flattery, cards, and dice, and din 
Nor art th.ou found in mansions liicticr 
Thau the low cot or humble Inn. 

'Tis here witli houndlc-s power I reign. 

And every healtli which I hegin 
Converts dull port to bright Champaign ; 
.Such freedom crowns it an Inn. 

J fly from pomp, I fly from plate ! 

I lls fi..i,i Fal l h.-il - •!•... i'’U- grin ' 

Fp I'J. iil 1 IwSc, and |..■rlll I h He, 

.And choose my lodglng.s at an Inn. 

Here, W^aifer! take my sordid ore, 

W'liith hickics else might hope to wni ; 

It hiiyi what courU have not m store, 

Jt buys me frivdom at an Inn. 

WboeVr lias travHl’d life’s dull r.'imd, 

W hereer Ins -tiiges imi.v liiw hei n, 

Ma> sigh to tliitik he -till Mas I'ourul 
I'he warmest welcome at an lun. 


THE POET AND THE DUN. 


A SIMILE. 


These are mes.songcrs 
That feelingly ptirsuade me what I am. 

Shaktpeare. 

COMES s Dun in the raoniing, and raps at my 
door— [more— 

“ I made bold to call— ’tis a twelvemonth and 
I’m sorry, believe me. to trouble you thus. Sir — 
Hut .Toll would bo paid, Sir, had Job been a mercer.” 
My fkiends have but patience — “Ay, these are your 
ways.” 

I have got but one shilling to serve me two days — 
Hue Sir — prithee take it, and tell your attorney, 

If I han't paid your bill, I have paid for your 
journey. 

Well, now thou art gone, let me govern ray pas- 
And calmy consider — Consider! vexation! [sion. 

What whore that must paint, and must put on 
false looks. 

And counterfeit joy in the Pangs of the pox ! 

What beggar’s wife’s nephew, now starved, and 
now beaten. 

Who, wanting to eat, fears himself shall be eaten ! 
What porter, what turnspit, can deem his c.-i-se hard ! 
Or what Dun boast of patience that thinks of a Hard ' 
W ell, I’ll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 
poorer. 

Turn shoebov, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 
fiet love, aim respect, and goixl living and pelf ; 
And dun some poor dog of a poet myself. 

One’s credit, however, of course, will grow better — 
Here enters the fixitman, and brings me a letter. 

V *' ^ received your obliging epistle; 

A our fame Is secure — bid the crifltCs go whistle. 

^ «ver with wonder the p..eiii ymi ..-in me, 
And I muii vpeak your pruies mi -.oul shall nri- 
vent me, 

JJJe audience, believe me, cried out every line 
Aif affecting, was just, was divine ! 
All pregnant as gold is, with worth, weight, and 
beauty, 

And to hide such a genius was— far from your duty. 


WHAT village but ha.s sometimes st*en 
The clumsy shape, tlie frightful mien, 
Tremendous claws, and shagged liair. 

Of that grim hnite vcirp’d 11 r>ear 
He fmin hii d.im, ihe le.im'il agree, 

|{•■..l ivid tlie curious form you -et*, 

\\ Ii-'. ttitli hi r plasik iiaigue alone, 
I’r.Hld. *d .1 Ml igc— like hir i.wn — 

Amt ihu- III! V him, in mv'tli.' fa-hion, 

'I Ml iMiwertuf foiie ofiducalion.* — 
rerhap.s yon crowd of swains is viewing, 
F»en now, the strange exploits of nrion. 
W ho pijSs hi- iiiHii ro.ars aluii'l, 

'I'lie u.iiider of a g iplng i ruicii ' 

■‘'I li.ui- I known ah awkw.iuJ hel, 

U iio-t. I.irih lia> iii.vlc .a p.irl-h gi ul. 
Forbid, fiT itar of stti.e, to rnam, 

And taught by kind niarnina at Imme, 
A\’ho gives him many a well tried rule. 
With ways and mean.s — to play the fool. 
Ill sense the same, in stature higher, 

He siiincs, erelong, a rural smiirc ; 

Fours forth unwittv jokes ami swears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly stares 
Ills tenants, of superior sense. 

Carouse and laugh at his expense, 

And deem the pastime I’m relating 
1 ,1 be as pk-asdiii as bear-ban iiig. 


THIi 

CHARMS OK PRECEDENCK. 
A TALE 

“ SIR, will you please to walk before ? 
—No, pray, Sir— you are next the door 
“ — Upon mine honour I’ll not stir — ” 

“ Sir, I’m at home ; consUier, Sir — ” 


• Of a fond matron’s educanom 
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" Excuse me. Sir ; I’ll not go first." 

** Well, if I must be rude, 1 must — 

But yet I wish I could evade it — 

'Tls strangely clownish, be persuaded — " 

Go forward, Cits ! go forward. Squires ! 

Nor scruple each what each admires. 

Life squares not. Friends ! with your proceeding ; 
It flies while you display your breeding ; 

Such breedinu as one’s granuin preaclies. 

Or some old dancing-master teaches. 

Or for some rude tumultuous fellow. 

Half crazy, or, at least, half mellow. 

To come behind you unawares. 

And fairly push you both down stairs ! 

But Death’s at hand— let me advise ye; 

Go forward. Friends ! or he’ll surnrisayc. 

Besides, how insincere you are I 
Do ye not flatter, lie, forswear. 

And daily cheat, and weekly pray. 

And all for this— to lead the way’? 

Such is my theme, which means to prove 
That though we drink, or game, or love. 

As that or this is most in fashion, 

Prccetience is our ruling passion. 

When college students take degrees. 

And pay the l>eadle's endless fees. 

What moves that scientific body. 

But the first cutting at a i^audy ? 

And whence such shoals, in bare conditions. 
That starve and languish as physicians. 

Content to trudge the streets, and stare at 
The fat apothecary’s chariot ? 

But that, in Charlotte’s chamber (see 
IMollerc’s Medicin malgre luiy 
The leech, howe’er his fortunes vary 
Still walks liefore th' apothecary. 

Fla via in vain has wit and charms. 

And all that shines, and ail that warms ; 

In vain all human race adore her. 

For — Lady Mary ranks liefore her. 

O Celia ! gentle Celia ! tell us. 

You, who are neither vain nor jealous! 

The softest breast, the mildest mien ! 

Would you not feel some little spleen. 

Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow. 

If Florimel, your equal now. 

Should one day gain precedence of ye ? 

First served— though in a dish of coflw ? 

Placed first, although where you are found 
You gain the eyes of all around ? 

Named first, though not with half the fame 
Thaf-vaits my charming Celia's name ? 

Hard Fortune ! barely to inspire 
Our fix’d est^m and fond desire 1 
Barely, where’er you go, to prove 
The source of unfverhal love 1 
Yet be content, observing this, 

Honour’s the offspring of caprice ; 

And worth, howe'er you have puisucd it. 

Has now no power — ^but to exclude it : 

You'll find your general reputatioi) 

A kind of supplemental station. 

Poor Swift, witli all his worth, could ne’er. 

He tells us, hope to rise a peer ; 

So, to supply it, wrote for fame. 

And well the wit secured his aim. 

A common patriot has a drift 
Not quite so innocent as Swift ; 

In Britain's cause he rants, he labours; fbours, 
“ He’sl honest, faith.’’— Have patience, Neigh- 
For Patriots may sometimes deceive. 

May beg their friends’ reluctant leave 
To serve them in a higher sphere. 

And drop their virtue to get there. — 

As Lucian tells us, in ms fashion, 

How souls put off each earthly passion. 

Ere on Elysium’s flowery strand 
Old Charon suffered them to land ; 

So, ere we meet a court’s caresses, 

No doubt our souls must change their dresses ; 
And souls there l»e who, bound that way. 

Attire themselves ten times a-day. 
s If then 'tisrank which all men covet. 

And saints alike and sinners love it ; 

If.place, for which our courtiers throng 
Ho thick, that few can get along. 

For which such servile toils are seen. 

Who’s happier than a king !— a queen. 

Howe’er men aim at elevation, 

’Tis properly a female passion : 

Women and beaux, beyond all measure, 

Axe charm’d with rank’s ecstatic pleasure. 


“Sir, if your drift I rightly scan, 

You’d hint a beau were not a man 
Say women then are fond of jilaces ; 

I wave ail disputable cases. 

A man. perhaps, would something Unger, 
Were liK loved rank to i o«i— a finger ; 

< were an ear or inc the price otn. 

He iiiighi delibenie once or la icr en't ; 
I'erhap-. a^k < ■ jidktr's ailvi, ■■ i.n't ; 

,\nil iii.mv, a-, lilt ir Ir.inie gr-'i* • old, 

W'liultl hardly pun liaM. it with gi-id. ^ 
But women wish precedence ever ; sP 
’Tis their whole life’s supreme endeavour ; 

It iircs their youth with jealous rage. 

And strongly animates their age : 

Perhaps they would not sell outright. 

Or maim a limb — that was in sight ; 

Yet on worse term.s they sometimes choose it, 
Nor even In punishments refuse it. 

“ Pre-eminence in pain !’* you cry. 

All fierce and pregnant with reply 
But fend your patience and your ear. 

An argument shall make it clear. 

But hold, an argument may ful ; 

Beside, my title says, A Talc. 

Where Avon rolls her winding .stream, 

Avon ! the Muses’ favourite theme ; 

Avon ! tliat fill.> the farmers’ pur.scs. 

And decks with flowers both fanns and 
verses. 

She visits many a fertile vale — 

Such was the scene of this my Tale ; 

For 'tis in Evesham's Vale, or near it. 

That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

Tile soil, with annual plenty bless’d, 

W'as by young Corydon possess’d. 

His youth alone I lay before ye. 

As most material to my story : 

For strength and vigour too, he had ’em. 

And ’twere not much amiss to add ’em. 

Thrice happy lout ! whose wide domain 
Now green with grass, now gilt with grain, 

1 n russet robes of clover deep. 

Or thinly veil’d, and white with sheep ; 

Now fragrant with the bean’s nerfume. 

Now jAirpled with the pulse’s bloom. 

Might well with bright allusion store me— . 

But happier bards have l>een before me ! 

.Amonnt the various year’s increase 
The strij^ing own’d a field of pease. 

Which, when at night he ceased his labour*. 
Were haunted by some female neighbours. 
Each morn discover’d to his sight 
The shameful havoc of the ni^t ; 

Traces of tliis they left behind ’em. 

But no instructions where to find ’em. 

The devil’s works are plain and evil. 

But few or none have seen the devil. 

Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of Ecnard, who has said it. 
Contrived with Satan how to fool us. 

And bargain’d face to face to rule us ; 

But then Old Noll was one in ten, 

And sought him more than other men ; 

Our shepherd, too, with like attention. 

May meet the female fiends we mention. 

He rose one mom at break of day. 

And near the field in ambush lay ; 

When lo ! a brace of girls appears, 

'The third a matron much in years. 

Smiling amidst the pease, the sinners 
Kat down to cull their future dinners. 

And caring little who might own ’em. 

Made free as though themschres had sown ’oni. 

'Tis worth a sage’s observation 
How love can make a jest of passion ; 

Anger had forced the swain from lied. 

His t^rly dues to love unpaid ! 

And Love, a god that keeps a pother, 

And will be paid one time or other. 

Now banish’d Anger out o' door. 

And claim’d the debt withheld before 
If Anger bid our youth revile, 

Iiove form’d his features to a smile ; 

And knowing well 'twas all srlmace 
To threaten with a smiling face. 

He in few words express’d his mind— 
ind none would deem them much unkind. 

The amorous youth, fox their offence, 
Dcmandeil instant recompence : 

That recompence from each, which shorn* 
Forbid* a buhfol Muse to name. 
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Yot, more tliK ypnlcnrC to discover, 

•I'is wiiat Ilett • * grants her lover, 

W hen he, to make the stnimpet willinj?, 
li »|.,-iir l.i- fortune - to n sliillinc- 

K ■' li ■ ;iw i'lii-. ■i'- 'I »i ri 'iih'!. 

4iul loatli to do wluit— »>acli intende<l. 

.\t lii'idh. - 'll) ■‘■■ft i' .the tic ift'.-. 

■J he niirr..n. I.i m ^.ili .it;e, r. [-I.l. 

■■ ■ ri, V'lin !■' ■! 1 m-— JU-lln . I koov, , 

.\ till oiir HI -I ir-, « ill h \i 


llh .!■ 


liiii I. 1 iiiv ii iir- 

.\,|.| sho* .Iillii. ili l'eleni e ti f .■,•, 

I lioiii 1 ili'ia'il Milage I .iri.i , 

A III i'<‘l, < I - k KOI* arid ’ 'iiii- tiling < I'l-i' ; 

Auil it V,, M. 1 . 1 , , 1 - nIlI.! VI,- III, 1 : 1 . 

Despatch I’liv cra/y botly first." 

Our shepherd, like the I’hiygian swain, 
W'hen circled round on Ida’s plain. 

With eoddesses, he stood svispemied, 

.\nd rallas’s grave speeclt was ettded, 
(tttu’.l h 1 i.iI dll' .a-.!.’.! n.ight b, I'd duty, 
Diit ]■ I'J Kiel uOipliiiienl t-., hi iiJly. 


KPILOfiDK 


TO THE TUAtJEUV OK CI.r.O.Mh 


WPT T.. [..idies— MS n'lUch for the tncic O; Ic- 

.Viid Mi'H III.' . ii-i.-m I, )'• III Ik. <.>ii -oiii..'. 

'I .1 III ik I- U ' ■ Ml 1 1'. ' ■ M 11. t III II k s III" ll j • -11 ■ ,y — 

W'hy, who ran ticlp it nt so strant;e a pliv 
I he ■ il'l ilM i;"'!!- li re. U.irs'— III I ill. ‘I t‘i 111 nil" 

I In- I'liinl iiilii. I III' hi . MriU' ii -I ' 

M . <1 ir< ' 1. I ll t.1 nth l«.lle Hi. III. I l^|■■k .1 II. J.“||. 

W hi n (liU‘ |ir.iv.jkid, I .(.'I't (III tiriHi- “ 111 .- 1 ll 

' lui III m\ lii.ii-,- ' - till - iiii;hi. for i-.ih. .1, p n i • 

\ iiii-li rii w 111 - h id s nJ — Wnh .,11 III . !.• .ul— i 

Dill ihiiik II. it, li.iiii.l'i, ''ir, 1 II i-‘>.ili-i.- . j 

<)rder your coach — conduct rne safe to I'own - I 
(live me rny jrwel-<, wardrobe, and mv maid— i 
■kint pr.iv l ike . lie m> pm-nii.ni V In p -i.i." I 

Mil h I-, till- l.ini:ii ,,:‘e uf , .i, li m kIi Ii I'l.r ; | 

Vet memoirs, not of modem growth declare I 

'Die time ha,s boon when modesty and truth i 

Were deem’d additions to the charms of youth ; 1 

W'hen women hid tli. ir neckt. and v, il’d ili, ir . ' 
Vor r<-iiip'd, i. ir r.iki ■!. n..r -.i.ir-d .at |•>.hl|. j.i.i. j 
,\or li.i.k III, iir. (if A II. i.'. iu for gr .. I 
Then plain domestic vlrluos wen* the mode, 

.\nd u'ivi', ne'i’r drenm’d nfh.ippinrs at r-.i I ; 

'I he> loved ih, iri hildreii. Ii iin it r-. -i.r-. i 

Dul wiih (he ji'.vs of wi dlu..K mix'd iln • n. - { 

'I’hoso times are jiast—jct sure they merit praise. 

For marriage triumph’d in tho'<* golden rl'ivs; 

M> I h iiie ilt'Liiriiiii ihej alh . (iiiii g.nii iJ , 

Kv fiiih and |iMidne.-.s wh.it ih,-* wi.n in.iinMin d. 

T is \iiurs, \e I air ' to bring iliose days .ig un, 
lid form .iiM-w ihe he.ari.s of (hoiighih -s ihl-ii . 

Make lii-.iuiv'- liiMre amiable as brighi, 
tnd guc Ibe s-ail .is uell .u, si-ii-h.- U ebghl . 

Itei laim liom fi.ll. a. t.inl asnc age, 

I ii.ii scinis ilie jin-ss, iin- pulpii, and tlic sMgc- 
1 1 1 truth and n iidi-nu - s vour lirci?!' .adoin. 

I lie in.im igr i li nil u iih ir.iii>|--r( s|i.|ij I.,- u ...rn . 

1 . 11 h blo.iMiliig virgin, riis, d mio i hndi-, 

Miall double all their joys, their cares divide ; I 

•Mieviate grief, i-oraiHise the jars of strife, i 

-Vnd pour the lialm Utat bweeiens huimui life. 


Though school’d from Fortune’s paths to fly, 
'J ill- swam lir-nealh each lowering .sky 
Woiilfl oft hi-i fate heme-m. 

Th ii III , III sMv in sli.idi-s |..rl.'m, 

^In.t w isi,. 1,1, 1 hi-t-rli >> I vm .iiid mopi, 

Not pr.'iist.d, nor loved, nor kiiuHii. 


No friend to Fame's obstreperous noise, 
Vet to the whispers of her voice, 

Soft niurmunng, not a foe. 

The pleasures he through choice declined, 
W'hi 11 \ fogs dr|.r. ss'd ills mind, 

1 1 giivvrd }iiiii 10 iurcgi.-. 


ririi-vo/l him to Turk the lakes beside, 

U I Is HI ru-'iv dinghs hide, 

\iii| iH-s-r. ■» k-. -l■lm Ihe d.iv. 

A\ h-l .- 1 .mill t.iiii rn-. iiiidi.iH.is'il, 

Ih 1 “ iik ih«- H till I iiiidi .1 .hade. 
And scorn to ijuit their jirey. 

Put •er the r idiant vim once more 
'J |.i I,. 1. 1 , ll ‘ Mg I I. r . -I III - III 1 1 r. - 1 lire 
\nil r iisi- III. iliiiii'iiul d I'.. ii, 

And more to gild his rural sphere, 

At once the liriglitest train appear 
Tliat ever trod the lawn. 


Aimrement rliill’d the shepherd’s fr-nue, 
I’-, ihiiik Ptidgi-u nii r's • hoii.iijr .1 ii.uiie 
•sli.ii.I.I gr.i. In. ru.iir . • l| ; 

I h II -I.. , .,11 Hi Ml liM-li. II. H m 

Ifistinction, titles, rank, and state, 

Sliould rove where shejiherds dwell. 

Dut true it is, tlie generous mind, 

By candour sway’d, liy taste refinetl. 

Win nought liul vice distlaitt ; 

Nor wilt the Ineast where fancy glows 
DtH'm every fiower a weed that, blows 
Amid tlie desert plain. 

Beseems it Ruch, with honour crown’d, 
T'o ile.al its lucid tieams around, 

Nor equal meed receive; 

At most such garlandsTroin the field. 

As rowslip.s, pink.s, and pansies .yield, 
And rural Iiands cun weave. 


A'et strive, ye shepherds, strive to find. 
And weave the fairest of the kind, 

Tlie prime of all the spring, * 

If li.-iply thus yon lovely Fair 
May round her temple.s dtipi to ■wear 
The trivial wrealns you bring. 

O how the peaceful halcvons ]>lnj’d. 
Where’er tlie corisciou.s lake betray’d 
Atlienia’s placid mien ! 

H' W’ did the vprightlier linnets throng, 

\\ ll. re I’.iplii.i’' rlnrms rts]uired ilu song, 
.AIiiJ lij^il iop.ws green 1 


I.o, Dartmouth, on those bank.s reclined. 
While busy Fancy calls to mind 
The glories of his line '. 

Methinks iny cottage rears its head, 

The ruin’d walls of yonder sheil, 

As through enchanimeut, shine 


But who the nymph that guides their 
way 

Could ever nymph descend to stray 
From Hagley’s famed retre.at ? 

KIse by the blooming fe.aiures fair. 

The faultless make, the matchle.ss air, 
'Twere Cynthia’s form complete. 


A PASTORAL ODE, 


TO THE 

HON. SIR RICHARD LYTTLETON. 

i'HF morn dispensed a dubious light, 

A sullen mist had stolen from sight 
butch pleasinsr vale and hill, 

M hen riun.oii left liis hiiiiil.)i- I.oweri, 

" gii.iril bia ilot'ks, to temo hi-, ilowi f', 

* M . hi-i k hU waiideniig i ,j|. 


So would some tuberose delight, 

That struck the pilgrim’s wondering sight, 
'Mitl lonely deserts dr^ar, 

All as at eve the .sovereign flower, 
Disiienses round its b,altny power, 

Ami crowns the fragrant year. 

Ah ! now no more, the shepherd cried, 
Must I ambition’s charms deride. 

Her subtle force disown ; 


• The Dutchess of Bridgewater, married to Sit 
Richard Lyttleton. . 



XiBVXTZSS : 


No more of Fauns or Fairies dream . Brave, yet humane, shall Smith appear : 

While 1- alley, near each crystal stream, Ve 's-iili-rf, though hi- name bo dear 

Shall paint these forms alone. 'I i„nk him noi yours alone 

Grant him in other spheres to charm ; 

By low-bfow'd rock, or pathles^i mead. The .>heplu!r(ls’ breasts, though mild, are^arir 

1 deem’d that splendour ne'er should lead And ours are all his own. 


My dazzled .eyes astray ; 

But who, alas ! will dare contend. 

If lieauty add, or merit blend. 

Its more illustrious ray P 

Nor Is it long, O plaintive swain ! 

Since Guernsey saw, without disdain. 
Where, hid in woodlands f^een. 

The partner of his early days,* 

And once the rival of liis praise. 

Had stolen through life unseen. 

Scarce faded is the vernal flower, 

Since Stamford left his honour’d bower 
To smile familiar here : 

<) form’d hy Nature to disclose 
How fair that courtesy which flows 
From social warmth sincere ! 

Nor yet have many moons decay'd 
Since Pollio sought this lonely shade. 
Admired this rural maze : 

The noblest breast that Virtue fires. 

The Graces love, the Muse inspires. 

Might pant for PolUo’s praise. 

Say, Thomson here was known to rest ; 

For him yon vernal seat, I dress'd. 

Ah ! never to return ! 

In place of wit and melting strains. 

And social mirth, it now remains. 

To weep beside the urn, 

Gome then, my Ivelius ! come once more, 

A nd fringe the melancholy sliore 
With roses and with bays, 

While I each wayward Fate accuse. 

That envied his impartial Muse, 

To sing your early praise. 

MTiile Philo, to whose favour’d sight 
Antiquity, with full delight. 

Her inmost wealth displays, 

Beneath yon ruins’ moulder’d wall, 

Shall muse, and with his ftiend recall 
l^e pomp of ancient days. ■ 

Here, too, shall Conway's name appear ; 
H^iraise'l the stream so lovely clear. 

That shone the reeds among ; 

■yet clearness could it not disclose, 

■To match the rhetoric that flows 
From ConvAiy’s polish'd tongue. 

Even Pitt, whose fervent periods roll 
Resistless through the kindling soul 
Of senates, councils, kings ! 

Though form’d for courts, vouchsafed to 
rove. 

Inglorious, through the shepherd’s grove. 

And ope his ba&hful springs. 

But what can courts discover more 
Than these rude haunts have seen before. 
Each fount and shady tree ? 

Have not these trees and fountains seen 
The pride of courts, the winning mien 
Of peerless Aylesbury ? 

And Grenville, she whose radiant eyes 
Have mark’d by slow gradations rise 
'The princely piles of Stow ; 

■yet praised these unembellish'd woods, 

And smiled to see the babblii^ floods 
Through 8elf»wom mazes flow. 

Ray, Dartmouth, who your banks admired, 
Again lieneathyour caves retired, 

Shall grac;e the pensive sliade ; 

With all the bloom, with all the truth, 

With all the sprightliness of youth. 

By cool reflection sway’d ? 


• •'hey were School-fellows. 


O I.vttleton ! my honour’d guest, 

Could I describe thy generous breast. 

Thy firm, yet polish’d, mind ; 

How imblic love adorns thy name, ^ 
How }'.ir(ii-ie. loo. •on>|Mres uiih Fame^ 
The viiig iImjuIJ please rnaiikinil. 


A PASTORAL BALLAD. 


IN FOUR PARTS. 


Arbusla humilesque myreia'. 
EXPLANATION. 
Groves and lovely shrubs. 


I. ABSENCE. 

VK Shepherds ! so cheerfiil and gay, 

Whose flocks never carelessly roam, 

Should Cor>don’s happen to stray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 

Allow me to muse and to sigh. 

Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 

None once was so watcnful as I : 

—I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have strove 
With the torture of doubt and desire ; 

What it is to admire an<l to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 

Ah ! lead forth my flock in the mom, 

And the damps of each evening repel ! 

Alas ! I am faint and forlorn ; 

—I have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 

Sinc« Phyllis vouchsafed me a look, 

I never once dream ’d of my vine ; 

May I lose both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine. 

I prized every hour that went by 
Beyonti all that pleaswl me before ; 

But now they are past, and I sigh. 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

But why do I languish in vain ? 

Why wander thus pensively here ? 

Oh ! why did I come from the plain. 

Where I fed on the srpilos of my dear ? 

They tell me, my favourite maid. 

The pride of that valh,>y, is flown ; 

Alas ! where with her I have stray’d 
I could wander wiih pleasure alone. 

Wlicn forced the fair nymph to forego. 
What anguish I felt at, my heart ! 

Vet I thought— but it might not be so— 
.’Twas with pain that sne saw me depart. 

She gazed as i slowly withdrew ; 

Mv path I riiuld hardly dinLern . 

*s.i -.wcetly ilie bade rru- aiheu, 

I thought that she bade me return. 

The pilgrim that journeys all day 
To visit some far distant shrine. 

If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely removed from the fair, 

Where my vows, my devotion, I owe. 

Soft hope is the relique I bear, 

And ray solace wherever I go. 


II. HOPE. 

MY hanks they are furnish’d with bees,. 
Whose murmur invitee one to sleep; 

My grottos are shaded'with irees;^ 

And my hills ate white over with sbeep. 



oxt. 


PZXSGSS or KUlMCOUZt. 


3i 


I seldom h»Te met with a loss, 

Huch health do my fountains bestow; 

Mv fountains all l)ordcr'd with moss, 
where tlie harebells and violets grow. 

Not a pine in my grove is there secfn 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound ; 

Not a beech’s more lieautiful green 
Hut a sweetbriar entwines it around : 

Not iny fields in the prime of the year. 

More charms than my cattle unfold ; 

N- 1 a bn-ok tb.it is limj'id and rleir, 

Hut II giiiit-r, wiili tiaiics of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 
To the bower I have labour’d to rear I 
i\ot a shrub that I heard her admire. 

Hilt I hasten'd and planted it there. 

0 how sudden the jes.s.iminc strove 
With the lilack to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my love 

To prune the wild branches away. 

From the plains, from the woodlands, and 
groves, 

Wliat strains of wild melody flow ! 

Ifow tile nightingales warble their loves 
From the thickets of roses that blow 
And when her bright form shall appear, 

Kach bird shall harmoniously join 
In a concert so soft and so clear, 

A&— she may not be fond to resign. 

1 have found out a gift for my fair ; 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
Hut let me that plunder forbear, 

She will say ’twa.s a barbarous deed •. 

For he ne’er could be true, she avert’d, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its youiu{ ; 

And I loved her the more when I heard 
Such tenderness fall frotn her tongue. 

J h,avc heard her with sweetness unfold 
How that pity was due to a dove ; 

That it ever attended siie hold. 

And she call'd it the sister of Love. 

Hut her words such a pleasure convey, 

•So much 1 her arreiits adore, 

Let her spea)^ and whatever she any, 

Methiiiks I .should love her the more. 

r.nn a bosom so gentle remain 

Unmoved when her Uorydon .sighs ! 

Will a nymph that i.s fond of the plain, 

These plains and this valley de.spise!* 

Ik’.ir regions of silence and shade.' 

.Soft scones of contentment and ease! 

Where 1 could have ple.isingly stray’d, 

If aught in her absence could please. 

But where does ray Phylllda stray ? 

And where are her grots and her bowers ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay. 

And the shepherds us gentle as ours ? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair. 

And ibo foce ofiiie valleys as line, 

The lU.iiriH niay in luannen compate- 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


III. SOLICITUDE. 


WHY will you my passion reprove ? 

^ Why term it a lolly to grieve ? 

Ere I show you the cnarins of my love. 
She is fairer than you can believe. 
With her mien she enamours the brave, 
With her wit she engages the free. 
With her moilesty pleases the grave ; 
She is every way plea.sing to me. 


0 you that have been of her train, 

I -ome and join in my amorous lays ! 

1 i;j^ld lay down my life for the swain 

1 hat Will sing but a tong in her prais 


! 


When he sings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and listen the while; 

Nay, on him let not Phylllda firown, 

—But I cannot allow her to smile. 

For when Paridel tries In the dance 
Any favour with Phyllis to find, 

O how with one trivial glance 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind. 

In rir.pM.he dn— eabi* hair, 

Ai.il III, I f.Mik ii bt ,iiiddi.d around ; 

A lid III, pipe -..h ' iiiy I'liylll-j bevvare 
Of a magic tlicrc is in the sound ! 

'Tis his with mock passion to glow 
'Ti.s his in sinooth tales to unfold 

“ How her face is as bright as the snow, 

And her bosom, he sure, is as cold; 

How the nightingales l.abour the strain, 

W ith the notes of lu.s charmer to vie; 

How they vary their accents in vain, 

Kepiue at her triumphs, and die.” 

To the grove or the garden he strays. 

And pillages every sweet. 

Then suiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throws it at Phyllis’s feet. 

“ O Phyllis !” he whispers, “ more fair. 

More sweet than the jessamine’s flower! 

Wliat are pinks in the mom to compare ? 
What is eglantine after a shower ? 

Then the lify no longer is white. 

Then the rose is deprived of its bloom. 

Then the violets die with de^pight. 

And the woodbines give up their perfume.* 

Thus glide tlic soft numbers along. 

And he fancies no sliepherd his peer ; 

—Vet I never should envy the song, 

Were not Phyllis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound. 

So Phyllis the trophy despise ; 

Let his forehead with laurels be clown’d, 

So they shine not in Phyllis’s eyes. 

The language that flows ftom the heart 
Is a stranger to Paridel’s tongue; 

— Yet may she beware of Ins art. 

Or sure I must envy the song. 


IV. DISAPPOINTMENT. 


YE Shepherds ! give ear to my lav. 

And take no more heed of niy sheep ; 
They have nothing to do but to stray, 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 

Vet do not iny folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my passion begun ; 

Slie .snryied — and I could not but love : 

Site is faiUiless — and 1 am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought ; 

Perhaps it was plain to foresee 
That a nymph so complete would be .sough . 

Hy a swain more engaging than me. 

Ah ! love every hime can in.spire, 

I I banishes wisdom the while. 

And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn’d with a smile. 

She is faithless, and I am undone: 

Ye that witness the woes I endure, 

I..et reason instruct you to shun 

What it cannot Instruct you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree ; 

It is not for me to explain 

IIow fair and how fickle they be. 

Alas : from the day (hat we met 
What hofie of an end to iny woes ? 

When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repose. 

Yet time may diminish the pain : 

The flower, and the shrub, and the free. 
Which I rear’d for her pleasure in vain. 

In time may have comfort for iioa. 
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The sweets of a dew-spTinVled rose. 

The sound of a murmuring' stream, 
ITiP peare which from solitutle flows. 
Henceforth shall be Corytlon’s theme. 
High transports are shown to the sight. 
Hut we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never bi!stow*d such delight 
As 1 with my Fhyllis have known. 


0 ye woods I spread your branches apace, 

I'l. voiir dcepi'.l r^ ■ i ... s I My . 

1 ■■ -luld hide » iih ill Ii- i.(.i of the , li.i*i', 

I w.iiild vani'h Irniii e'< r> ivc. 

^ii im r*-t-d «liill ie«i;iMiil inr'.ogh ihccT..*e 

\t iih ihc ^jiiie sill I iiiiii-laiMi ii l-i e in , 

Jl -Mf ^hi- smiled, an I I • nold ri..i t-ui luv ,- 1 
U'ua fjltlileu, and 1 aiii uriJoiie. 


ODE S. 


ODE TO HEALTff. 


0 HEALTH ! capricious maid ! 

Why dost thou shun my jieacefuf bower, 
Where I had hope to share thy power. 

And hless thy lasting aid ? 

Since thou, alas ! art flown. 

It ’vails not whether Muse or (Jrace. 

With tempting smile, frequent the place'. 

1 sigh for ilxee alone. 

Age not forbids thy stay : 

Thou yet mighfst art the friendly nart : 
Thou yet might'st raise tliis languiu heart ; 
Why s{>eed so swift away ? 

Thou scorn’d the city air ; 

I breathe frc-sh gales o’er furrow’d ground. 
Yet hast not thou my wishes crown’d, 

0 false ! O partial Fair ! 

1 plunge into the wave; 

And though with pure.st hands I raise 
A rural altar to thy praise, 

TUiou will not deign to save. 

Amid my weli-known grove, 

MDiere mineral fountains vainly bear 
Tbv boasted name, and lit les fair, 

\Vhy scorns thy foot to rove ? 

Thou hcar'st the sportsman's cletiin. 
Enabling him, with idle noise. 

To drown the Muse’s melting voice. 

And fright the timorous game. 

Is thought thy foe ? Adieu, 

Ve midnight lamfis ! yo curious tomes ? 
Mine eye o’er hills and valleys roams. 

And deals no more with you. 

Is it the clime you flee ! 

Yet ’midst his unremitting snows 
The poor Lapponlsn’s bosom glows. 

And shares bright rays from thee. 

There was, there was a time, 

WTien, though I scorn'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow, nor said a prayer, 

I did not rue the crime. 

Who then more hless’d than I ? 

^^^vn the glail schoollx^’s task was done. 
And forth, with jocund sprite, I run 
To freedom and to Joy ? 

How lovlal then the day ! 

What since have all my labours found, 

Thus climbing life to gaze around. 

That can thy loss repay ? 

Wert thou, alas! hut kind, 

Methinks no frown that Fortune wears, 

Nor lessen'd hopes, nor growing cares. 

Could sink my cneerful mind. 


Whafe’er my stars include, 
tn-.-it ofh«T hreacts cnrivort to pain. 

Al t.iui-ring mind ..Iii-ulit Msin disdiiu, 
.*'h••uld <■> orn — I ngr.ililudc ' 

Repair this mouldering cell. 

And lilevi’d with obiccts found at home. 
And envying none their fairer dome, 

How pleased my soul should dwell ! 

Tctnp’rance should guard the doors ; 
From room to room should Memory stray. 
And, Tanging all in neat array. 

Enjoy her pleasing stores — ^ 

There let them rest unknown, 

Tho types of many a pleasing scene'; 

But to preserve them hritrlit or clean, 

Is thine. Fair ^ucen alone. 


TO A LADY OF QUALITY, 

FITTING UP HER LIBRARY. 

AH ! what is science, what is art, 

Or what the pleasure thc.se impart ? 

Ve trophies, which the leam’d pursue 
Through endless, fruitless toils, adieu ! 

What can the teilious tome.s liestow. 

To sooth the ini.series they show V 
What like the bliss for him deen^ed 
Who tends his flock and tunes his reed ! 

Say, wretchwl Fancy ; thus refined. 

From all that glads the simplest hind, 
How rare that object which supplies 
A charm for too discerning eyes ! 

The polish’d bard, of genius vain, 

Endures a deepir sense of pain ; 

As each invading blast devours 
The richest fruits, the fairest flowers. 

.•^nges, with irksome wa.ste of time, 

1'he steep a.scent of knowledge climb, 

Then from the towering heights tliey scale. 
Behold contentment range — tlie vale. 

Yet why, Asteria, tell us why 

A\'o .scorn tlie crowd wlien you are nigh ? 

\Yhy then does reason seem so fair. 

Why learning then deserve our care ? 

W^ho can unploased your shelves behold. 
While you so fair a proof unfold 
AVhat force the brlgntest genius draws 
From polish’d wisdom’s written laws ? 

Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What strange perfection bids us own 
That Bliss with toilsome Science dwells, 
And happiest he who most excels ? 
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ANACREONTIC. 


'TWAS in a cool Aonlan glade 

The wanton (’upid, spent with toil, 

Had sought refreshment tVom the shade 
And stretch’d him on the mossy soil. 

A vncrr.ir.t Mu^e drew nich. and found 
.ul.ile ta-l .i.leep; 

A nd ii It Ihini' i.i >ii..ri- |ir(il.imid, 

Nhe -.aid, ut leavi- the world to we« p ? 

Blit hn.h- from this an pirlous hour 
'I’he world, I wten, in i. r. .t in p< i.e. 
An. I, rol.i.'d . t d.irt-,and -tripii'd ot jiowir, 
Thy peevish petu'ence decrease. 

Sleep on, poor child ! whilst I withdraw. 
And this thy vile artillery hide— 

Wln-o fHe f' i-talian fount she saw. 

\ " I pluiigi d Ills .inriiw s in the ude. 

That magic fount— ill-judging maid ! 

Shall cause you soon to curse the day 
Vr'ii (hired tlie Oi iffs of f.ovc invade. 

And j,'.ive Ills ariiii ti (i.nililid hw ly. 

For in a stream so wondrous clear. 

When angry Cupid searches round. 

Will not the radiant points appear ? 

Will not the furtive spoils be found ? 

Too soon they were ; and every dart, 

Ii.ppJ ill ihe itluse's m> stii .priii,:, 

Ai 'lUind iitw fori e to wi-iind the heart, 
AikI taught at once to love and sing. 

Then farewell, ye Pierian outre ! 

For who will'now your altars throng ? 
Frotn Love we Icam to swell the lyre, 

And Echo asks nb sweeter song. 


ODE. 


Urit spes animi creduli mutui ? Hon. 
IMITATION. 

Fond hope of a reciprocal desire 
Inflames the breast. 


’TlVAS not hy beauty’s aid alone 
That Love usurp'd Ids airy throne. 

His boastetl power display’d; 

’Tis kindness tliat secures his aim. 

’Tis hope that feeds the kindling llame. 
Which beauty first convey’d. 

In Clara's eyes the lightning view ; 

Her lips witn all the rose’s hue 
Have all its sweets combined ; 

Yet vain the blush, and faint the fire. 

Till lips at once, and eyes, conspire 
To prove the charmer kind———. 

Though wit might gild the tempting snare 
With softest accent, sweetest air. 

By envy’s self admired ; 

If Leslria’s wU betray’d her scorn. 

In vain might every Grace adorn 
What every Muse inspired. 

Thus airy Strephon tuned his lyr^ 

He scorn’d the pangs of wild desire. 

Which lovesick swains endure ; 

Resolved to brave the keenest dart, 

Since firowns could never wound his heart. 
And smiles — must ever cure. 


But ah ! how false these maxims prove, 
How frail security from love 
Experience hourly shows : 

Eovc can imagined smiles supply. 

On every charming Up and eye 
Eternal sweets bestows. 


In vain we trust the fair one’s eyes ; 
In vain the sage explores the skies. 
To learn from stiirs his fate ; 

Till led by fancy wide astray. 

He finds no planet mark his way ; 
Convinced and wise — too lute. 

As jiartia! to their words we prove, 
Tlicn boldly join the lists of love. 
With toweriinj hopes supply'll . 

So hcr<-.c«, taught hv doubtful shrines, 
Mi.iin>k their Jliiv'^ de^ignt, 

1 iii-n f.iok the field— and tiled. 


UPON A VISIT 

TO A LADY OF QUALITY. 

ON fair Asterla’s blissful plains, 

Wlu're ever blooming fancy reiirns, 

H.-.w phased uel.f th, violer-xlas, 
And I harm the dull t \ed ^plet ii .uva} 

No linnet from the leafles. br.imh, 

I’.-iirs I'oiili li. r iii'te ii.el'>di"ii . ii.ot , 

Bui .ill .iiiiinre A-uuij's iuiiluc. 

Nor wlih the hnnei's vimal '.'o,;. 

No flowers emit their transient rays ; 

Yet sure Asterha’s wit displays 
More various tints, more glowing lines. 
And with perennial beauty shines. 

Though rifletl groves and fetter'd streams 
But ill liefrientl a poet’s dreams, 

Asteria’s presence wakes the lyre, 

And well supplies poetic fire. 

The fields have lost their lovely dye. 

No cheerful azure decks the sky. 

Yet still we bless the louring day ; 

Asteria smiles—and all is gay. 

Hence let the Muse no more presume 
To blame the winter’s dreary gloom, 
Accuse his loitering hours no more. 

But alt ! tlieir envious haste deplore. 

For soon from Wit and Friendship’s reign. 
The social hearth, the sprightly vein, 

I go — to meet the coming year 
On savage plains and deserts drear J 

I go— to feed on pleasures flown. 

Nor find the spring my loss atone; 

But, ’mid the floweipr sweets of May, 

Witn pride recall this winter’s day. 


ODE TO MEMORY. 


O MEMORY ! celestial maid ! 

Who glcan’st the flowerets cropt by Time, 
And, sun’ering not a leaf to fade, 

Preserv’st the blossoms of our prime, 

Bring, bring, those moments to my mind 
^Vhcn life was new and Lesbia kind. 

And bring that garland to my sight 

With which my favour’d crook she bound, 
And bring that wreath of roses bright 
Which then my festive temples crown’d. 
And to my raptured ear convey 
The gentle things she deign’d to sky. 

And sketch with care the Muse’s bower. 
Where Isis rolls her silver tide, 

Nor yet omit one reed jr flower 

That shines on Cherweli’s verdant Men 
If so thou mi^’tt those hours prolong. 

When polish'd Lycon Join’d my song. 

The song it ’vails not to recite 

But, sure, to sooth our youthfhl dreams, 
Those banks and streams appear'd more bright 
Than other banks, than other streams; 
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And see, the swallows now disown 
The iroofs they loved before ; 

Each, like his tuneful genius, flown 
To glad some happier shore. 

The wootl-nynujh eves, with pale affright. 
The sportsman's frantic deed ; 

While hounds, and horns, and yells unite 
To drown the Muse’s reed. 

Ve tiehls ! with blighted herbage brown, ^ 
, Ve skies ! no loiifjer blue, " 

Too tiiuch wo feel from P'ortune’s frown 
To bear those frowns from you. 

Where is the mead’s unsully’d green ^ 

The zephyr’s balmy gale ? 

And whoro sweet friendship's conlial mien. 
That brighten’d every vale? 

What th-'-ngh the vine di'rlose her (ht^» 

.\i.-l b....i I., r -lor. ^ 

rs..( .ill ihi > ird . ri- h s 

Can sooth our sorrows more. 

He ! he is gone, whosi^ moral strain 
Coul’d wit and mirth lefine; 

He ! he is gone, whose social vein 
Surp.iss’d the power of wine. 

Fast by the streams he deign’d to praise, 

1 n yon sc(|ucster’d grove. 

To him a votive urn I raise, 

To him and friendly Love. 

Yes, there, my Friend ! forlorn and sad, 

1 grave your Thomson’s name. 

And there his lyre, which Fate lorb.ide 
To sound your growing fame. 

There shall my plaintive song recount 
Hark themes of hopeless wo. 

And faster than the drooping fount 
I’ll teach mine eyes to flow. 

There leaves. In suite of Autumn green. 
Shall shade the Viallow’d ground ; 

And spring will there again be seen 
To call forth flowers around. 

But no kind suns will bid me share. 

Once more, his soi ial hour ; 

Ah ! Spring ! thou never canst repair 
This loss to Damon’s bower. 


fir by the softening pencil shown. 
Assume they beauties not their own ? 

And paint that sweetly vacant scene. 
When, all beneath the poplar bough. 
My .spirits light, my soul serene. 

I breath’d in verse one cordial vow. 
That "nothing should my s<iul inspire 
But friendship warm and love entire. 

Dull to the sense of new delight. 

On thee the drooping Aluse attends, 
As some fond lover, robb’d of sight. 

On thy expressive power depends. 
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines. 
To live the lord of all that shines. 

But let me chase those vows away 
IVldch at Ambition’s shrine 1 made, 
Nor ever let thy skill display 
* Those anxious moments, ill repaid : 
Oh ! from my breast that season rase. 
And bring my childhood in its place. 

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring. 
And bring the hobby I bestrode. 
When pleased, in many a sportive ring 
Around tlie room I jovial rode ; 

E’en let me bid my lyre adieu, 

And bring the whistle that I blew 

Then will I muse, and pensive say, 
Why did not these enioyments last ? 
How sweetly wasted 1 the day, 

While Innocence allow’d to waste ! 
Ambition’s toils alike are vain, 
but ah ! for pleasure yield us pain. 


VERSES. 


TO WILLI-4M LYTTLETON, ESQ, 


HOW blithly pass’d the summer’s day 1 
How bright was every flower ! 

While friends arrived in circles gay, 

Tfi visit Damon’s bower ' 

But now, with silent step, I range 
Along some lonely shore; 

And Damon’s bower, alas the cliange ! 

Is gay with friends no more. 

Away to crowds and cities borne, 

In qu<»st of joy they steer, 

WTiilst I, alas ! am left forlorn 
To weep the parting year 1 

O pensive autumn ! how I ;^cve 
Thy sorrowing face to see ! 

When languid suns are taking leave 
Of every drooping tree. 

A h ! let me not, with heavy eye. 

This dying scene survey ! 

Ha-ste, Winter ! haste ; usurp the sky ; 
Complete my bower’s decay. 

Ill can I bear the motcly cast 
Yon sickening leaves retain, 

That speak at once of pleasure past, 

And bode approaching pain. 

>Vt home unbless’d, I gaze around. 

My distant scenes require, 

AVhere, all in murky vapours drown’d. 
Are hamlet, lull, and spire. 

Though Thomson, sweet descriptive bard ! 

Inspiring Autumn sung, 

Yet how should we the months regard 
That stopp’d his flowing tongue ? 

Ab ! luckless months, of all the rest 
To whose hard share it fell ! 

For sure he was the gentlest breast 
That ever sung so well. 


AN IRREGULAR ODE, 


After Sicknu*, 


— Meliu.s, cum vencrit ipsa, ranemus. 
IMITATION. 

His wlsh’d-for presence will improve tlie staig. 


TOO long a stranger to repose, 

At length from Fain’s abhorred couch I rose. 
And wander’d forth alone, 

To I ourt <ince more the balmy breeze. 

An I catch the verdure of tiit trees. 

Ere yet their charms were flown. 

'Twas from a bank with pansies gay 
1 hail’d once more the cheerful day. 

The hun’s forgotten beams : 

O Sun ! how pleasing were thy rays. 
Rejected from the polish’d face 
Of yon refulgent streams ! 

Raised by the scene, my feeble tongue 
Essay’d again the sweets of song, 

And thus in feeble strains, and slow. 

The loitering numbers ’gan to tlow. 



OBZSS. 


35 


Come gentle Air ! nw lan^id limbs restore, 

Aiifl i>i<l me welrome from the Stygian shore. 

For sure I lieard the tender sighs, 

I seetn’il to join the nlaintive cries 
i irhi| iis- .. iith,, uh-. ilir.iiik'h the myrtle grove 
ItfWail l> i I 'cr ilieir unnniah'd love; 

'J .. Ill il iiiij.i\..iiM liine, 

'1 .irn I'r-fin the sight wi' these ethereal »kies, 
|i,.|,Arril iht- lusire I.l ilu ir Itclia^eyes, 
lid I' iiiisli U III tin ir i-riine. 

“Come, gentle Air! and, while the tljekets 
bloom, 

V (he ith iliv.ne. 

I .i.ii-v th'' 'V ■sslliin'''s I II II peniiiiie, 
r 'I'jt'' d''‘ "veet hat' il eglanimf 
.i "1 .nay'st thou shun the rugged storm 

I .1] (l•^lllll III r Uirmleil ih.iriiis tspUiii. 

Vv III Kurtl I'liM Lifi. in her tram, 

'I ■■ gti i I liic in hi r lairial rorin ; 

\\ lull- Ir-mi this l.ili, inoiiiil I vnw 
"1 lie Ills . t I nth, the viilgjr I ri vk , 

\ii\i. ii- IT Millie Ktiiis, 111111^111 me 'tray. 

And 'Ilk uiih irting sIi|j Cununiiiitni s obvious 
way. 

■ ( I'ine, erntio Air ! and thou, celestial Muse ! 

'J h\ gi iii il flame infuse, 

Enough to lend a pensive bosom aWI, 

' iid gild Keriremmt’s gloomv shade ; 

1 Ji (■' n .r II. h ni li. lavs 

.\ > till , III iv slight, hut partial frlind* wiU praise.' 

The gentle air allow’d my claim. 

And, more to cheer my drooping firatne, 

Sshe mix’d the balm ot opening flowers, 

S.ich as the bee, with chymic uowers. 

From Hybla's fragrant hills inhales. 

Or sci-nis *sahea’s iilonining vales: 

liui, ah ' the nym]ihs that heal the pdn.sive mind, 

Ji> rresiTipts more lef'med. 

Neglect thi-lr votary’s anxious moan 
Oh ! how should they relieve!— the Muses all were 
flown. 

By flowery plain or woodland shades 
I fondlv <iouKht the rhiirming maids; 
llv vviHslhiiiil sh tdia iT iluwiry plain 
1 • ■ughl them, fiiililess maids : in vam 
When, lo ! in happier hour, 

I leave behind my native mead. 

To range where Zeal and Friendship lead. 

To visit Ii****’s honour’d bower. 

Ah ! foolish man ! to seek the tunefui maids 
On other plains, or near less verdant shades ! 

Scarce have my footsteps press'd the favour'd 
ground, 

\\'hen sounds ethereal strike my ear ; 

At once celestial forms appear ; 

My fugitives are found ! 

The IViuses here attune their lyres, 

Ah ! partial, with unwonted fires; 

Here, hand in hand, with careless mien. 

The sportive Graces trip the green. 

But whilst I wander’d o’er a scene so fair. 

Too well at one survey I trace 
How every Muse and every Grace 
Had long employ’d their care. 

Burks not a stone enrich’d with lively stain 
Blooms not a flower amid the vernal store. 

Falls not a plume on India’s distant plain. 

Glows not a shell on Adria’a rocky shore. 

But tom, inethought, from native lands or seas, 
F'rum their anangementgain £re^ power to please. 

And some had bent the wilderlng maze. 

Bedeck’d with every shrub that blows. 

And some entwinecl the willing sprays. 

To shield th’ Illustrious dame’s repose ; 

Gthers had graced the sprightly dome. 

And taught the portrait where to glow ; 

Others arranged the curious tome. 

Or 'mid the oiecorated space 
Assign’d the lautcll’d bust a place, 

And given to learning all the pomp of show ; 

And now from every task withdrawn, 

1 hey met and frisk'd it o’er the lawn. 

Ah ! wo is me, said I, 

And • *’8 hilly circuit heard my cry ; 


• Have I for thiif.with labour strove, 

And l.avish’d all my little store 
To fence for you my steady grove. 

And scollop every winding more. 

And fringe with every purple rose 

The sapx>hire stream that down my valley flows * 

Ah ! lovely treacherous maids ! 

To quit unseen my votive shades. 

When jiale Disease and torturing Pain 
H id torn me from the breezy plain, 

Aiid .1 ri -tl.--.! loui h lunimeil, 

V\ h.i II. r i. iir uoiiiril ia»k'' ilcclinc-d 
''111 II- . -I' '.■■t joiir otlli loiii aid 
I'o > well the song or plan the shade 
B\ f riui'ii r.iii. y nrnl, 

III r ii.iti >i tit nins guides her hand, 

An.l «liilr 'he iiiirks till, sage command, 

M-t.. |..i, l> siines her skill shall raise, 

III r lire rt--uiind with nobler Id), 

1 h.in I xt r ><.ii insiurtd. 

Thus I my rage and grief display, 

But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 

N.-r will a firacc or muso ntutn 
' 1 .11 l.uxboruugh lead tlie way. 


RURAL ELEGANCE. 


AN ODE TO THE LATE DUCHESS OF 
SOMERSET. 


WHILE orient skies restore the day. 

And dew-drops catch the lucid ray, 

Ikmid the sprightly scenes of morn 
Will aught the Muse inspire ? 

Oh ! pe-ace to yonder clamorous horn 
That drowns the sacred lyre I 

Ye rural thanes ! that o’er the mossy down 
Some panting timorous hare pursue, 

Dws Nature mean your joys alone to crown ? 

Say, does she smooth her lawns for you ? 

For you does Flcho bid the rocks reply. 

And, urged by rude constraint, resound thv* Jovial 
cry ? 

See from the neighbouring hill, forlorn. 

The wretched swain your sport survey ; 

He finds his faithful fences tom. 

He finds his labour’d crops a prey ; 

Ho secs his floclr— no more in circles feed. 

Haply beneath your ravage bleed. 

And with no random curses loads the deed. 

Nor yet, yc swains ! conclude 
That nature smiles for you alone ; 

Your bounded souls ana your conception crude. 

The firuud, the selfish, boast disown ; 

Yours be the produce of the soil ; 

O may it still reward your toil 1 “■ 

Nor ever the defenceless train 
Of clinging infanU ask support In vain. 

But though the various harvest gild your plaiiu. 
Does the mere landscape feast your eye ? 

Or the warm hope of distant guns 
Far other cause of glee supply ? 

Is not the red-streak’s ftiture juice 
The source of your delight profound, 

Where Aricoinum jniurs her gems profuse, 

rurpUng a whole horizon round 

Athirst ye praise the limpid stream, 'tis true ; 

But though the pebbled shores among 
It mimic no unpleasing song. 

The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. ' 

Unpleased ye see the thickets bloom. 

Hnpleased tlie spring her flowery robe resume ; 
Unmoved the mountain’s airy pile. 

The dapplexl mead without a smile. 

O let- a rural conscious Muse, 

For well she knows, your froward sense accuse : 
Forth to the solemn oak you bring the square, 

And span the massy trunk before you cry, 'Tis fiiir. 
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Nor yet, ye learn’d ! nor yet, ye courtly train ! 

If haply from your haunh, ye utray 
To waste with us a sumtuer’s day» 

Kiclude the taste of every swain, 

N'or our uiitutor’d sense disdain: 

'Tls nature only (jives esclusive right 
To relish her supreme delight ; 

She, where she pleases, kind or coy, 

W'ho furnishes trie scene, and forms us to enjoy. 

Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind, 

Uy her auspicious aid refined. 

Lo ! not an hedge-row hawthorn blows. 

Or humble harcuell paints the plain. 

Or vallcv winds, or fountain flows. 

Or purple heath is tinged in vain : 

For such the rivers dash the foaming tides, 

'I lie ni-'iiMuiii 'Wells, the dale aiihtvide-> ; 
full iliritilesi fur/e detains iheir wandenng sIrIii, 
,Aiid the ruub’h burren rock grows pregnant with 
« delight. 

With what suspicious fearful care 
The sordid wretch secures ids claim, 

If haply some luxurious heir 
Should'alienate the fields that wear his name ! 
W'hat scruples lest some future birth 
Should litigate a span of earth ! [prose, 

Itonds, contracts, feolfments, names unmeet for 
The towering Muse endures not to disclose; 

Alas ! her unreversed decree. 

More comprehensive and more free, 

Her lavish’d charter, taste, appropriates all wc see. 

Lot gondolas their painted flags unfold. 

And be tire solemn day enroll'd 
When, to confirm his lofty plea. 

In nuptial sort, with bridal gold. 

The grave v^enetian weds the sea : 

Karh laughing Muse derides the vow ; 

£ven Adria scorns the mock embrace, 

To some lone hermit on the mountain's lirow 
Allotted, fi’om his natal hour. 

With all her myrtle shores in dower. . • 

His breast, to admiration prone. 

Enjoys the smile upon her face. 

Enjoys triumphant every grace. 

And finds her more his own, 

Fadgued with Form’s oppressive laws, 

^Vhen Somerset avoids the great. 

When c^y'd with merited applause, 

She seeks the rural calm retreat, 

Hoes she not praise each mossy cell. 

And feel the truth my uumber8.tell ? 

When, deafen'd by the loud acclaim 
Which genius graced with rank obtains. 

Could she not more delighted bear 
Yon throstle chant the rising year ? 

Could she not spurn the wreaths of fame 
To crop the prinprose of the plains ? 

Does she not sweets In each fair valley find [kind ? 
Lost to the sons of Power, unknown to half man. 

Ah ! can she covet there to see 
The splendid slaves, the reptile race. 

That oil the tongue, and bow the knee. 

That slight her merit, but adore her place ^ 

Far happier, if aright I deem. 

When From gay dirongs and ^Ided tpiret. 

To where the lonely halcyons play, 

Her philosophic step retires : 

While studious of the moral themo. 

She to some smooth sequester'd stream 
Likens the swains’ inglorious day, 

Pleased from the flowery margin to survey 
1 low cool, serene, and clear, the current glides away. 

O blind to thith, to virtue blind. 

Who slight the sweetly pensive mind I 
On whose fair birth the Graces mild. 

And every Muse prophetic smiled. 

that the poet’s boasM fire 
Should Fame’s wide-echoing trumpet swell. 

Or on the music of his lyre 
Ewh future age with rapture dwell ; 

'I he vaunted sweets of praise remove. 

Vet shall such bosoms aaim a part 
In alt that glads the human heart f 
Yet these the spirits form'd to Judfm'and prove 
'^U Nature’s charms immense, ai^ Heaven's un* 
hounded love. 


And, oh : the transport most allied to song. 

In some fair villa’s peaceful bound 
To catch loft hints From Nature’s tongue, 

And tuii Arcaili.i bliMim nr<nind ; 

W'htfrlier wi- frlruf ihc ■«li>plng lull, 
ir -ll|•>wlh below ilie leriiani mvad, 

\ni,Mht-r break ihe falling rill, 

Or ibr.iiigh rni-andering ina/i-, lead, 

• Ir III III,- liorriJ bramble » r-i ini 
1.1-1 1 .ir. If" Kn-up' of rij*e' l lii.iin, 

I 'r I, I 'unii- slulier'd Like M-rt nt ^ ^ 

HflUvi ilowfr-, wiuhI', and spire?, and briffteh 
all the scene. 

O sweet disposal of the rural hour ! 

O beauties never known to cloy I 

While Wortli and Genius haunt the favour’d bower. 

And every gentle breast partakes the joy ; 

While (’linrifv -it eve surveys the ‘wain, 

Knabled bv tlie-e toil? I'l I heer 
A tram ut hi l]-le<s iril.mi? dear, 

•'pi. -I ulii'iiiii,: h.ime a. ro" the plain ; 

*'iv i.iin iin I.uKurv, her li.inilmald grown, 

For h.ilf lier grn- eli»" dei.d» iimie. 

.Vnd hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with her 
own. 

Wliy brand these pleasures with the name 
Of soft unsocial toils, of indolence and shame 
Kcsirch but the garden or the wood. 

Let yon admired carnation own 

Not all was meant for raiment or for food. 

Not all for needful use alone ; 

There wliile the seeds of future blossoms dwell, 
'Tis colour’d for the sight, perfrimud to please the 
smell. 

Why knows the nightingale to sing ? 

Why flows tlie pine’s nectareous juice ? 

Why shines wiui paint the Hnners wing ? 

For sustenance alone ? for use ? 

For preservation ? Every sphere 
I Shall bid fair Pleasure’s ri^tful claim appear : 

1 And Mire there wem. of humankind, • 

Some bom to sliun the sidi-inn slrilV ; 

Some for amuuve tasks desitm’d, 

To sooth the certain ills of life; 

Grace its tone vales with many a budding rose. 
New founts of’bliss disclose. 

Call forth refreshing shades, and decorate repoic. 

From plains and woodlands, from the view 
Of rural Nature’s blooming fecc, 

Smit with the glare of rank and place, 

To courts the sons of Fancy flew ; 

There long had Art ordain'd a rival seat, 

I'here had she lavish’d all her care 
To form a scene more dazzling fait, 

And call’d them from their green retroat 
To share her proud control ; 

Had given the robe witt grace to flow. 

Had taught exotic gems tg glow ; 

And, emulous of future's power, 

Mimic’d the plume, the leaf, the flower ; 

Changed the completion’s native hue. 

Moulded each rustic limb anew. 

And warp’d the very soul. 

Awhile her magic strikes the- novel eye ; 

Awhile the fairy fotms dellsht ; 

And now aloof we seem to fly 
On purple pinions through a purer .sky. 

Where all is wondrous, all is uright: 

Now landed on some spangled snore 
Awhile each dazzled maniac rovea^ 

By sapphire lakes, through emerald groves; 
Paternal acres please no more ; 

Adieu the simple, the sincere delight— 

Th' habitual scene of hill and dale, 

The rural herds, the vernal gale. 

The tangled vetch’s purple bloom. 

The fragrance of the beau’s perftime. 

Be theirs alone who cultivate the soil, 

And drink the cup of thirst, and eat the bread l 
toil. 

But toon the pageant ftdes awav ! 

'Tis Nature only bears perpetual sway. 

We pierce the counterwlt delight. 

Fatigued with splendour's IrkMtne beams | 

Fancy again demands the si^t 
Of native groves and vontea ttreanit, 
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rTif= f''r thn irpript that ch.irm’d her youthful eyes, 

\\ ht ri- 1 ruih m iiiitaius her court, and banbhes 

Thon hither oft, ye Senators ! retire : 

With Nature here hi{{l> converse hold ; 

For who like Stamford her delights adtnire, 

I ike <>1 imford 'hTll with sporn behold 

I I.' un.'.|,, .1 I !■ IC- Uiirs an-l c -Id ^ 

It I, ith die Itfii "h <■ ik ■■ III i)i •llr sh.uli- 
•SIM. I ■■■ I i.i I roll., imiii.iri'd m i.d : 

Kriendshii> in artless guise array’d, 

Il'uiour and moral heauty shine 

With more attractive cluirrns, with radiance more ; 

divine. i 

here alone did highest Heaven ordain I 

The la.sting inaga/ine of charms, I 

Wt, I-, i. r w .n:, wl.atr-’vr warms. j 

W I, ,11. V. r fm. •. s. . k . t'l .r.-, I 

I N. i/r. -Ii, the 1 iri..ii', and the Ian. I 

F'lr I wr 'li.'Ulil lelliajll ' 


Her iinpul.sc nothing may restrain — ! 

Ill ..he.i- e lie j.a 'mi.l r..h|iiii|,. f..i«i I-. ' 

Mi'lit .ill the 1 111 . irll'iil liiiu, 

1 ■■ r.- ii hr., ilhl. .. i ii...! it.- ii I %, 

1 ir .l.rid- lull, .on... I lv gii.'i ' I 

I r- m i.io'ii. ..I'Mlkeii t.-liag..' » uu. . 

1 o trace the dun I'ar dislaiil grove, ! 

Where, f.mit witit undissetnbleil p.iin, | 

I II.. irk mourns hrf ih-i iii I ..e, ; 

M..PI.. (.1 ill.' ilu' i\ I'. VII tr. .11) n iliie i.r. j 

l■lll■l"|. mnl lii't, auJ ......III • .11.. i.ii.i.uT*(J I'ur I . 

Hut how mu.st faithless Art prevail, ; 

'slii.iild I'.l wh.i ta^ti- i.iir j..\ »ii ■ . re, j 

r.i \ iniie. truth, ..r i. n' I , ill ir, , 

l ..ri.g,i I . .iiiri\ .illiiruik; p <Ii , 

1 ■! .I.iiipled lir.' t Old h-il,. ur-ivi., j 

I .■! Ill ii r., Ii iiiMin ..l' ih..ii:l.t lie \ • ' 

; h. II. I ' troll. Ill, .-ill' I'li'.ii. plu r. r- .noli-. 
l!\.iiii|>li t..r ii- I ..ld\ ii iii i' 

I'l .ini I III >1 i>ii|i .r 1 1 ii I h . 1 e'l d> 'll 111 I' 

I I. ipr. i.| il.. i| Hill it . It iii-|.ii. , 

To kift Opinion's mingled mass, 

Impres, a nation’s taste, and liid the sterling pass. 


Ifatipy, thrice happy tiioy, 

^^'hosV graceful deeds have exemiilary shone 
il no..! III. c iv pri , lU. i , ..fa tin .ii. 

.iti lililil e'l, . 111 . hi ||.|. ' 
ki ho ImiuIs of fair idea.s liring, 

Hy solemn grot or sliadv spring, 

To join their pleasing ilreains ! 

'riicirs is tlie rural hliss witliout alloy ; 

I'hey only that deserve enjoy. 


I 

I 

i 

I 

! 


^^'h^.t titough nor fabled Dryad haunt their grove, j 
Nor N.tiad near their fountains rove ? j 

Vet ill! etiihoilied to the mental sight, 
inhi miling VirtUi ; bright 
•^li ill ihi-ri. tlie Wli- relieti alien, I 

Shall twine triumph.ant palms to deek. the wander- 1 
er’s brow. 


And though by faithless friends alarm’d. 

Art have with Nature waged jiresumptuous war, 

Hv Si-viimui’.' wieriinc intliu r.i-e . h.irtn’d. 

Ill »h ..'11 iheir giii, imii|.|| ■lime, 
s .i l.i'ig r vh.ill ilieir ( ..imi il- j,ir. 

■ fi.. h.-r ■■ lu in.-ili.tte ihe pe i ; 

-Near I’ercy-lodge, with nwo-struck mien, 
riie rebel seeks *ier lawful queen. 

And havock-and Contention cease. 

I .see the rival powers combine, 

A nd aid each other’s fair design ; 

N.ature exalt the mound where Art shall build; 
Art shape the gav alcove, while Nature paints the 
Jieia. 


Hegin, ye songsters of the grove ! 
t) warble forth your nolilest lay : 

M here Somerset vouchsafes to rove, 

\ e leverets ! freely sport and play. 

—I eare to the strepent horn ! 

i.et no harsh dissonance disturb the mom 

No sounds inelegant and mde 

Her sacred solitudes profane, 

t JnleM her wndour not exclude ef: 

lowly shepherd's votive strain, 

B^'Ss.^****'** amidst his rural cheer, 
r earful, yet not averse, that Horaerset should hear. 


D 


ODE TO INDOLENCF^ 


AH ! why for ever on the wing 
Persists inv wearied soul to roam ? 

Why, ever cheated, strives to bring 
Or pleasure or contentment home ? 

Thus tiie poor bird that draws his name 
From Paradise’s honour’d grove, 

Careless fatigues his little frame. 

Nor finds the resting place he loves. 

I>o ! on the rural rnossv bed 

My limbs with carefess case reclined ; 

Ah, gentle Sloth ! indulgent spread 
The same vift bandage o’er my mind. 

For why should lingering thought invade, • 
Vet every viorUlly prospect cloy ? 

I.eiid mo, soft .Sloth ! thy iVieiidly aid. 

And give me peace, deborr’d of joy. 

I.ov’st thou yon calm and silent ilood. 

That never ebbs, that never flows, 

Protei tcd hy Ihe em ling wootl 

From each fempestuous wind that blows? 

An .iltar on its bank shall rise, 

Where oft thy votary shall he found, 

W'^hat time jalJ Antuiiin lulls tlie skies, 

And sickening verdure fades around, 

Ve busy race! ye f.icfious train ! 

That haunt ambition’s guilty shrine. 

No more perplex the world in v.iin, 

But oiler here your vows vvitlr mine. 

And tliou, puissant (^ueen I be kind : 

If e'er 1 sbaretl liiy balmy pow'er. 

If e’er 1 sw ay’tl my active mind 

To weave’for tliee the rural bower ; 

Disvilve in sleep each anxious care. 

Each unavailing sigh remove, 

And oiilv li i me ii.ilie in shaie 

1 ht Mil ets ol Irieiiildiip iiiil ofiove. 


ODE TO A VOl'NG LADY, 


S'liiK'ii'iial too yolhilons about her Manntr tff 
Krprcs.iion. 


SUKT'E\» my fair ! that lucid stream 
A down the smiling valley stray ; 

\\ i-'iid .krt aiieiiipt, or Fancy dream, 

'I o regulate its winding way ? 

So pleaseti I view thy shining hair 
«In loose dishevell'a ringlets flow' ; 

Not all thy art, not all thy care, 

Oan there one single grace bestow. 

Survey again that verdant hill 

With jatlve plants emunelPd o’er ; 

Say, can the painter's utmost skill. 

Instruct one flower to please us more ? 

A.S vain it were, with artful dye. 

To chajige the bloom thy cheeks disclose 

And, oh ! inv I.-aura, ere you try. 

With fresfi vermillion paint the rose. 

Hark how the woodlark’s tuneful throat 
Can every studied grace excel j 

Let Art constrain the rambling note. 

And will she, Laura, please so well ’ 

Oh . ever keep thy native ea.se, 

Bv no peduitic law confined , 

For Iiaura’# voice is form’d to pleas#, . 
So Laura’s words l>e not unkind 



OBSS, 




wurrrrx is 


And wh^n tliey left his obbinft vein, 
What but insipid age remain ’? 


A F I. O AV' E R ROOK 
Of mtj orvii Colouring, designed for Lady Plymouth. 


T/ion ni.iiirn nr-.f the dci r i-" .-■f 

'I ll ll g ■ >1 l-l' III. .O Ik'I I 1 il . 

A ii-l I » III riiy ll iiil.. i . - r , I, 
Tu ihiiik Uui suuih - III. ■ 


Doliita? nymph is opifex eoroiim, Hon. 
IMITATION. 

I onstruetor oi’the tributary wreath 
For rural maids. 


villNO. Fh-ro. t^v ireT-’ire'-' here, 

!■ I Hi. llii Hi I t,' 111 I' d ll i"i< 

Rut, all : sitire envious VV itiiet loins, 

.\ii.l H. II rt : .. f.i ;r 1' -an . 

i > I .in Hill Fi e I ...1 . .j , 


I'liiii.i il.i.ir ilsw. r. I. Ill I.. r i i». 


> . I \ iliiii I 111 . li. I • n. I '■ I- I'e 

.\ w. rilw »i, iili i..r 1 1 I ' 1 ■ !■ .r, 

\\ I, . !■ I. ..'I-, r. liKi b- r l -r. b. . 1. •rji.,.|l , 

ttl|..,. ill! .II.I 1 I lll.l . . i HI ■ I •.'•Mi. ■iv.lh. 

W I. e , I. , ...e i.i|. II, .li t I" ,K, r. I I, 

\\ lio'i. irii(. 'hr. ' I, iH I i-.iidiM niiii'i, 
Fr-iiii all ilie nnH| bs pl.iiii or gr -ic 
D' '.r'ev; 'I'll I'i ri l y I'l.niuuili . Hiir 


THE DYING KID. 


Optima qmrque dies niisriris mortalibu.s a.-Ti 
I’nma fugit— 

IMITATION. 

Ah ! wretched mortals we — our brightest ilays 
On llcelest pinions fly. 


A TE.\R bedews my Delia’s eye 
'fo think yon playful Kid must die; 

From crystal spring and flowery mead 
Must in his iinine of life recede ! 

Frc-.“hile. in cpnrtive rir.-Ic ; roimd,' 
tflu. > I'v liiiii wh. , I, and iV -V, .md beijiid ; 
From riwlf m r'vl: pur aie hi' way, 

.Aiii.l on (lie le irlul m irmii pl.i.i. 

nMsed on his rariou.s freaks to dwell, 

She saw him climb my rustic cell, 

Thriiix? eye my lawns with verdure bright. 
And soem aJI ravisli'd at the biglit. 

She tells with what delight ho stood 
To traee his features in the floixl. 

Then skipp’d aloof with quaint amaze. 
And then drew nciir again to gaze. 

She tells me how with eager .s{>fxsl 
(Ic flew to 111 ir in v... d ii • .1 
And how v. iili 1 iiii. 1.1,1 |H..t..iind, 

And stedfust ear, devour’d the sound. ’ 

His every frolic, light as air. 

Deserves tlie gentle Delia's <^are ; 

.Viid (oars bedew her tondei eye, 

T(i think the playful Kid must die. 

.Hut knows my Di lia. tbiit Iv wine, 

Huw .,,...11 (hn lil.imi b - 1 r.i il.,-- ' 

A\ bile 1 i<i|erKe .mil 1 r lU ■ 1. . . - 1 . 

I 111 .11 r Uengii, and ruibi- s 'li lU ■ 

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 

' And yield her purple jrifts no more ; 

.Ah ! soon erased from every grove 
Were Delia’s name uiid Strejilum's love. 

l\o more those bowers might Strejihoii see, 
,ij vi’licro first he fondly ga/i-d on thee; 

‘ No more tho>e hcils of flowerets find, 

Vat charming brows he twin«?U. 

f iv.ach wiay ward passion soon would tear 
Mis bosom, now so void of care. 


ODE. 

SO dear mv Lueio is lo me, 

<.i a. II .’.ur mlii-K ii'd <■ ilip' r- I f pd. 

1 1, ,1 . i-.ii. III I, 1 r 1 ... r Ml 

.til l HI .1- iMi .le Oil.- ., li.i II : , 

Hill I- 1 ih' I iVHur ,1 |. .' I. 1 1 1 1 

'I .. 1 ,. iiipi « iiii love my ,..Hi,Y I III. 

(II.. I. ; }...rH Mill n . V. r. M.t . 

Wl.iii.vir., 111 . .. I I. 

M'.ili .11 .1 p .1. "I ' l-i. . I ■ ■■iilil .'■■■■ . 

T.i I I. I.. r I v,.|. I,, r ..iiD . b.'.l . 

’Tis thine, so rit hlv graced, to jirove 
More noble cares th.m cave.', of love. 

Together wo from early youth 

Have trod the flowery tracks of time, 
T<.i.i il'i r l•■l■'< -1 i'l - 'I l•■.flrllll^ 

• r iKiriii'l ' igi. . r I. h.I 'i' b'...' . 

'Vii-.l ufil iJiv I iiliiir. .III. i.i J I, , 

VV ll ll woiiilroUv iri k .'irt ll V III 

(•■•IHI . thru, r.-i H.. tbs . b , -I lb.,.- 1 ri .' 
.Vii'l 'ihg ..in..- i.ii'i .r ■virili LiiiiiHi, 

W 1.1 i 1 III ii..i.l> ..l . It ill ire 

« .ii'Ui..' iiiv I or .iH,( III , 11 , ,, pr.iiii. 

VV I r, , if .I'piii ■. I lit I.I . 1 . .[.I c, 

’I he flame that burns me night and day. 

O come ! the Dryads of the woods 
Sli ill .hi'.lv ....’llill.. .tii.li. i|. iiiirid. 

'll" bliiv -i vi.i| nMii|.ii ..| .'i.ii. r ll 

's|i .11 Iiii < t lll.l I . .u 1 1 I ll- 1 I" 111 1 I II' I , 
;\i|.l I iiih Ml ll 'll liiHi.' I r ibv I i. . 

'J .1 vii II bi.r I rill lip >v itli Liii III > pr ici 

Like me, the plover fondly tries 

'To lure the sport.sman t'roin her ne.st, 
.Vri.l Mijit, i-iiH- .n vviib ■,iivi..iii rrii , 

1 |.l Mill, -ti.iv, , b, r I. iliir,.! blLa.l . 

(Hit liiiii, c••ll•.•.l••ll'■ I'l III I ' III , 

I’ity her pains, atul learn lo spare. 


ODE. 

To be performed by Dr. Breltle, and tt Chorus if 
Hales Omen Cilizem. The hislrumeutul 
paid a I'iiil d'A 7 nour. 

Airi BY THE DOCTOR. 

AW.VKK ! I say, awake, good people ! 

And bo for <iiice alive and g.iy ; 

('ome, let’s bo merry; still the tipple ; 

How can you sleep 

Whilst I ilo play ^ How can you sice]), vSre. 

cnoitu.s Ob' ciri/,j.N.s. 

Pardon, O ! pardon, great Musician '. 

On drowsy souls some jiity take, 

For woiulrous hard is our condition, 

’Fo drink thy l>cer, 

'i'liy strains to hear ; 

'I’o drink, 

To hear, 

And keep awake J 

SOLO BY THU DOCTtm. 

Hear hut this strain—’tw.ts made by Ilantlel, 

A wight of skill and Judgment deeji ! 

Zoonters, they’re gone—Sal, bring a candle 

No, here is one, and he’s asleep. 

DUETTfi. 

V .DR — How could they go [.Sejf/ music. 

JJJ*hilst I do play ? 

p. S A L.— How could they go ? [ITarltA:* 

j How should they stay ? ' 



SONGS AND BALLADS 


THK PIII\C!>S ELIZA HKTH, 


\ A \ C 


V'A LE. 


AUiuUti!^ A) It f'tarif r. r.irdnl of her trhrn 3hi‘ rods 
Prixiiin'r (it If'ooJ'^tock, 166). 


A J{ A L I, A I). 


W'lT.r M.« hi^Tr ‘iow ■>nc(: repining 
(ill-, II I'ill/.l 1 . Iptl^)' i.iv, 

E .. h ■ll||l■:ti■■n^ -l-.t rcMcninc, 

t ■- I . ri. li. ■ , ; '.ii', iii'i >«v I ' 


M'l.i). iti. i,\M,, 1, ,n.l .<v lin,.!. liirht.-,! 

1 ■" 'f I''"'' • 

Et-.'.Mi;).. I.i.llii- 

'Ji.u iii.-r . .1 


'* Hrod nil plums, or born in rallcys, 
^V'ho w oiilil bid tliosc SI eiies adieu ? 
SI ranger to tbe arts of malice, 

Who would ever courts pursue 

“ .Malice never taught to treasure, 
(A'lisure never taught to bear; 

Jane i^ .ill the d.ei.lu id's pic isiire ; 
J.ove is all that d i.n i I s ^ are. 


How can they of humble station 
Vainly biHine the powers above ? 

Or accust; the disnens.stion 
Which allows them all to love? 

“ f iiw , Id,, dr. i whl. I eiv, n : 

I .'1st 1 n .r I 1, ,11 < I ,1. II.. a- ti-sir i,.i . 
Tr 1|. I , TI'.I.I. >1. t i" • ol I le I n n ' 
ihii> purest ..n 111. pi nil ' 

“ Peers can no such charms discover. 

All in st.irs and g.aricrs dress'd. 

As on Sundays does the lover, 

With his nosegay on Ins breast. 

“ Pinks .and roses in pr-'fiKion, 

'..II. 1 i j t lib- «l’i I I hi.s, '-. n. ir . 

Kill-* III II ' il'D '•iMii.' illii l•>n, 

|\ui i!.: .I.ii-li. 1,1 .• -.n.. r. . 

Hark to yonder tnilkmaul singing 
rheerly o’er tbe brimming pail, 
I'.'U-lip.. .ill ir'.uiid |i> r -priiiging 
>Wi-v ll\ p imt ibc ki ldi.II I jIc. 

“ Never yet did cmirtly maiden 

Mill. rpnehi'., lo..li vii.nr; 

.Nell r hr, .1 I w nil J.-iiel. I ulen 
Pour a song so void ot care. 

“ Would indulgent Heaven had granted 
Me some rural damsel’s jiart ! 

All the empire I h.ad w.antnl 
Then haa been my shepiierd’s heart. 


Norlue (f.-datea ! thymo mihi diilcior Hibl.e'. 
(landidior cygnis ! I’ledera formo^uir alba ; 

IMITATIO.V. 

O thal.itea I Ni. reiis' '-I ..m,; ...lid.l, 

More Weft tli.ni till I 1 1 I I . ^ I 

Fairer than sw.ins, inore bisaiiteous to behold 
Than ivy's purest white. 


THE western sky was ])ur]iied o’er 
With every pleasing ray, 

And fl.tiks reviving felt no more 
The sultry heats of day. 


Mnvn fr.am an ha • I's artlc;; l...wi 

*« It « ii l'l| >1 ''Iti. pholl'i ti'llgll'. 
lit' I'll .>'<1 til,. H. l|||., Ill- |l|| ... d ill, 

While Nancy's praise he sung. 


“ Let fops with llckle falsoliood range 
The jiaths of wanton love, ^ 

While wta-ping maids i, ament their cnangi , 
And .sadden every grove ; 


” Hut endless lile.ssiiig.s crown f})e ilay 
I s.aw f.iir Kshani’s dale ! 

And every blessing tind lU w.t^- 
To Nancy of the V'alc. 


'• 'Twas from .Vvona’s b.a»iks the maid 
Hillustal her lovely beam.s, 

And every shining gbance dis})lay'ci 
The Naiad of the atreains. 


" as fh,' wild , In. k'- tcndi r young, 

Tfi it tl. ' it 1,11 A ' . ii > 1 iiJ.', 

Brieht .as the water IHv ']-.rimg. 

Aiiit I. iiiuriiig iiijr III 'I'll 


“ Fresh .as the bordering flowers her olooi . 

Her eye all mild to view ; 

The little lialcyoii’s azure plume 
Wa.s never half .so blue. 


“ Her shape was like the reed so sli.<'!:. 

So taper, strait, .and fair ; 

Her dimpleil smile, her blushing cheek. 
How charming sweet they wi re ! 

“ Far in the winding vale retired 
This peerless bud I found. 

And sh.idowing rocks and woods couspin >!• 
To fence her beauiie.s round. 


" Then with him o’er hills and mountains. 
Free frqm fetters, might I rove. 

Fearless taste the « rysi.il fountains, 
Peaceful sUvp beneath the grove. 

“ Hustles had been more forgiving. 

Partial to my virgin bloom ; 

None had envy’d me when living, 

None had triumph’d o’er my tomb.” 


“ Tliat Nature in so lone a dell 
Should form a nymph so sweet ! 
Or fortune to her secret coll 
Conduct my wandering feet ! 


• Hybla, a mountain in Sicily, famous for pn 
ducing the finest honey. 
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soxras awb 

“ (iay lordlinps iwupht her for their bride. 

Hut she would ne’er incline 
* I’rove to vour equals true (she cry’d,) 

As 1 will prove to mine. 

” ’Tis Strephon, on the mountain’s brow. 

Has won my fiKht ^ood will ; 

Tu him I cnvi* my iilighteil vow, 

V, nil lull) 1 'll I liiiib the hill.’ 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clasp'd the constant fair ; 

To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow my future care. 

“ And when this vow shall faitliless prove. 

Or I those charms forego. 

The stream that saw our tender love. 

That stream shall cease to How.” 


THE RAPE OF THE TRAP. 


A BALLAD. 


'TWAS In a land «f learning, 

The Muse’s favourite city 
Such pranks of late 
Were play’d by a rat 
A»— temiil one to be witty. 

All in a college study. 

Where books were in great plenty. 

This rat would devour 
More sense in an hour 
Than I could write in twenty. 

Corporeal Hxid, ’tis granted, 

Serves vermin less refined. Sir ; 

But this a rat of taste. 

All other rats surpass'd, 

And he prey’d on the food of the mind, Sir, 

His breakfast half the morning 
He constantly attended ; 

And jprhen the bell rung 
For evening song 
H is dinner scarce was ended ! 

He spared not e’en hifroics, 

On which we i>oets pride us. 

And would make no more 
of King Arthurs* by the score 
Than~all the world'besidc docs. 

1 n hooks of geography 
He made the maps to flutter ; 

A river or a sea 

Was to him a dish of tea, 

And a kingdom bread and butter. 

But if some mawkish potion 
Might chance to overdose him. 

To check its rage 

He took a page 

of logic — to compose him — 

A Trap, in haste and anger, 

AVas brought you need not doubt on’l. 

And such was the gin. 

Were a lion once got in. 

He could not, 1 think get out on't. 

With cheese, not hooks, 'iwas bated ; 

'I’he fact — I’ll not belie it — 

Since none— I tell you that — 

0 \V’’hether scholar of rat, 

Minds books when he has other diet. 

But more of Trap and Bait, Sir, 

Why should I sing, or cither ? 

Since the rat, who knew the sleight. 

Came in the dead of night, 

And dragg'd ’em away together. 


• By Blackmore. 


BAXiZiADS. 

Both Trap and Bait were vanish’d 
Through a fracture in tlie Hooring, 
Which tho’ so trim 
It now may seem. 

Had Ujen— a dozen or more in. 

Then answer this, ye .viges ! 

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye. 

Had the rat. which thus did seize on 
The 'I’rap, less claim to reason 
Than many a'scull among ye ? 

Ban Prior’s Mice, I own it, 

M'ere vermin of condition ; 

But Uiis rat, who merely learn'd 
What rats alone concern’d. 

Was the greater politician. 

That England’s topsyturvy 
Is clear Irom these iii\sha]is, Sir ; 

I .Since Traps we may determiiie, 

Will no longer take our vermin, 

I Cut vermin* take our Trap.s, sir. 

lyet sophs, by rats infestcsl, 

'I'lien tru.st in cats to catch ’em, 
j l/cst they grow as l(%rn’d as we 
j In our studies, where, d’ye see, 

1 No mortal sits to watch ’em. 

' CnKxl hi.'k betidi our r.-ipt.-iiii*, 

I I, ..0.1 |.i. k |.. 11.1. . iir c .1., s.r, 

I And grant that the one 

I Mav ouell the Spanish Bon, 

' Anil tlie other destroy our rats, Sir. 


JEMMV BAWSO.V, 


A BALLAD, 

. Written xtboul the Time of hit Extt%ititn. 


COME listen to my mournful tale, 

Ye fender hearts and lovers dear ! 

Nor will you s<orn to hefur a sigh, 

Nor need you blush to shetl a tear. 

And thou, de.ir Kitty ! peerless maid 
Do thou a pensive ear incline; 

For thou canst weep at every wo. 

And pity every jilaint — but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant boy, 

A brighter never trod the jilain, 

And well he loved one charming maid, 
Andslearly was he loved again. 

One tender maid, she loved him de.ar ; 

Of gentle hlooil the damsel came ; 

And fnu'.dcss was her be.autcous lorm. 

And spotless was her virgin fame. 

But curse on party’s hateful strife, 

That Ie<l the favour’d youth astray. 

The day the rebel clans appear’d ; 

O had he never seen that day ! 

Their colours and their sash he wore, 

And in the fatal dress was found ; 

And now he must that death endure 
Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 

How pale was then his truelove’s cheek. 
When Jemmy’s sentence reach’d her ear ! 

For never yet did Alpine snows 
pale or yet so cnill appear. 

With faltering voice she weeping, said, 

“ O Dawson ! monarch of my heart ! 

Think not thy death shall end our loves. 

For thou and 1 will never part. 


• Written at the time of the Spanish depreda 
' tions. 
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sowos Am> BAX.X1AOS. 


“ Yet might sweet merry find a place. 

And bring relief to Jemmy’s woes, 

O George ! without a prayer for thee 
My orisons should never close. 

“ The grarious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying flame, 

A...1 . w l< i.d, r b.l.e T In.re 

'«li..iii.l ii iMi 10 li-ii ilie k'l't-r's n iMii . 

“ But tho’ he should he dragg’d in scorn 
To yonder ignominious tree, 

II. t. ill ti I want friend 

1 o 1. ifi iIm- vrin I l ate'sd,. r. e.”* 

n ' ihen her mourning mirli w.w . aird . 

The sli dge niov.-d slowly on l«-foie; 

Tli- ii.-h l. Tii. in i triimiplnl rar. 

"I... Ii el II. || i ni .1 III r t iVeiirili lil-.ri 

f .ll.^M’d him. p.ri?pare<l to view 
III. n rr.l.l,,* Ii, of law, 

An l 111! In I ■ ■ in- of .lemmy's win.- 

W ii|i I'.ilm .I'l-J ?ii ilf I't «■ «e '•he -iiv. 

l';.t..rled W 15 that M<..-.nimg fare 
Will. Ii -In- h.id l..iMlh luVeJ l-ng, 

\ ml ..Iiil. .1 W.|. ill II Him lul bretth 
W'lni Ii in her praise had sweetly sung. 

And sever’d was that beauteous neck 
Hound which her arms had fondly closed, 
And mangled was that beauteous breast 
On which her lovesick head reposed. 

And ravish’d was that constant heart 
She did to every heart prefer ; 

Tor though it could Its king forget, 

"1 was tiiie and loyal still to her. 

Amid those unrelenting fl^imes 
*she bore this constant heart to see, 
ihit grhen ’twas moulder’ll into du?t, 

“ W'lf yet, (she rry’d,) I follow thee. 

“ tti lb ills, rsw death 'done ran «how 
'I III |ior. , (III.- I.i-iiiig bjte I bore 
.\..'.|ii,(i llei'..n: of wurs likemjrs. 

And let us, let us weep no more.” 

The disrnM scene was o’er and past, 

Tho lover’s mournful heanc retired ; 

'J'bi- ii'.iid ilr, w |..„ k her Iviguid he.i-i. 
.\iiil, .igliing furih III., name, evpirisi. 

Though justice ever must prevail, 

The tear iny Kitty sheds is due. 

For seldom shall she hear a tale 
So sad, so tender, yet so true. 


A BALLAD 


'J’o forget the g.iy fashions .and gesfur.-'s -of ?>ancr, 

A II- 1 1-J Ii .|V, .1. «r Aiigu-U- in the mid^l ol ihedaii. t. 

And Harlequin too I— ’tw'as in vain to require it. 

And she yvonder’d how folks had the face to desire it . 

She might yield to resign the sweet singers of Ruck- 
holt, 

Where the citi/.eii matron seduces her i tickold ; 

Jhit ILiiielagh .soon would her footsteps recall. 

And the music, the lamps, and the glare, of Vaux- 
hall. 

To be sure she could breathe no where else tlian 
in Town ; 

Thus she talk'd like a wit. .and he look'd like n cl-iwe; 

Kill the while l.■.ll.--t li.irry dt -pur d i.. -in. ti.il, 

A loa. h w.ih 1 . 1 ira.i d her t>> 1 w, , n. 


SONG.* 


I TfU.O mv nvmph. T told hrr Iruf, 

.'|y n< Id* wt-rc -mall, m> iIo,:k« wi r,- lew. 
W hilt- f.ilirrnig If, I tils sp.,ke iri> I, ir. 

"I hit Flana rntghi m>i pr-m- sm i-n. 

Of ertips destroy’d hy vernal cold. 

And vagrant sheen that left my fold 
Of these she heard, yet hore to hear ; 

And is not Flavia then sincere ’ 

How, changed by Fortunes fickle wind. 
The friends I loved became unkind ; 

She heard, and shell a generous tear ; 

And i& not Flavia then sincere ? 

How, if she deign’d my love to bless, 

Aly Flavia must not hope for dress ; 

This, too, she heard, and smiled to hear ; 
And Flavia, sure, must l>e sincere. 

Go shear vour flocks, ye jovial swains I 
Go reap the plenty of your plains ; 
Despoird of all whicli you revere, 

I know my Flavia’s love sincere. 


SONG. 


THE LANDSC. 4 PE. 


HOW pleasetl within my native bowers 
Erewhile I pass’d the day ! 

Was ever scene so deck’d with flowers ? 
Were ever fiowers so gay ? 

How sweetly smiled the hill, the v.ile, 
And all the landscape round ! 

*The river gliding down the dale. 

The hill witlt beeches crown’d ! 


Trahit sua quemque voluptas. Ho*. 
PROVERBIALIZED. 

Every one to his liking. 


FKilM Lincoln to IxinJon rwlc forth our young 
squire, 

T o bring down a wife whom the swains might ad 
Hut in spite of whatever the mortal could say, 

1 lu; goddess objected the length of the way. 


But now, when urged iiy tender woe-, 

I spe<.-<l to meet iny dear, 

Thathill and stream my zeal oppose. 
And check my fond itareer. 

No more, since Daphne was my theme. 
Their wonted cb.arms I see ; 

That verdant hill and silver stre.mi 
Divide my love and me. 


1 o give up tho opera, the Park, and the ball, 
k or to view the stag’s horns in an old country hall ; 
lo have neither Cltina nor India to see. 

Nor a laceman to plague in a morning — not she ! 


■1 o forsake the dear playhouse, Quin, Garrick, and 
_ Clive, 

Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive ; 
to forego the full box for Ids lonesome abode, 

U Heavens ! she should faint, she should die on the 
road 


SONG. 


YE gentle nymphs and generous tlatnes 
That rule o’er every British mind 
Be sure ye sooth their amorous flames, 
Be sure your laws are not unkind : 


• The following Songs were written chleHy be- 
tween the year 1737 antf 17'12. 
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For hard it Is to trear their bloom 
In unremitting sighs away, 

To mourn the night's oppresbive gloom. 
And faintly bless the rising day. 

And cruel ’twere a freelwm swain, 

A Hritish youth, should vainly moan, 
WIjo, scornful of a tyrant's chain, 
.Submits to yours, and yours alone. 

Nor pointed spear, nor links of steel. 

Could e'er those gallant minds subdue. 
Who Jieauty’s wounds with pleasure feel. 
And boa-st the fetters wrought by you. 


THE SKYLARK. 

G(L tuneful bird ! that gladd’st the skies, 
To Daphne’s window s^eed thy way. 

And there on «(uivering pinions rise. 

And there thy vocal art dis^day. 

And if she deign thy notes to hear. 

And if she praise* thy matin song. 

Tell her the sounds that sooth her ear 
To Damon's native jdains belong. 

Tell her. in livelier plumes array’d, 

The bird from Indian proves may shine ; 

Hut ask the lovely partial maid 

W'hat are his notes compared to thine ! 

Then bid her treat yon witless beau, 

And all his flaunting race, with scorn. 

And lend an ear to Damon’s wo, 

W’ho sings her praise, and sings forlorn. 


.SONG. 


Ah ! ego non aliter tristes cvlncere morbos 
Optarera, quam te sic quoque velle putem. 

IMITATION. 

Why should I wish to banish sore disease, 
Uiilm returning health my Delia please ? 

ON cverv free, in every slain, 

I trace the jovial spring in vain ; 

A sickly languor veil* mine eves, 

And fast my waning vigour files. 

Nor ilorwery plain nor budding tree, 

That smile on others, smile on me ; 

Mine eyes from death shall court repose, 
Nor shed a tear tiefore they close. 

What bliss to me can seasons bring ? 

Or what the needless pride of siirjng ? 

The cypress bough, that suits the bier. 
Retains its verdure all the year. 

'Tis true, my vine, so fresh and fair, 

Micht claim awhile my wonted care; 

My rural store some pleasure yield, 

8o white a flock, so green a field ! 

My friends, that each in kindness vie, 
Might well expect one parting sigh ; 

Might well demand one tender tear ; 

For when was Damon insincere. 

But ere I ask once more to view 
Yon setting sun his race renew. 

Inform me, swains 1 my friends ! declare. 
Will pitying Delia Join the prayer ? 


SONG. 

THE ATTRIBUTE OF VBNUS. 

YES, Fulvla Is like Venus fair, 

Has all her bloom, and shape, and air; 
But still, to jietfbct every grace, 

Hite wanta>-the smile upon her fitce. 


The crown majestic Juno wore, 

And Cynthia’s brow the crescent bore, 

A helmet mark’d Minerva’s mien. 

But smiles distinguish’d Beauty's queen. 

Her train was form’d of Smiles and Loves ; 
Her chariot drawn bv gentle doves ; 

And from her zone the nynjph may find 
'Tis Beauty’s province to be kind. 

Then smile, »:iy Fair ! and all, whose aim 
Aspire to paint the tiyprian dame. 

Or bid her breathe in living stone. 

Shall take their forms from you alone. 


S O N G. 


WHEN bright Roxana treads the green 
In all tlte pride of dress and mien. 
Averse to ftrcetlom, love, and play, 

The dazzling rival of the d.ay. 

None other beauty strikes mine eye ; 
The lilies ilroop, the roses die. 

But when, discl.aiming art, the fair 
Assumes a soft engaging air. 

Mild .as the opening mom of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free and gay, 

'J'he scene improves where’er sne goes. 
More sweetly smile the pink and rose. 

O lovely maid ! propitious hear. 

Nor deem thy shepnerd insincere ; 

Pity a wild ilhisive flame. 

That varies objects still the same, 

And let their very changes prove 
The nevei-varieu force of love. 


SONG. 

valentine’s day. 

’TIS s<aid that under distant skies, 

Nor you the fact dtm v, 

What first attracts an Indian's eyes 
Becomes his deity. 

Perhaps a lily or a rose, 

That shares the morning’s ray, 
to the waking swain disclose 
'rhe regent of the day. 

Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 
Enrich'd with fragrant power, 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove 
Where blooms the sovereign flower. 

Perch’d on the cedar's topmost hough, 
And g?y with gilded wings. 

Perchance, the p.ntron of his vow. 
Some artless linnet sings. 

The swain surveys her pleased, afraid. 
Then low to earth he bends. 

And owns uiion her flriendiy aid 
His healUi, his life, depends. 

'Vain futile idols, bird or flower, 

To tempt a votary’s prayer ! 

How would his humble hotna^ce tower 
Hhould he behold iny fair 1 

Yes— might the Pagan’s waking eyes 
O’er Mavla’s lieauty range. 

He there would fix his lasting choice. 
Nor dare, nor wish, to change. 


SONG. 


THE fatal hours are wondrous near, 
1'hat from these fountains liear my dear 
A little space is given : in vain ; 

She robs my sight, and shuns the plain. 
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A little space for me to proi>e 
My boundless flame, my endless love; 

And, like the train of vulgar hours, 
invidious Time that space devours. 

Near yonder beach is Delia’s way, 

On that I gaze the livelong day ; 

No eastern monarch’s dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aside. 

The chief that knows of succours nigh. 

Ami sees his mangled legions die, 
ra.sts not a more impatient glance 
'i’o see the loitering aids advance. 

Not more the srhoolboy, tliat expires 

Far from his native home, reouires I 

To M!e some friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's last embrace j 

She comes— hut ah ! what crowds of beaux ' 
In radi.u't bands my fair cnclost? ? 

Oh ! better hadst thou fhunn’d the green ; I 
Oh, Delia ! better far unseen. | 

Msthinks by all my tender fears, | 

Ity r.M mv sigtn. by all oiv tears, 
mighi from foriune now be fre**— 

1 1 , iiiorc Uian diaih to part Cruiii thee* 


SONG. 


THE lovelv Delia smiles again ! ■ 

That killing frown has left her brow : | 

Can she forgive my jealous pain, i 

And give me back my angry sow ? | 

l.ove is an April’s doubtful day ; 1 

A while we see tlte tempest lour, j 

Anon the radiant heaven survey, 

And quite forget Uie flitting shower. , 

The flowers, that hung their languid head, | 
Are bundsh'd by the transient rains ; 

The vines their wonted tendrils spread, I 

And double verdure gilds the plains. | 

The sprightly birds, that droop’d no less ! 

Honeath the power of rain and wind, I 

In every raptured note express i 

The joy I feel— when Uiou art kind. I 


SONG. 


PERHAPS it Ls not love, said I, 

That melts my soul when Flavia’s nigh 
Where wit and sense like her’s agree. 
One may be pleased, and yet be free. 

The beauties of her polish’d mind 
It needs no lover’s eye to find ; 

The hermit freezing in his cell 
Might wish the gentle Flavia well. 

It is not love— averse to bear 
The servile chain that lovers wear ; 

I/Ct, let me all niy fears remove, 

My doubts dispel— It is not love— 

Oh ! when did wit so brightly shine 
In any form less fair than thine ? 

It is — it is love’s subtile fire, 

And under friendship lurks desire. 


SONG. 


O’ER desert plains, and rushy mcer., 
And wither’d heaths, I rove ; 

Where tree, nor spire, nor cot, appears 
X pass to meet my love. 


BAXiXsABS. 

But though my path were damask’d o’er 
With beauties e’er so fine, 

My busy thoughts would fly before 
To fix alone— on thine. 

No fir-crown’d hills could give delight. 

No palace please mine eye ; 

No pyramid’s aerial height, 

M'nere mouldering monarchs lie. 

Unmoved, should Eastern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant see ? 

Splendour might catch one sromful glance. 
Nut steal one thought from thee. 


SO N G. 


tv I IV T li It . 


NO more, ye warbling Birds ! rejoice : 
Of all that cheer’d the plain. 

Echo alone preserves her voice. 

And she— repeats «ny pain. 

Where’er my lovesick limbs I lay 
To shun the rushing wind. 

Its busy murmur seems to say, 

“ She never will be kind !” 

The Naiads o'er their frozen urns 
In icy chains repine. 

And each in sull^^n silence mourrts 
Her freedom lost, like mine .' 

Soon will the sun’s returning rays 
The cheerless frost control ; 

When will relenting Delia chase 
The winter of my soul ? 


SONG. 


Tnr. .scuolar’8 rei-ap.se. 


BY the side of a wove, at the foot of a hill. 

Where whisper’a the ueech, and where mtmnur'd 
tno rill, 

I vow’d to the Muses my time and my care. 

Since neither could win me the smiles of iny fair. 

Free I ranged like the birds, like the birds free I 
sung, [tongue ; 

And Delia’s loved name scarce escaped from my 
Hut if once a smooth accent delighted my car, 

I should wish, unawares, that my Delia might bear. 

M’ith fairest ideas my bosom I stored. 

Allusive to none but the nymph I adored ; 

And the more I with study my fancy refined. 

The deeper impression she made on my mind. 

So long as of Nature the charms I pursue, 

I still must my Della’s dear renew ; 

The Graces have yielded with Delia to rove. 

And the Muses are all in alliance with Love. 


SONG. 


THE ROSE-BUD. 


“ See, Daphne ! see,” Florelio cried, 

" And learn the sad effects of pride ; 
Von shelter’d Rose, how safe conceal’d ! 
How quickly blasted when reveal’d ! 

The sun, with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blare; 

A gale succeeds from eastern skies, 

And all its blushing radiance dies. 
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" So you, my Fair ! of charms divine. 

Will quit the plains, too fond to shine 
Where Fame’s trausportinR rays allure. 
Though here more happy, more secure. 

“ The breath of some neglected maid 
Shall make you sigh you left the shade ; 

A breath to beauty’s bloom unkind. 

As to the Rose an eastern wind." 

The nymph replied—" You first, my Swain 1 
Confine your sonnets to the plain ; 

One envious tongue alike disarms 
You of your wit, me of my charms. 

" \Yhat is, unknown, the poet's skill ? 

Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 

What, unadmired, a charming mien ? 

Or what the Rose's blush unseen ? 


SONG. 

niPHNK'S VI.SIT. 

YE birds! for whom I rear’d the grove. 
With melting lay salute my love; 

My Daphne with your notes detain, 

(Jr I have rear’d ray grove in vain. 

Ye flowers ! before her footsteps rise. 
Display at once your brightest dies. 

That s’he your onening charms may see. 

Or what were all your charms to me ? 

Kind zephyr ! brush each fragrant flower ; 
.\nd shed its odovirs round mv bower ; 

Or nevermore, (J gentle wind I 
Shall I fVom thee refreshment find. 

Ye streams I if e’er your banks I loved. 

If e’er your native sounds improvid. 

May each soft murmur sooth my fair, 

(Jr oh ! ’twill deepen my despair. 

And thou, my CTot ! whose lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine surrounds, 

May Daphne praise thy peaceful gloom. 

Or thou shalt prove her Damon’s tomb. 


SONG. 

Written in a Collection. <\f Bacchanalian 
Songt. 

ADIEU, ye jovial Youths ! who join 
To plunge (jid Care in floods of wine. 
Ana, as vour dazzled eyeballs roll. 
Discern aim struggling in the bowl. 

Nor yet is hope so wholly flown. 

Nor vet is thought so tedious grown, 

Eut limpid stream and shady tree 
Retaid, as yet, some sweets for me. 

And see, through yonder silent grove, 
•See, yonder does my Daphne rove 1 
With pride her foouteps I pursue, 

And bid your prantic j<^s adieu. 

The sole confhsion I admire 
Is that my Daphne's eyes inspire ; 

I scorn the madness you approve. 

And value reason next to love. 


SONG. 

Imitated from the French. 

Y^fs, these are the scenes where with Iris I stray'd. 
Hut short was her sway for so lovely a maid t 
In the bloom of her youth to a cloister she run, 

In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun I 
111 -grounded, no doubt, a devotion must prove, 
yo fotal to beauty, so killing to love ! 

Ves, these are the meadows, the shrubs, and the 
plains, [pains; 

Gnce the scene or my pleasures, the sekne of my 


How many soft moments I spent in this grove ' 

How fair was my nymph ! and how fervent my love ! 
He still though, my hi-art ! thine emotion give o’er ; 
Heinember the season of love is no more. 

With her how I stray’d amid fountains and bowers ' 
Or loiter’d behind, and collected the flowers ! 

Then breathless with ardour my fair one pursued. 
And to think with what kindness my garland she 
view’d ! M 

Rut he still, my fond heart' this emf'tion give o'er- 
KalUMroUld-t lliull lorgL-lthxU IIIUU luS, tirt lixiUxti 


SONG. 

WHEN bright Ophelia treads the green 
In all the pride or dress and mien. 

Averse to'iTeedom, mirth and play. 

The lofty rival of the day, 

Methinks to my enchantcil eye, 

The lilie.s droop, tlie roses die. 

But when, disdaining art, the fair 
Assumes a soft engaging air,^ 

Mild as the opening morn of May, 

And as the feather’d w.arbler gay. 

The scene improves where’er she goes. 
More sweetly smiles the pink and rose. 

O lovely maid ! propitious hear. 

Nor tlnnk thy Damon insincere. 

Pity my wild delusive flame ; 

For though the flowers are still the same, 
To me they languish or improve, 

And plainly tell me tliat I love." 


SONG. 

WHEN first, Philander, first 1 came, 

MTiere .'Ivon roll- hi> winding ‘trtani. 

The iivmphs— hi>A bri-k ' the swim' — how gay 1 

'1 •> see .\sleri.i, of Miv ' 

I'he parsons round In r pr.tiscA sung ' 

The steeples with her pr iih-- rung ' 

I thought— no sight ih.it e'er wa> scni 
Could maU'h the sight of B.irel <> (ins n. 

But now, since old Eugenio died— 

I'he chief of poets, and the pride- 
Now, meaner bards in vain aspire 
To raise their voice, to tunc their lyre ; 

Their lovely season now is o’er ; 

Thy notes, Florelio, please no more — 

No more Asferia’s smiles are seen — 

Adieu— the sweets of Bard’s Green J— 


THE HALCYON. 

WHY o’er the verdant banks of Ooze 
IJoes yonder halcyon speed so fast ? 

'Tis all I>ecause she would not lose 
Her favourite calm, that will not la.st. 

The sun with azure paints the skies, 

The stream reflects each flowery spray. 

And, fntgal of her titno, she flies 
To take her fill of love and play. 

Sec her, when nigged Boreas blows, 
Warm in some rocky cell remain ; 

To seek for pleasure, well she knows, 
Would only then enhance the pain. 

" Descend, (she cries,) thou hated shower. 
Deform my limpid waves to-day. 

For I have chose a fairer hour 
To take my fill of love and play 

You, too, my Sylvia, sure will own 
Life’s azure seasons swiftly roll. 

And when our youth or health is flown. 
To think of love but sliocks the soul. 

Could Damon but deserve thy charms. 

As thou art Damon's only theme, 

He'd fly as quick to Delia’s arms 
As yonder halcyoh skims 'the stream. 



MORAL PIECES 


THE JUDGMENT OF HERCULES. 


WHILE hloomin/f Sjiring descends from genial 
skies, 

Hv whoso mild influence instant wonders rise, 
From whose soft breath Elysian beauties flow. 

The sweets of Hagley , or the pride of Stowe, 

Will Lyttloton the rural landscape range. 

Leave noisy fame, and not regret the change ? 
Pleased will he tread the garden’s early scenes, 

-And learn a moral from the rising greens ? 

There, warm'd alike by Sol’s enlivening power. 

Tile wp(»d, aspiring, emulates the flower; 

'I'be drooping flower, its fairer charms displ-iv’d, 

I 'iMU s Ir.iin gr iii i'ul b imi- ibeir gi-neroii- mil . 
''■•■>11. il' none i li< ck ih' mv.i>ive ibe ' di-Mgiis, 

I In- lively lu-ircol ihcx.' .<,eiios de, lmei ' 

■ I'ls ihii. ihe 'iirmi; ••! yoiub, the morn -jf life. 
Hear' m our minds the riv.il seeds of sinl'e 
'I'hen passion riots, reason then contends. 

And on the conquest every bliss depends ; 

Life from the nice decision takes its hue. 

And bless’d those judges who decide like you ! 

On worth like theirs shall every bliss attend, 

'J’be world their favourite.and the world their friend. 

There are, wilio, blind to I'houghl's fatiguing ray, 
A . Toriiiiie gives exampli-s, urge thetr way ; 

^■ji \’irnie's fiK'', though tliey her paths decline. 
Ami scarce her frienus, though with her friends 
they join ; 

In her's or Vice’s casual road advance. 
Thoughtless, the sinners or the saints of Chance ! 
Vet some more nobly scorn the vulgar voice. 

With judgment fix, with zeal pursue tiieir choice, 
Wlien ripen’d thought, when reason, bom to reign, 
t hecks tlie wild tumults of the youtnfui vein ; 
While Passion's lawless tides, at their command, 
Glide through more useful tracks, and bless the land. 

Happiest of these is he whose matchless mind, 

Hy learning strengthen'd, and by taste rclined. 

In Virtue’s cause essay’d its earliest powers, 
tJiose Virtue's paths, and strew’d her paths with 
flowers. 

The first alarm'd, if Freedom waves her wings, 
The fittest to adorn each art site brings ; 

Loved by that prince whom every virtue fires. 
Praised by that bard whom every Muse inspires ; 
lilehs’d in tile tuneful art, the social flame ! 

In all that wins, in all that merits, fame f 
'Twasyouth's iierjilexing stage his doubts inspired. 
When great Alcides to a grove retired : 

Tlirough the lone winding of a devious glade, 
Kesign'd to thought, with lingering steps he stray’d, 
HIcss’d with a mind to taste sTneerer joys, 

Arm'd with a heart each filse one to despise. 
Dubious he stray'd, with wavering thoughts possess’d, 
A lternate passions struggling shared his breast; 
The various arte which human cares divide. 

In deep attention all his mind employ'd ; 

Anxious, if Fame an equal bliss secured. 

Ease with softer charms allured. 

'I'u *y*'^®*^ choir, whose numbers sweetly flow’d, 
•MU murmur’d, and the flowers that 

I he sliver flood that in Yneanders led [blow’d ; 
ttjs glittering streams along th’ enliven’d mead ; 

breeze, and all those beauties join’d. 
Which, whilst they please, effeminate the mind; 

•rl 7? ** ■ ^hjle distant, on a summit raised, 

J h imperial towers of Fame attractive blazed. 




AVhile thus he traced through Fancy's puzzling 
maze 

The separate sweets of pleasure and of praise ; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey’d. 

And a new lustre gain’d upon tlie shade : 

At once before liis wondering eyes were seen 
Two female forms of more than mortal nm n • 
Various their charm*, and in their dress 'ind fa<‘e 
Ert< n seem'd to vie with S'lme )iei uli ir gr.i r . 

'1 hiv, whose atlire Ic'. clogg'd u iiJi art apitar'd. 
The Minide sweete of innocence ei de \r d ; 

I h r spriirhilv bloom, her quick sag.i^ i .u - eve. 
'•bow'd II line ineril mix'll v.iili niodt-iy 
Her air dilTused a mild yel awfuJ ray, 
s« vinly sweet, and intuicenily gi> , 

■su. b ilie iba^.te nn^igi.- ofihe mai iiiil m.i.d, 

III .irtio' f.'I.U of virgin while array'd . 

''lie let iiy b.jrr.jw’il rost her > hetk» .ulorn, 

ill t blU'bingi heik',tlnt Jiam-d ihej.urpli d morn; 

Her charms nor had nor wanted artiul foils. 

Or studied gestures, or well-pnictisetl smiles : 

She sconi'uthe toys which render beauty less ; 

She provetl th’ engaging chastity of dress ; 

And while she chose in native charms to shine. 
Even thus she seem'd, nay, more than seein’d.di vine. 
One modest emerald clasp’d tlie robe she wore 
And in her hand the Imirerial sword she bore. 
Sublime her height, majestic was her pace. 

And mati'h’d the awful honours of her face. 

The shrubs, the flowers, that deck’d the*verdant 
ground. 

Seem’d, where she troil, with rising lustre crown’d. 
Still her approach with stronger influence warm'd ; 
She pleased while distant, but when near she 
charm’d. 

So strikes the gazer’s eye the silver gleam 
That, glittering, quivers o’er a distant stream ; 

Hut from its hanks we see new beauties rise. 

And in its crystal bosom trace the skies. 

With other charms the rival vision glow’d. 

And from her dress her tinsel beauties flow’d. 

A fluttering robe her pamper’d shape conca!aTd, 
And seein'il to shade the charms it best reveal'd : 
Its form contrived her faulty size to grace, 

Its Ime to give fresh lustre to her face. 

Her plaited hair, disguised, with brilliante glared ; 
Her ciic^eks the ruby’s neighbouring lustre shared ; 
The g.audy topaz lent its gay supplies, 

And every gem that strikes less curious eyes ; 
Exposed her breast, with foreign sweets perfumed. 
And round her brow a roseate garland bloom’d. 
Soft smiling, blushing lips conceal’d her wile.s. 

Yet, ah ! the blushes artful as the smiles. 

Oft gazing on her shade, th’ enraptured fair 
Decreed the substance well deserved her care ; 

Her thoughts to others’ charms malignly blind. 
Centred in that, and were to that confined ; 

And if on others’ eyes a glance were thrown, 

Twa-s but to watch the Influence of her own : 

Much like her guardian, fair Cythcrca’s queen. 
When for her warrior she refines her mien ; • 

Or when, to bless her Delian favourite’s arms. 

The radiant fair invigorates her charms: 

Much like her pupil, Egypt's sportive dame. 

Her dress expressive, and lier air the same, 

When her gay bark o’el silver Cydnoa roll’d. 

And all th’ emblazon’d streamers waved in gold. 
Such shone the vision, nor forbore to move 
The fond contagious airs of lawless love ; 

Each wanton eye deluding glances fired. 

And amorous aitnples on each cheek conspired. 
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Lifelpss her >?ait, and slow ; with seeming pain 
She dragg’d her loitering liml)S along the jdain. 
Vet made some faint efforts, and first appro.ieh’d 
the swain, 

So gl rring dr ni_hl.>, » ifh tawdry lu-tro bright, 

^iTiiig to ffit Ii. w. .III. I rii^ll ill'Oii the -ighl ; 
tlore .|..wl. . I. .rms a ll.i|.li >. I -. . r .ur, 

\V iil^iliei.iliii .r. h. ..riJ |...sll.e lier’.. .i-- 

U’r.iii|iM ill .1 [ili i'< il iisiK ii'O, ihe.wuUi*uri. .• li 
The vani lla i 1. inns ,.| , .1. h .iiira- me iiial -1 
Xlu rnaie ee h hi m- a ii, .nnl eii li ridinireil, 

\i|i| fuiiii.t, jfln-ni lie, I ifiiiig il.niies insp-ri -1 

r'liii k ■■■■r ilieii r..iiiis hi. iwe> wiih pli-r-ure 1 ni. 

U h, II si'i . wliii iir.l ii'pr.i I. liM him, nr,! I>i g m. 

“ Miilnr, il. ir l■■■l , ilii - , I ih\ u.mJeriiig i ; 

Tl^ hi r. III. I-mIv \ , lie. it f'l,. L^ure lie- 
iKh ilr ii.i i.i.-re, !■. me ili> lil'i re.ign ; 

Kdi h swrei whii h Nature • an diffuse i.> iiiine 
r'or me the nymph diversifies her power, 

‘^pirink' in a tree, nr hl.-.ssoms in .a tl»>wer ; 

T‘i |i|i- i-e mv ear >rie liim . the iniinCs .irmis ■ 
iile.w myevi'wiih lilies paini . the )'l ii'i. ; 

Tu r-irm im . onrh in mcssj heil. shesrnws; 
Tiiifraiilv iny .mell iierluines ihe ruae . 

Kev-ji, the I'.iir, rhe fertile stene yon see. 

And iwella the vegetahle world for me. 

Let th, gull d I0.1l rhe toils nf war |»ursup. 
Where hlcsKl the many to enrich the few : [prize; 
Wlrere Chance from Courage claims the Iroasted 
Wliore, though she give, your country oft denies. 
Industrious thou shalt Cupid’s wars maintain. 

And ever gently fight his soft campaimj 
His darts .alone shalt wield. Iris wounds endure. 

Yet only suffer to enjoy the cure. 

Yiehl hilt to me— a choir of nymphs shall rise, 

And tiVe thy breast, and bless thy ravish'd eyes : 
Their heauteou.s cheeks a fairer rose shall wear, 

A brighter lily on their necks aiiiie.ar : 

Wlicre fondly thou thy favour'd head shall rest. 
Soft as the down ih.at swells the cygnet’s nest, 
Wfiilc Hhilomel in each soft voi -f c<>m]>lains, 

.\ nil g( nfl\ lulls itii-c w nh ini lliila..us sir iin. : 

VV htlst with each accent .sweetest odours flow, 

And spicy gums round every bosom glow. 

Not the famed bird Arabian climes admire 
Shall in such luxury of sweets expire. 

At Sloth let Wear’s victorious sons ciclaitn, 

In vain I for Plea-sure is my real name : 

Nor envy thou the head with hays o’ergrown ; 

No, seek thou roses to adorn thy own ; 

For wAI each ojKining w^ene that claims my care 
Suits and deserves the beauteous crown I wear. 

“ liCt others prune the vine : the genial bowl 
Shall (Town thy table and enlarge thy soul. 

Let vulgar hands explore the hrilUant mine, 

‘so the giv jirodnre glitter still on thine. 

In.liilg. ni Ita. 1 Ims li. id. Iiis l ihotiring tree, 

.tiiil, gu iMliMg, gld’s i(s cluslerink .wtii., to me. 
For niy loved train Apollo’s piercing l»eam 
Darts through the passive globe, and frames the 
See in my cause consenting god.s employ’d, [gem. 
Nor slight these gods, their blessing unenjoy'd. 

For thee the poplar shall its amber drain ; 

For thee, in clouded beauty, spring the cane; 

Some costly tribute every clime shall pay. 

Some charming treasure every wind convey, 

Fach object round some pleasing scene shall yield. 
Art build thy dome, while Nature decks thy 
field ; 

Of Corinth’s order shall the structure rise, 

"I hy spiring turrets glitter through the skies; 

Th s* costly robe shall glow with 'I'yriaii rays, 

Thy vase shall sparkle, and thy car shall blaxe ; 

Yet thou, whatever pomp the sun display, 
bhalt own the amorous night exceeds the day. 

“ Wlien melting flutes and sweetly sounding 
lyres 

Wake the gay l.oves, and cite the young Desires ; 

Or in th* Ionian dance some favourite maid 
Improves the flame her sparkling eyes convey’d; 
Think, canst thou quit a glowing Della’s arms 
Vo feed on V'lrtue’s visionary charms ? 

Or slight the joys which wit and youth engage 
For the faint nonour of a frozen sage ? 

To find dull envy e'en that hope deface, 

And, where you toil’d for glory, reap di^ace.^* 

“ O ! think that lieauty waits on thy decree. 

And Uiy loved loveliest cnarmer pleads with me; 
She whose soft smile or gentler glance to move. 

You vow’d the wild extremities of love ; 

In whose endearments yean like moments' flew ; 
For whose endearments millions seem'd too few ; 
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She, she Implores ; she hidr, thee seize the prime, 
Anil tread with her the flowery tracks of time. 

Nor thus her lovely bloom of life bestow 
(In some ( Old lover or insulting foe. 

TliinV, if 'iL"»in.-t tb it t.ingne tlmu enntt rob. l. 

II III 'c >11 .lui-ir. .iml ri i>.iii -i < m d i.. divell, 
\\ !• if si,. p. 1 .11 I i.m arms l„ r ...ii, r '.kh. ' 

U I. .1 lull . ..IKl. I s ' 

t N null Millies, .mil l.lr.is III, I,- me .0, , 

Where breathing jasmine screens the .siecj|||g 
maid ; 

And such her ch.-irms, as to the vain inav prove 

.\i,.'.:i:. s.,-k- luii.il.l.- lb , , [..,..1 

I I.. I, l-ii V i-'il s|,.,i| III , r 1 .v.i.l.- (h. r. Lkn, 

Nor sciences perplex thy l.iliouring brain. 

Or none hut what with eiiual sweets invite ; 

Nor other .arts hut to prolong delight. 

Sniiietinics thy fancy prum? her teiidi.-r wing, 

To jir.iis.e .1 jM iidani, or to grace a ring; 

To fix the dress that suits each variing mien ; 

To show wliere best the clustering gems are seen ; 
To sigh soft strains along the vocal grove, 

.tnd tell the ehartu". the vweet ettect“, .-if love ' 

N..r n ,r I - i.i.-l ilisil-i.i.iiii aim, , 

N.-r ihiiik the "i.i, r. uni ii., ir i,.| riiu«- 
( ...,| cr-ii... .-r Liiklirig nil .. »ir .ilerii »h;ul( «, 

''■•K si ( lies, of leisure, -Oil 1 1 ,' h.. niiuniou > m.vilk 
\nd all ihe wim- and ill ihe giav,- de, ree 
tsoine ot that sacred tram ally'd to me. 

“ But if more specious ease thy wishes claim 
And thy lireast glows with faint desire of fame, 
s;..nie s.'.fier s, ieiue -.hall thy Ihougbi'. iinie , . 

.Aixl le.irning ^ ii.nne .i soleiiin soiinii ,liilii 
To line. iM NHiuri's ,iin(ius 'lores I'll bring, 
iOxplaln the bcaulies of an insect's wing; 

The plant which .Nature, less diffusely kind, 

Jl.as to few climes with p.artial care rnnHiit>d ; 

Tile shell she scatters with more careless air, 

And in her frolit's seems supremely fair. 

The worth that dazzles in the tulip’s stains, 

Or lurks iHmealh a pebble’s various veins. 

“ Sleep’s dowtry god averse to war's alarms, 

.Shall o’er thy head diffuse hJs softest charms, 

Kre ,n\i<,i.s th>.u,.:bi ibi dear r, p.i.c .\",iil, 

( ir , ,r,-. ii,v iiiovi .l...itu. iivi. pn v.nl. 

’1 hi wan-ry n..nij h« si, , ill luiii ihe to. al ».ili». 

And gentli* ■/(•phyrs harmonize their gales ; 

P'or thy repose inform, with rival joy, 

'J'hcir streams to murmur, and their winds to sigh. 
Thus shalt thou spend the sweetly-tlowing day, 
Till, lost in bliss, thou breathe thy soul away ; 

Till she t’ Klyslan bowers of joy repair. 

Nor find my charming scenes excnedetl there.” 

She cea.sw ; and on a lily’d hank reclined, 

Her flowing robe waved wanton with the wind ; 
One tender hand her drooping head sustains, 

One points expressive to the flowery plains. ' 

Soon the fond youth perceived lier influence roll 
Deep in his breast to melt his manly soul; 

As when Favonius joins the solar blaze. 

And each fair fabric of the frost decays. 

Soon to his breast the soft harangue convey’d 
Ilesolves too partial to the specious maid. 

He sigh’d, he gazed, .so sweetly smiled the dame. 
Yet sighing, gazing, S(?em’d to scorn his flame. 

And oft’ as Virtue caught his wandering eye, 

A crimson blush condemn’d the rising sigh. 
’Twassuch the lingering Trojan’s shame lietray’d 
When Maia's son the frown of Jove display’d ; 
When wealth, fame, empire, could no balance prove 
For the soft reign of Dido and of love. 

Thus 111 with arduous glorv love conspires, 

Soft tender flames with bold impetuous tires' 

: ><>nie lloveTiilg ilnnbls his .nnxioU' b,,'um miivul. 

.^i>ii'\'iriii<‘, /I'lloiiB lair I lli,<'i doub(« improved 
" Fh, lly, fond yiiuih ! the too indii'gi-nt maJ,i, 

Nwr err, hv sin li lanlu'tlc 'nni' iKiiay'd. 

Tlioukli in niy piih ili,- rugged I born be M.'en, 

And the dry lurt dlM'IO'e a l,unter grern : 

'I ho’ no gay rose or llowpry j.r.iilui 1 June, 

Tlw barren 'urface still r'iu e.iU the mirir. 

Each thorn that threatens, e’en the weeds that grow 
In Virtue's path, suiierior sweets bestow — 

Yet should those buasU^d specious toys allur^ 
Whence could fond Sloth the flattering gifts pr» 
cure ? 

The various wealth that tempts thy fond desin . 

’Tis I alone, her greatest foe acquire. 

I from old Ocean rob the treasured store ; 

I through each region latent gems explore ; 

’Twas 1 the rugged brilliant first reve.al’d. 

By numerous strata deep in earth conceal’d. 
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' ris I the surface yet refine, and show 
Tht* mo<lest >?em’s intrinsic charms to plow ; 

'Sor swells t)>c prape, nor spires its feeble tree, 
Wiit’-i'il the firi'i .ii]ni!,rt i)f indiiNir-. . 

■■ H»ii tri lilt «• ilie-, 1 iieliiTs, ll'h.iiilr.miii. 

' In- in.ii'jy LTijit'i I'll! the ll'i^iierv l.i*n . 

I I I'liil'i'll-.'l I "III'' |)|' h irinni'iHiii . p lie, 
till V. .1 li ii li liri ■ I I. rn il vu ■ " I \ n ill . 

I I _• iv i ■I'elil ih^ |.l ii"- It. i.ri'l, 

\ I. I . I , I'lr i|ir, [ Iril't - , III" i.|V|.iil •! i/r.iinij ; 

; I l.l. I. I III. . |I, ih-nll-l \'irlue < I 

Nor inofi' v pr. f n.-r fl w. rv I'lwns i-iiijlil j-li i..-, 

Nor pay I'-.i M ■ i-.ii > t'.i i ■. i. nl. 

The sound harmonious, or the spicy pale. 

“ -('jest thou yon rocks in dreadful jiomp arise, 
't'l. ■ ■ I ii,.' j-' I . Ii:r il.-i' , n til' .mcirclini,'' skies -I 

: "1.. Ill M , 'll i'li'i i.ii-. all the moisture 

drains, 

S 'Til. too profusely fond, disrobes the plains ? 
d'hen I vouchsaie to tread the barren soil, 

Til l' o ro 'lf s '.c.'m lovelv, and Iho -c d-'scris smile ' 


I I..- I'.i II III' III V I , ,1 III ''i' ty .. .-iiM mill I i--‘ 
fl I'l 1. i< ii, '. Ii irm , Mil i uti - i ne « in plct-e. 

V\ I" ll I Ii |l" "II III"'.. p lllll- -s U'llil ilppi-ir.l, 

y I'l l' rci >y ilii my [in-M'iii . . lu-i r d. 

Those ( litis the exile has yvith pleasure view'd. 
And call’d that desert blissful Solitude ! 

“ Nor I alone to such extend my care, 

F.air l■.l"■>llii^lp Hcilth »urv( y. her altiVTs there ; 
Ilrowii Hx.-r . e mil le.iJ thee vy hert- -he ty Ipn., 
\ri.l yy.ih r- ilr . lyl lustre pild ih>' pl'tiii- 
v\ iih h, I , l.l il'i yi r "f y.iUlh .lO.l he iUl>‘- tui'le, 

1 1 . r oil .iirhi,.'. ■ ill.' 1 .'nieni .iiiJ I'e i. '■ n -i.le 
I In re idv .liter iMp sui I « ea. h nupiih >iii eu; shnn- , 
\h'l all I'liiy tli' ir I iws .yh'i pr v ii.e innie. 

“ Thii III dill avi-r r. fr-.m ''loth’s sin.-th r. ci"U 

:\ii'l'iihir ill- 'll e I’l'' I'lire .Ir-'-'p- tiiddu- lihys, 


J). ^ i.|...;ht I M.rih, It. llphi. Uepus... 

N"ole vihcre she snnles, .iml sicken when she goes : 
A P'daxy of po'vers ! whose forms appear 
F-.i-r .,rl.. ■:i,t. ui. vi.H;.r .-V, rn. ir 

N"i i ill ■ 'll -sj, ep I'l "i iiii’. ritpipst iiulme, 

II. I'r.'iii li. r . .iiji.!i.', lilt 1 iMiliid 111 mine. 

■ \’ nil 1' ilie 'jiirliiiiip i-.nvl.tlic w.irhlinp strain, 
I h’ III. I mi\'* .'i.'P, till' I iliour'd VI. Mid vam 
W liere slie l< leiitli ty ipila villhout yullllol, 

A'i'l i hn ks e.ii ll ptv cx. iirsioii yif the s.(ul .- 
I I'l.i'iii ll iho' hi'iuiy, dyi k J m all its ihariiH, 

< Irace the rich couch, and spread the softest 
'fill joyless indolence suppests desires, [arms; 
Or drugs are sought to furnish languid fires ; 

Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, 

Uarren of bli.ss, but fertile of decay ; 

As artful heats, apply’d to thirsty lands, 

I’rmluce no flowers, and hut debase the sands. 

" But let fair Health her cheering smiles impart ! 
How sweet is IVature, how superfluous Art! 

’Ts she the f'ountain’.s ready draught cominend.s, 

A nd smooths the flinty couch which Fortune lends ; 
.\nd when my hero from his toils retires. 

Fills his gay bo-om with unusual (ires; 

And while no checks ih’ unbounded joy reprove. 
Aids and relines the genuine sweets of love. 

His fiiiroat prospect rising trophies frame. 

His sweetest music is the voice of Fame ; 

Pleasures to Sloth unknown! she never found 
H'l-.v fair the prospect, or how sweet the souml. 

“ See Fame’s gay structure from yon summit 
charms, 

And fires the manly breast to arts or arms ; 

' 1 dread ihe -iiyyp a-, .-nl by whi. h you fi-.e 
Fr.iin grovylliii.' vali-y to loyvcrs wblyli rt-j-di the 


.'yklca. 

“ Tiove, fame, rstc-em, '(is 1 .h.-jur must acquire, 
Th'.' -indiML' iirl'.|iriiiir y;i i nuiJ "re. 

T " TiT lb,' irieiid viiiir -y-rvi. e mu-i he diown ; 

.U 1 ere they loveif your merit loved their own : 

'I’liat wondering (Ireeee your portrait may .admire. 
That tuneful bards may string for you their lyre, 
Tiiat hooks may praise, or coins rei’onl your name, 
I'lUch, such, rewards 'tls toil alone can cbaiin ! 

And the same column which displays to view 
The conquc?ror's name, displays the conquest too. 

" 'T was slow Experience, tedious mistress I taught 
that e’er nobly spoke or bravely fought: 

1 wa,s she the patriot, she the bard, refined 
In arts that serve, protect, or ])lensc, mankind. 

Not the vain visions of inactive schools, 

S,®* maxims, not Opinion’s rules, 

tier form’d the man whose i^nerous warmth 
extemis 

T’ enrich his country or to serve his friends. 


I On active worth the laurel War liestows ; 

Peace re.irs her olive for industrious brows ; 

I Nor I'.irili, uncultured, yields its kind supplies, 
j N -r ll. .Vi .1 ;t. .howrrs without .-I "Cl, rifi. I . 

I e. I ir I.I.I..W Mil'll gr.ivtiling s. ill. , ui' h i.r., 

. \ . hill i.j r. -I Igii iil.i’v -liiiiilii-riiig (t.iine , 
i 11 - r iii. ri.l-, Ir.'iii all the 11111.. ol i’.imc ms ur -, 

I .11 . ■ .,.ci..ii.,ii-,grij|..r if.il, iiidiire. 

I ]' '-I I'l I" ni'.urn vvli.i m hi.r i .iu.e t-iig la '. 

i A y..ijlh eni rv.it, .nul ,1 p.iiiifiil .igo; 

I A -I' i Iv -.ij-iys, inj-v if .Te-iMin ilit-, 

I -t.i'l ll h,. Iiuc.r, iMii-.tfiul.v wiv-' 

I .1 ll.■■lluhl^ If 1 1 o. u li.i p imp, r J, -lei-lf , . ii.| ^ j. . 

iii.ii,. . l.l .igi. .in-l rrMl viiiiili ,ivt IV : 
j I I-.'II till N If.. .!■ vigMiii- Iii.iie ihe lij 111 I.i'i ir.-, 

' .\<"l i.ll. I'l 1. . it wV.. n.. II" . li-.i 1 . m I'. M . 

I l.l III.- 11111..I. I, i..r .Ml L'l.'s ll , 

! \V II kin.l fl III . ii.'ii di ill ilii- iiiiMil "ii'pl. ' 

I W hen wiin lost he.Uth, what should the los» ail.ay, 

I l’cMCe, i>e ice i.s lost ; a comfortles.s decay ! • 

Hut to iny friends, when youth, when pleasure, 
flies, 

■And earth's dim beautie.s fade before their eyes, 
Through de.itli’.s dark vista flowery tracks are seen, 
Elysiaii plains, and groves for ever green : 

I Ifo'i r their liv, - i rilhii it glan.’e thci i .ist, 
j I III ir- ll ih, pre eiil w ho c rn prai-u ifiv p isi : 

I I .fl h.ui its Mi . f r ihi vi- will'll fi.r.i It, lilcKim, 

\' uiihiT'd r-... , Mel '1 .1 liie pi riinne. 

■■ ti-iie, and -jiii. fr..m ims.ioii'. -i..rmy rag. , 

II -w I iliii they glide him ino p .rt of .\ge ' 
t »t ill, ro ll v.i'j ,ge le.. dci'iived th m e ts,sl , 

I .tiure iiii.>l III III ('.iiii’il, and wi iken'J tiijn liis- 
eased : 

For health on age ’tis temperance must bestow, 

I And peace from piety alone can flow ; 

. And all the incense bounteous .love requires 
I Has sweets from him who feeds the .s.icred fires, 
i “ Sloth views the towers of Fame with envious 
I Desirous still, still imiiotent to rise. loje*. 

Oft, when resolviid to gain those blissful towers, 

The pensive queen the dire ascent exploies. 

Comes onward, wafted liy (he Iwlniv trees. 

Some sylvan music, or some scented breeze ; 

She turns her head, her own gay realms she spies, 
And all the short-lived resolution die-s. 

'Thus .ome fond in . .-t’s faltering pinions wave, 
Cl.i-p ll ill it. f iii'urite ..i 1 1 (x, .a I j-img .lave ; 

And thus in vain these charming visions please 
The wretch of glory and the slave of ease. 

Doom’d ever in ignoble state to pine, 

Hoast her own scenes, and languisli after nune. 
iliit shun her snares; nor Jet the world exclaim, 
Thy birth, which ■was thy glory, proved thy 
shame. 

With early hope thine infant actions fired, 

I.et manhood crown •what infancy inspired ; 

Let generous toils reward with health tliy days, 
i‘r..|.in.' tlr. |>rime, and eternize thy praise. 

I I he l■"ld I \|.l it lint I h irm. ili’ .uu-.iing age, 

■J o 1 ,u-t liiiie, -.h ill g. niT.in. he iris eng.ige : 

And with that myrtle shall ihy shrine be crown’d, 
Wifii wliich alive thy graceful brows were bound, 
Till Time shall bid thy virtues freely bloom. 

And raise a temple where it found a tomb. 

“ Tlien in their feasts thy name shall Grecians 
join, 

.Shall pour tiie sparkling juice to Jove’s and thine ; 
Thine, used in war, shall raise their native lire ; 
Thine, used in peace, their mutual faitli inspire. 
Pllil»l••^, piihap., ilir.i wini of -iglit may Maim, 
And ''plei 11, will) 11,11. .11. mdu.iry, di'fiiiii 
And tb.it the honours given with’ wonder liew', 

.A.ntl this in secret sadness own them due. 
ronUinpt and Envy were bv fate design’d 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind ; 

Contempt, which none but who deserve can bear. 
While Envy’s wounds the smiles of Fame repair ; 

I For know, the generous thine exploits shall tire. 
Thine every friend it huits thee to require : 

Loved by the gods, and, till their feats I sliow, 

Loved by the goixl, their images below.” • 

“ Cease, lovely Maid ! fair ilaiighter of the skies ; 
My guide! my queen!” the ec-t.itic youth replies, 

" In thee I trace a form design’ll for sway. 

Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride oltey ; 
And by thv bright immortal friends I swear. 

Thy fair ide.-i .shall no toils impair, 
lyead me, O lead mo ! where whole hosts of foes 
'Thv form depreciate, and thy friends oppose. 
Welcome all toils th’ unequal fates tlecroe. 

While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. 



48 


MOVUkJL PZBCBS. 


Such be my care* to bind th’ oppressire hand. 

And crush the fetters of an injured land : 

To see the monster’s noxious fife resign’d. 

And tyrants quell’d, the monsters of mankind ! 
Nature shall smile to view the vanquish’d brood. 
And none but Envy riot unsulKlued. 

In cloister’d state let selfish sages dwell, 

I’roud that their heart Is narmw as their cell ! 

And boast their maiy labyrinth of rules 
Far less the friends of virtue than the fools; 

Yet such in vain thy favouring smiles pretend. 

For he is thine who proves his country’s friend. 
Thus when my life, well spent, the good enjoy. 
And the mean, envious, labour to destroy ; 

XVhen, strongly lured by Fame’s contiguous shrine, 
I vet devote my choicer vows to thine ; 
if ail my toils thy promised tavour claim, 

O lead thy favourite through the gates of Fame!” 

He ceased his vows, ana, with disdainful ;ilr, 
he turn’d to blast the late exulting fair : 

Kui vanish’d, fled to some more friendly shore, 

The conscious phantom's beauty nleascd no more ; 
Convinced her spurious charms or dress and face, 

• 'laim’u a quick conquest or a sure disgrace. 
Fantastic Power ! whose transient charms allured, 
\V'hile Error’s mist Uie reasoning mind oliscured ; 
Not such the victoress. Virtue's constant queen 
Endured the test of truth, and dared be seen ; 

Her brightening form and features seem’d to own 
’Twas all her wish, her interest to be known ; 

And when his longing view the fair declined. 

Left a full image of her charms behind. 

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive splendour 
crown’d, 

VVhilp glooms oppress us. and thick sharlesfurround; 
Hut let the vuirre of liglit iu Uams display, 
I.an^id and faint the miinii tianie' decay, 

.Vnu all the sickening splendour faJo aaaj. 


THE PROGRESS OF TASTE; 


OK, 


THE FATE OF DELICACV. 


A Poeth on the Temper and Studiei qfthe Author ; 
and hon great a Misfortune it u for a Man of 
small Estate to have much Taste, 


PART THE FIRST. 

PERHAPS some cloud eclipsed the day. 
When thus I tuned my {wnsive lay. 

“ The ship is launch’d— we catch the gale— 
On life’s extended ocean sail : 

For happinesa our course we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our general end ! 

Yet, ah ! the scenes which tempt our care 
Are. like the forms disitersed in air. 

Still dancing near disorder'd eyes, 

A»id weakest his who best descries !" 

Yet let me not my birthright barter; 

( For wishing is the poet’s charter ; 

All bards have leave to wish what's wanted, 
'I’hough few e’er found their wishes granted ; 
Extensive field ! where poets tiride them » 

111 singing all that is denied them.) 

For humble ease, ye Powers ! I pray ; 

That [ilain warm siut for every day, 

And pleasure, and brocade, bmtow. 

To flaunt it — once a month or so. 

The first for constant wear we want ; 

The first, ye Powers ! for ever grant ; 

Hut constant wear the last bespatters, 

*'And turns the tissue into tatters. 

Where'er my vagrant course I bend. 

Let me secure one faithful friend. 
lAsi roe, in public scenes, request 
A friend of wit and taste, well-dress’d; 

And if I must not hope such favour, 

A friend of wit and taste however. 

Alas ! that wisdom ever shuns 
To congregate her scaUer’d sons, 

Whose nervous forces, well comotned. 

Would win the field, and sway mankind. 


The fool will squeeze, from mom to night, 

To fix his follies full in sight ; 

The note he strikes, the niurae he shows, 
Attract whole flights of fops and beaus ; 

And kindred fools, who ne’er had known him, 
Flock to the sight, caress, and own him ; 

But ill-starr’d Sense, nor gay, nor loud, 

Steals soft on tiptoe through the crowd ; 
Conveys his meagre form between, 

And slides, like pervious air, unseen ; 
Contracts his known tenuity. 

As though 'twere e’en a crime to be ; 

Nor even jiermits his eyes to stray, 

And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, so mean his air. 

You scarce are conscious hi; is there. 

Till from some nook, like sharpen’d steel, 
tfci urs his face’s thin profile, 

Still seeming from the gazer’s eye. 

Like Venus nCwly bathed to (ly ‘ 

Yet while reluctant he displays 
His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its centre jilaced 
His tawdry stock of painted paste. 

Disused to speak, he tries his skill, 

Sjieaks coldly, and succeeds but ill ; 

His pensive manner dulness deem’d, 

His mcnlesty reserve esteem’d ; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain. 

He wins not one of all the train ; 

And those who, mutuaJiy known, 

In friendship’s fairest list had shown, 

I^css prone than pebbles to unite, 

Retire to shades from public sight. 

Grow savage, quit their social nature, 

And starve to study mutual satire. 

But friends and favourites, to chagrin them. 
Find counties, countries, seas, between them ; 
Meet once a-year, then part, and then 
Retiring, wish to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 
Some human form to grace my side ; 

At hand, where’er I shapt? my course, 

A useful, pliant, stalking horse. 

No gesture free from some grimace, 

No seam withot.t its share of lute. 

But, mark’d with gold or silver either, 

Hint where his coat was pieced together. 

His legs be lengthen’d, I advise. 

And stockings roll’d abridge his thighs. 

What though Vandyck had other rules ? 

What had Vandyck to do with fools ? 

Be nothing wanting but his mind : 

Before a solitaire, behind 
A twisted ribband, like the track 
Which Nature gives an ass’s hack. 

Silent as midnight ! pity ’twere. 

His wisKlom’s slender wealth to share ! 

And whilst in flocks our fancies stray. 

To wish the poor man’s lamb away. 

This form attracting every eye, 

I stroll all unregardea hy : 

This wards the jokes of every kind. 

As an umbrella sun or wind ; 

Or, like a spunge^ absorbs the sallies 
And ppstiiential fumes of maliuc ; 

Or, like a splendid shield, is lit 
To screen the templar’s random wit; 

Or, what some gentler cit lets fall, 

As woolpacks quash the le.'iden hall. 

Allusions these of weaker force, 

And apter still the stalk ’' ’m t c. 

O let me wander ail unseen 
Beneath the sanction of his mien ! 

As lilies soft, as roses fair ! 

Empty as airpumps drain’d of air ! 

With steady eye and pace remark 
The sjieckled flock that haunts the Park ; 
l/cvel iny jten with woiulrous heed 
At follies, flocking there to feed ; 

And as my satire oursts amain, 

See featlier'd foppery strew the plain. 

But when 1 seek my rural grove. 

And share the peaceful haunts I love. 

Let none of this unhallo'w’d train 
sweet sequester’d paths profane. 

Oil may some polish’d virtuous friend 
To these soft winding vales descend. 

And love with me inglorious things, 

And scorn with me the pomp of kings ; 


* St. James’s. 
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And check me when my bosom bums 
For statues, paintings, coins, and urns : 
f'or I in Damo»\'s prayer could join. 
And Damon’s wish might now be mine 
But all dispersed ! the wish, the prayer. 
Are driven to mix with common air. 


PART THE SECOND. 


HOW happy once was Damon’s lot, 
D'IliIi? Vi t r.'.rn mtic ■M-iicmo? were not. 


t III. » 


iU% « 


‘1 .. ]>i m trail i i<ile> in the Ale. ' 

K'-r iking pl«"i';iire'^ cheap and common, 

T ■ ■ Mirt a Ma/f. .'ill iliitiiig from .■nc. 

Ah ! happy Datnonl tlmce and more. 

Had Taste ne’er touch’d thv tranquil shore. 

Oh days ! when to a girdle tied 
The couples jingled at his ' ide. 

And Ihuiion ■.wort he would nut barter 
I'tu >]>uri.ini.in ■. girdle f. r a garii-r. 

\\ hoever came to kill an huur, 

Found easy Damon in their power j 
Pure social Nature all his guide ; 

“ Damon had not a grain of pride.” 

.'le wi.h d not ui elude the Nnares 
Which Knavery plans, and Craft prepares. 
But rather wealth to crown their wiles, 

And win their universal smiles : 

For who are cheerful, who at ease, 

But they who cheat us as they please ? 

He wink’d at many a gro.ss design 
The new-fallen calf might countermine: 
Thus every fool allow'tl his merit ; 

" Ves : Damon had a generous spirit.” 

A coxcomb’s jest, however vile, 

AVas sure, at least, of Damon’s smile ; 

That coxcomb ne'er denied him sense; 

For why ? it proved his own pretence ; 

All own'd, were modesty away, 

Damon could shine as much as they. 

When wine and folly came in season, 
Damon ne’er strove to save his reason ; 
Obnoxious to the mad uproar, 

A spy upon a hostile shore ! 

Twas tni.s his company endear’d ; 

Mirth never came till he appear’d. 

His lodgings — every drawer could show ’em ; 
The slave was kick’d who did not know ’em. 

Thus Damon, studious of his ease. 

And pleasing all whom mirth could please. 
Defied the world, like idle Colley, 

To show a softer word than folly, 
f'inco Wisdom's gorgon .shield was known 
I'o stare the gazer into stone. 

He chose to trust in Folly’s cnarm. 

To keep his breast alive and wama. 

At length grave Learning’s sober train 
Keinark’d the irifler with disdain { 

The sons of Taste contemn’d his ways, 

.And rank’d him with the brutes that ^aze, 
WTiile they to nobler heights aspired. 

And grew beloved, esteem’d, admlr^. 

Hence with our youth, not void of spbrit. 
His old companions lost their merit. 

And every kind, well-natured sot 
»^m'd a dull play without a plot, 

MTiere every yawning guest a^ees 
The willing creature strives to please 
But temper never could amuse ; 

It barely led us to excuse. 

Pwas true, conversing, they averr’d 
A 11 they had seen, or Felt, or heard ; 

Tdents of weight ! for wights like these 
I he law might choose for witnesses; 

Hut sure th’ attesting dry narration 
■* ® of conversation. 

VViiat were their freedoms?* mere excuses 
i o vent ill manners, blows, and hniises. 
vet freedom, gallant freedom ! hailing, 
uv. incessant railing. 

H ouJd they examine each offence; 

Pntl® known pretence, 

Kn ® known to br^ 'em, 

bo sure as fond prolific freedom. 


* Boisterous mirth. 


Their courage ! but a loaded gun, 

Machine the wise would wisli to .shun ; 

Its guard umsafe, its lock an ill one. 

Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In short, disgustra nut of measure, 

Thr.-ugh iiiii. h enniempi and sleiuior pleasure, 

Hi. iligiiity reiurns ; 

W iin native pride his bosom hums ; 

He seeks respect — but how to gain It ? 

Wit, social mirth, could ne’er obtain it ; 

And laughter, where it reigns uncheck’d* 
DiseanU .iii<l tli»ipates respect: 

'The man who gravely hows enjoys it, 

But shaking hands at once destroys it; 
rr«:arious plant ! which, fresh and gay. 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away ! 

t)ome then, Reserve ! yet from tliy train 
Banish Contempt and cursed DLsdaui. 

Teach me, he cried, thy magic art. 

To act the decent distant part ; 

To husband well my complaisance ; 

Nor let e ven Wit loo far .advance ; 

Bui rhuo-e i-alm lUaon for my theme. 

In these her royal realms supreme, 

And o’er her ch.arms, with caution shown. 

Be still a graceful umbrage thrown. 

And each abrujiter period crown’d 

With nods, ana winks, and smiles, profound. 

Till, rescued from the crowd beneath. 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 

I rise with head elate, to share 
.Salubrious draughts of purer air. 

Rc.s|>ect is won by grave pretence. 

And silence, surer even than sense — 

’Tis hence the sacred grandeur springs 
Of Eastern — and of other kings. 

Or whence this awe to virtue due, 

Wnbile Virtue's distant as Peru ? 

The shcathless sword the guard displays, 
Wliich round emits its dazzling rays,* 

The stately fort, the turrets tall, 

I'orumllis’tl gate, and battled wall. 

Less screens the body than controls. 

And wards contempt from royal souls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh. 

That dazzleti crowds may be employ’d 
Around the surface of— the void. 

O ! ’tis the statesman’s craft profound 
To scatter his amusements round. 

To tempt us from their conscious breast. 
Where full-fledged crimes enjoy their nest } 
Nor awes us every worth reveal'd. 

So deeply as each vice conceal’d. 

The lordly log, despatch'd of yore. 

That the frog people might adore. 

With guards to keep tliem at a distance. 

Had reign’d, nor wanted Wit’s assistance; 

Nay, had addresses from his nation. 

In praise of log-administration. 


PART THE THIRD. 

THE buoyant fires of youth were o’er, 

And fame and finery pleased no more 
Proiluctivo of that ^neral stare. 

Which cool leflectmn 111 can bear. 

And. crowds commencing mere vexation. 
Retirement sent its invitation. 

Romantic scenes of pendant hills. 

And verdant vales, and falling rills. 

And mossy banks the fields adorn. 

Where Damon, simple Swain ! was bom. 

The Dryads rear’d a shady grove, 

Where such as think, and such as love. 

May safely sigh their summer’s day. 

Or muse their silent hours away. 

The Oreads liked the climate well. 

And taught the level plain to swell 
In verdant mounds, from whence the eye 
M^ht all their larger works descry. 

'The Naiads pour'd their urns around. 
Prom nodding rocks o'er vales profound ; 
They form’d their streams to please the view. 
And bade them wind as seipmts do. 

And having shown them where to stray. 
Threw little pebbles in their way. . 

These Fancy, ail-sagacious maid i 
Had at their several tasks survey’d : 
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She saw and smiled ; and oft would lead 
Our Damon’s foot o'er hill and mead ; 

There, with descriptive finger, trace 
The genuine beauties of the place, 

And when she all its charms had shown, 
Prescrilie improvements of her own. 

" See yntiiio*- bill, so j.'reen, s-i r- utid. 

It, i r.iii u ith .mihieni I teii. fit's cr.-w n U 
’ I V ..iii'l well hei nine ihj gentle care 
T<. raise a dome to Venus there ; 
pleased would the nymphs thy zeal survey. 

And ^'(?nus in their arms repay. 

'Twas such a shade and sucn a nook, 

In such a vale, near such a brook, 

Fri.iii , 11 . h a nxkv fr.«gnicni ,priiiuinfc', 

Th.it I lined .\pi-llii I hiine to sing .ri , 

I here let an aliar. wrought with art, 

I.ncage ihj tuneful patron'- heart 

II 'w ■ harming there to mii-w* and « .rl-le 
ill riejih his bust of breathing m irbie ' 

ith laurel wreath and mimic Ijri, 

That .Town a poet's v.ist deure- 
Then, near it, st:<K)p the vaulted cell 
Whirr- Mu,i. 's iharminu maids* may dw'ell, 
J'r.'Tie I .' indulge thy tender p.issn-n, 

And make thi'v many an a"ign.iii>-ii. 

Ii. ep III the grove's o'hv un- reitivji 
Dr piaceti Alinerva's sacred seat; 

There let her awful turrets rise, 

(For ^V■isliom flies from vulgar eyes,) 

There her .-aim dictates shalt th<>u I f.ar 
Di'iin. il> -ink) ihv Ii-temiige.ir. 

A 11.1 who would shun the pleasiiig laliur, 

To h.tve Minerv.t for his neigliliour ' 

In short, VI i harm'd each wild suggestion. 

Its truth w,-is little call'd in -{Ucsilun 
dn.l Djiiicn dreain'd he saw the Fauns 
And Nymphs distinctly skim the lawns ; 

Now traced amid the trees, and then 
Jaist in the circling shades again. 

With leer oblique their lover viewing — 

And Cupid— pantlng—and pursuing— 

“ Fancy, enchanting Fair 1" he cried, 

** Be thou my goddess, thou my guide ; 

For tiiy bright visions 1 despise 
>Vhat foes may Udnk or friends advise. 

The feign’d concern when folks survey 
£x|)ense, time, study, cast away ; 

The real spleen wUn which they see; 

1 please myself, and follow thee.” 

'Rius glow’d his breast, by Fancy warm’d. 
And thus the fairy landscape charm'd ; 

But most he hoped his constant care 
Might win the favour of the fair ; 

Ana, wandering late through yonder glade, 
lie thus the soft design betray'd. 

“ Ye Doves! for wnom I rear’d the grove. 
With melting lays salute my love 1 
My Delia with your notes detain. 

Or I have rear'd the grove in vain, 
y flowers which early spring supplies, 

Display at once your brightest dyes. 

That she your opening cnarms may see, 

Or what were else your charms to me ' 

Kind Zephyr 1 brush each fkagrant flower. 

And shea its odours round my bower, 

Or ne’er again, O gentle Wind 1 
Shall I in thee refreshment find. 

Ye streams ! if e’er your banks I loved, 

If e’er your native sounds improved, 

May each soft murmur sotith my fair, , 

Or, oh ! ’twill deepen my despair. 

Be sure, ye Willows 1 you Iw seen 
Array’d In liveliMt robes of green. 

Or I will tear your slighted boughs. 

And let them fade around my brows. 

And thou, my Grot! whose lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine surrounds, 

May she admire thy peaceful gloom, 

Or thou shalt prove her lover's tomb.” 

And now the lofty domes were rear’d. 

Loud laugh’d the squires, the rabble stared. 

“ See, Neighbours ! what our Damon’s 
doing; 

I think some folks are fond of ruin! 

I saw his sheep at random stray— 

But he has thrown his crook away— 

And builds such huts, as, in foul weather. 

Are fit for sheep nor shepherd nelUier.” 
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whence came the sober swain misled ? 
Why, Flunbus put it in his head : 

I’hcebus befriends him, we are told ; 

And Phoebus coins bright tons of gold. 
'Twere prudent not to oc so vain on’t, 

I think ne’ll never touch a grain on’t. 

And if from Phoebus and his Muse 
Mere earthly laziness ensues, 

’Tis plain, for aught that I can say, 

The devil inspires as well as they. 

S.i tluv — wbili fool* of gr.) Si r kind, 

I I wii-TUit: uhai our baril design d, 

Iiri|-uie III' M'hi nil - l.i ii-al e«il, 

Til il in (III -c li.iunis he met the deiil. 

Me own’d, though their advice was vain. 

It suited wights wno trod the plain ; 

For dullness— though he might abhor it. 

In them I'e made allowance for it; 

Nor x.-mkr.l, if bc-hi-lding inoiios, 

And urns, and domes, anti cells, and grottos. 
Folk-;, little dreaming of tlie M uses, 
ri pi igued to gue" tin ir pr.>iitr Uses, 
blit dill tile Mu-i' .1 lUi.i bis I I'll ^ 

Or in f.|..l..ii,eilid \'eni.i duell ^ 

D.J Kill is .11 hiMi.ufm l"hart ■- 
'Ihe D.-iiang>'.l reMiird lii- pr,i\er ^ 
t »r ihd bi' zi .il eiii'.uje ibe t nr * 

When all the structure shone completes 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat, 
.\d--rn’d with gilding, painting, pbaniirg. 
And III.. I iir gui-si' .iloiie were u.miiii,.. 

.\ii, IT.-.- : 1 I u. 1.1 liiiiii.irs ou M iontes*i-iii,i 
came I’ovirt.v, an. I look poa»e>sion 


PART THE FOURTH. 


WHY droops my Damon, whilst he roves 
Through oniamented meads and grovtfsi^ 
N« ir c..ilumns, obelisks, and spires, 

U'hn h every ciiiir esc .idinires ■' 

'I'is Poverty, detested niiiid ! 

Sole tenant of their ample shade ; 

’Tis she that robs him of his ea.se, 

And bids their very charms displease. 

But now, by Fancy long control! 'd, 

And with the sons of Taste enroll’d, 
lie deem’d it shameful to commence 
First minister to Common-sense ; 

Far more elated to pursue 
The lowest talk of dear vertu. 

And now behold his lofty soul. 

That whilom flew from jKile to pole. 

Settle on some elaborate flower, 

And, like a bee, the sweets devour ! 

Now, of a rose enamour’d, prove 
The wild solicitudes of love ! 

Now in a UJy’s cup enshrined. 

Forego the commerce of mankind . 

As in tliese toils he wore away 
The calm remainder of his day. 
Conducting sun, and shade, and shower. 
As most might glad the new-born flower, 
Ko fate ordain’d — before his eye — 

Starts up the long-sought butterfly. 

While tlutlering round, her plumes unfold 
Celestial crimson dropp’d with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flowerets fair ! 

The living beauty claims his care : 

For this he strips— nor bolt nor chain 
Could Damon’s warm pursuit restrain. 

See him o’er hill, morass, or mound, 
Where’er the speckled game Is found. 
Though bent with age, with zeal pursue. 
And totter towards the prey In view. 

Nor rock nor stream his steps retard. 
Intent upon the bleis’d reward : 

One vassal fly repays the chase ! 

A wing, a film, rewards the race ! 

Bewails him. though disease attend. 

And in a fatal surfeit end. 

So tierce Camilla skimm’d the plain, 

Smit with the purple's pleasing stain ; 

She eyed intent the glittering stranger. 
And knew, alas ! nor fear nor danger. 

Till deep within her panting heart 
Malicious Fate impell’d the dart. 


• The Muses. 
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How studious he what favourite food i 

Regales Dame Nature’s tiny brood.' 

\Viiat junkets fat the filmv pcoide ! 

And what liqueurs they choose to tipple ! I 

Behold him, at some crise. prescrll)e, 

And raise with drugs the sickening tribe i 
tir h!«ply, when their spirits falter. 

Sprinkling my Lord of (Jlovne’s tar-watcr. 

When Nature’s brood of insects dies. 

See how he pimps for amorous flies! 

See him the timely succour lend her. 

And help the wantons to engender ! 

Or see him guard tlicir pregnant hour. 

Exert his soft obstetric power, 

And, lending each his lenient hand. 

With new bom grubs enrich the land! 

O Wilks ! * what poet’s loftiest lays 
('in match thy labours and thv praise ? 

I >lllll•'^tl 1 l S'lige ! bv K ile ilei rii.-<l 
1 .. uoar.l ilie m..ib'’ iiiii~iri..ii ■ i-rn.! ' 

I'lll fluttering swarms on swarms arise* 

And all our wardrobes teem with flies 
And must we praise this taste for toys ? 

Admire it ther in girls and boys 
Ye vuuths of fifteen years or more ! 

Resign your moths— the season’s o’er; • 

'Tis time more social j<iys to jirove ; 

’Twere now your nobler task to love. 

I of • • *'s eyes more dri’plv warm, 

N'T -lighting Nature's tiin -t |■■..rm, 

The 1 -i.iH ofyi'iir -oul- drii rimne 
Tuwird., the Oil in loiu .■!' \.tiure's it-rmin. 

Iliii, ih ' hi w ivonUroii- fi'W li.iiie kiioA It 
To gi V !■ eai h > t ige ol life u ^ o'm ’ 

■fi- the ptiti \i iS uiiii'-t l■••un^l, 

With r, nil I'll iiiir;ile I dud iround, 

T'ipl«> v-t th" 1 liiid viii.jH.' gl. wmg dyes 
Tisi loiigiUligbi in.i#lrir eye-, 

Anvluw,liui With ngu I. 

I lie pliUn-vk reughi laliours of tlie loijm. 

Ah ! let not me by fancy stt-er, 

Wlien life’s autumnal clouds apiiear ; 

Nor e’en in liCiiniing’s long delays 
tjonsume my fairest, fruitli'ss days; 

r ike bitn who should in armour spend 
‘The sums that arii,uur should deitnd. 

Ai*lulc in Fleisure’a mvrtle lsiis»,r 
We -liari- h* r siinles and lilesslur jtower, 

I'ljt lindat la‘t \ainl.v strive 
To i.v the worst «.isiueiie-<ili ve. 

I I you ! that w ith assiduou- ilame 
Have long pursued the failliless dome. 

Forsake her soft abodes awhile, 

And dare her frown, and slight her smile ; 

Nor scorn, whatever wits may say. 

The footpath road, the king’s highway 
No more the scrup’Ious charmer tease. 

But seek the roofs of honest Ease ; 

The rival fair no more pursuevl, 

Sltall there with forward pace intrude ; 

Shall tlierc her every art essay 
'To win you to her slighted sway. 

And grant your scorn a glance more fair 
Than e’er she gave your fondest prayer. 

But wovild you happiness pursue ? 

Partake both ease and pleasure too ? 

Would you, through all your days, dispense 
The Joys of reason and of sense ? 
f)r give to life the most you can ? 

Ixit social virtue shai»e the plan ; 

For does not to the virtuous deed 
A train of pleasing sweets succeed ? 

Or, like the sweets of wild desire. 

Did social pleasures ever tire ? 

V'et midst the group be some preferr’d 
IJe some abhorr’d— for Damon err'd : 

And such there are — of fair address — 

As ’twere unsocial to caress. 

<) learn by Reason’s equal rule 
'To shun the praise of knave or fool ; 

'i'hen though you deem it better still 
To gain some rustic ’squire’s good will. 

And souls, however mean or vile, 

Like features, brighten by a smile. 

Yet Reason holds it for a crime 

The trivial breast should share thy time; 

And Virtue with reluctant eyes 
Beholds this human sacriRce. 

•Alluding to moths and butterflies, delineated 
AVUki,— Sec his very exi>eQsive pro- 


'Through deep reserve, and air erect. 
Mistaken Damon won respec.t ; 

But could the specious homage pass 
With any creature but an ass ? 

Jfciin-riniis. tbpv who fear li the iVin 
U'l.iiid -I ..111 the -liigt'i-li [.rule vvitiiin. 

\\ liat awe -trill A slan', the towrii en- 
close 

Where Persian monarch s cat and doze ! 
What prostrate reverence all agree 
To pay a prince they never see ! 

M.-ri 1,1 - royal ilir..ne: 

'The i.rtu, * niii-i lie shown 

To make the reverence his own. 

As for Thalia— wouldst thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion take her 
She will with duteous care atteml. 

And all thy pensive hours befriend; 

Will -w ell fb« jo—, will slnre thv pain, 
ii'i iln-c iLj-.i I . with llite i-'r iiii plain ; 

Will -'I Ill ili\ p.ili.w, pl.iii T|u bowers, 

And biiiU ihy aclnng head with flowers. 

Blit t-c this pr- v',..u- in ixim |.|,(, wa- 
ll' Ih-U I .Ti .1 f. ,.l *.M I , l|..o.', 

Il l-h-'d With III r. |||..U I in I ■ua„,ii 

rc.nb'inpt, and rty. .nd pain ; 

Jf so— ;iheri riili aMhrf grail' — 

And fruitful be your fond embraces ! 

Too soon, by caitifi spleen inspired. 

Sage Damon to his groves retired. 

The path disclaim’d by sober reason ; 
Uctirement claims a later season, 

Kre active youth, and warm desires 
Have quite witiinrawn their lingering fires. 
With the warm bosom ill agree 
Or limpid ‘imm or sji.idv tree; 

1 .III links w iiii.n the r>’ « b. wrr, 

.\iid I um- till -I'vi 111 til n- bi'iir ; 

.Ami-iiiiin lind- hi> ..aim riirt-.ii, 

And bids III- pulse loi> 111 n ely beat : 

EVn ...ii.l Fi.-emUhip lulls III, cir, 

And i ite- him to Ibe |.l.il.|ii 
)><>cs he resist tlii4r geiiiimc b n e ^ 

Ills tem]>er inki. - -ouie I'roM ard couin.’, 

Till iM-sinn, mi-direi II il, sighs 
For wicds, nr hIiiH., nr grub., or Hies! 

Far happiest he whose early days. 

Spent in the social paths of prai.se. 

Leave fairly printed on his mind 
A train of vlrluou.s deeds behind : 

From this ricli fund tlie memory draws « 
The lasting meed of self-applause. 

Such fair ideas lend tlielr aid 
To people the «cqiie<ttr’d nhide • 

.*-111 )i iiie the Nii.ul-, Nyii phs, ipd rum., 
'I'hat haunt his floods or cheer his lawn.s. 

If, where his devious ramble .strays. 

He Virtue’s radiant form surveys, 

She seems no longer now to wear 
'The rigid mien, the frown severe ;• 

To show him her remote aboda, 

T-ip. lilt till r.'.i ki. irdiiou, riMil; 

Bui lr>'in » .• I' ib'Vnr bn held- allow 
>lii ivviiics a g iiluiid li-r In- briivi. 


ECONOMY, 

A Rhapsodi/, 

addressed to young poets. 


Insnnis : omnes gelidis quicunque lacemis 
Sunt tibi, Nasones Virglllosque vides. Jll/jr/. 

IMI'rATION. 

1 Thou know’st not what thou say'st ; 

In garments that scarce fence them from the cold 
Our Ovids and our Virgils you behold. 


paHT the FIRS'r. 

TO you, ye Bards ! whose lavish breast requires 
This monitory lay, the strains belong; 

Nor think some miser vents his sapient saw. 

Or some dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 

* Alluding to— The Allegory in Cebe's Tablet. 
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That tempt profUdon, sings ; \rhile friendly Zeal, 
To guard nom fatal ills the tribe he loves. 

Inspires the meanest of the Muse's train ! 

Like you I loathe the grovelling progeny. 

Whose wily arts by crecuing time matured. 
Advance thetn high on Power's tyrannic throne. 
To lord it there in gorgeous uselessness. 

And spurn successless Worth that pines below ! 

See the rich churl, amid the social sons 
Of wine and wit regaling ! hark, he joins 
In the free jest delighted ! seems to show 
A meliorated heart ! he laughs, he sings. 

8ong$ of gay import, madrigals of glee. 

Ana drunken anthems, set agape the board. 

Like Demea,* in the play, benign and mild. 

And pouring forth benevolence of soul. 

Till Micio wonder; or, In Shakspeare's line, 
Ob-trept-rous *^116001. i drowning Shall -Ws v,>ice, 
And sCarding Pahl.id niiJ lll^ mvl < 
t He owns 'iia prudence, e^i r .nid a'i..n, 

To airiooih his «areful lirow, t.i hi hiai ur^c 
to a six -pence’s diameter. 

He likes our ways ; he owns the ways of wit 
Are ways of pleasure, and deserve regard. 

True, we are dainty good society ; 

Hut what art thou r> Alas ! consider well. 

Thou bane of social pleasure, know thyself: 

Thy fell approach, like some invasive damp 
Breath'd through the pores of earth from Stygian 
caves, 

Destroys the lamp of mirth ; the lamp which we. 
Its Flamens, boast to guard : we know not how. 
Bat at thy sight the fading flame assumes 
A ghastly blue, and in a stench expires. 

True, thou seem’st changed ; all sainted, all cn- 
sky’d : 

The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes 
Say thou art honest, and of gentle kind : 

But all is false ! an intermitting sigh 
Condemns each hour, each moment given to smiles, 
And deems those only lost thou dost not lose. 

B'en for a demi-groat this oi>en’d soul. 

This boon companion, this elastic breast, 
Kevibrates quick, and sends the tuneful tongue 
To lavish music on the rugged walls 
Of some dark dungeon. Hence, thou Caitiir.' fly ; 
Touch not my glass, nor drain my sacred bowl. 
Monster innate ! beneath one common sky 
Why shoul^t thou breathe ? beneath one common 
roof 

Thou ne’er shalt harbour, nor my little lioat 
B-eoelVe a soul with crimes to press it down. 

Go to thy bags, thou Recreant ! hourly go. 

And, gazing there, bid tliein be wit, tie mirth. 

Be conversation. Not a face that smiles 
Admit thy presence 1 not a soul that glows 
With social purport, bid, or e’en or morn, 

Invest thee happy 1 but when life declines. 

May thy sure heirs stand tittering round tny bed. 
Ana, ushering in their favourites, burst thv locks. 
And fill their laps with gold, till Want and Caro 
With Joy depart, and cry, “ Wo ask no more.” 

Ah ! never, never may th’ harinoniuns mind 
Endure the worldly 1 Poets, ever void 
Of guile, distrustless, scorn the treasured gold. 

And spurn the miser, spurn his deity. 

Balanced with friendship, in the poet’s eye. 

The rival scale of interest kicks the beam, 

Than lightning swifter. From his cavern’d store 
The sordid soul, with self-applause, remarks 
The kind propensity ; remarks and smiles. 

And hies witli impious haste to spread the snare. 
Him we deride, and in our mimic scenes 
Contemn the niggard form Molicre has drawn : 

We loathe with justice ; but, alas ! the pain 
To bow the knee before tliis calf of gold, 

Inmiore his envious aid, and meet his frown ! 

But ’tisnot Gomez, 'tishot he whose heart 
It crusted o'er with dross, whose callous mind 
Is senseless as his gold, the slighted Muse 
Intensely loathes. 'Tis eure no equal task 
To pardon him who lavishes his wealth 
On racer, fox-hound, hawk, or spaniel, all 
But human merit ; who with gold essays 
All but the noblest pleasure, to remove 
The wants of Genius, and its smiles enjoy. 

But you, ye titled youths 1 whose nobler zeal 


• In Terence’s Adelphi. 
f Justice Silence^ in Shakspeare’s Henrj lY. 
Second Part. 
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Would burnish o’er your coronets with fame. 

Who listen pleased when poet tunes his lay. 

Permit him not in distant solitudes 
To pine, to languish out the fleeting hours 
Of active youth ; then virtue pants for praise. 

That season unadorn’d, the careless bard 
Quits your warm thresliold, and^ like honest Gay, 
Contemns the niggard boon ye time so ill. 

Your favours then, like trophies given the toml^ 
Th' enfranchised spirit soaring not perceives, p 
Or scorns perceived, and execrates the smile 
Wliich bade his vigorous bloom to treacherous 
hopes 

And servile cares a prey expire in vain ! — 

Two lawless powers, engagtsi by mutual hate 
In endless war, beneath tlieir flags enrol 
The vassal world : this Avarice i^ named, 

That Luxury ; 'tis true their partial friends 
Assign them softer names ; usurpers both ! 

That share by dint of arms the legal throne 
Of Just Economy ; yet both betray’d 
Bjr fraudful ministers. The niggard chief 
Lidening t.j wtnt, -ill and prepared 

To j -111 eiii li in hi. rit il « tram. 

Hi. I oiiJiui iiiLHlr. U by the nri. dies feari, 

The -.l.ne iii.pirc., while I.uxiiry, a iloef 
Of ,iiLi|-li>i fjiili. Ill I’leiiry'i rule rengns 
His whole I. iiniMigTi. 'I’ls I'leiiiy's nattering 
sounds 

Engross his ear ; 'tis Plenty’s smiling form 
Moves still licfore his eye. Discretion strives. 

But strives in vain, to banish from tlie tltrone 
The perjured minion ; he, secure of trust. 

With latent malice to the hostile camp 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth con- 
veys. 

Yo towering minds ! ye snhlimatiHl souls ! 

UTio, carilf.. nfyour f.i'riun..', \1 and .ign, 

>01, let, contr.ii I ’ at-iiuil, i^iih i-i-urnnen 
Than fops take siiufl ! whose economic t are 
Vour green silk purse engro- se» ' i i>v, pleased, 

To see gold sparkle through the siibile biliU, 

Lovely as when th’ He. pi ri ui fiuiiagc simliil 
Amid the verdurous grove ! wlio fondly hope 
Spontaneous harvetts ! harvests all the year ! 

WTio scatter wealtJt, os though the radiant crop 
Glitter’d on every bough ; and every bough. 

Like that the Trojan gather’d, once avulseti, 

Were by a splendid successor supply’d 
Instant, spontaneous ! listen to my lays ; 

For ’tis not fools, whate’er nroverbial phrase 
Have long decri‘ 0 <l. th.it quit with grentod fase 
The treasured g''lu. i M' word, indied profux', 

Of gold lenai lolls, their lorpesi. eiil soul 
rienrhes their com ; and what eleciral fire 
.*sl»all solve the frosiv gripe, and bid it ilow ? 

'Tin genius, fani 7 , trial to wild evpensc 
or health, of irriiftiirc, siimulaies ilie soul: 

These with offii lous i arc and t.ii.il an 
Improve ihe vmou* llavnur . ihi-sc the smile 
or Cliloe aofien tliiw. li e glare of ilress 
Illume, the gliiiering i li.irivl gdd ani-w. 

And B'lil strange wisdom to ihc furs of Power. 

Alas! that he, amid the race orincn, 

That he who thinks of purc-t g<ild wnh storn, 
yslioiild with tins lied aiij'Ciiie demand. 

And vainly court the pleasure it procures ! 

When Fancy’s vivid spark impels the soul 
To scorn quotidian scimes, to spurn the hliM 
Of vulgar minds, what nostrum shall compose 
It’s fatal tension ? in what lonely vale 
Of balmy Medicine’s various field as]iires 
The bless'd refrigerant ? Vain, ah ! vain the hope 
Of future peace, this orgasm uncontroll’d ! 
Impatient, hence, of all the frugal mind 
Requires ; to eat, to drink, to sleep, to fill 
A chest with gold, the sprightly breast demands 
Incessant rapture ; life a tedious load 
Denied Its continuity of joy. 

But whence obtain f philosophy requires 
No lavish cost ; to crown its utmost prayer 
SulHce the root-built cell, the simple fleece. 

The juicy viand, and the crystal stream. 

E’en mild Stupidity rewards her train 

With cheap contentment. Taste alone requires 

Entire proru.slon ! D^s, and nights, and hours, 

Thy voice, hydropic Fancy ! calls aloud 
For costly draughts, inunuant bowls of joy. 

Rivers of rich regalement, seas of bliss, 

Seas without shore ! Infinity of sweets! 

And yet, unless sage Reason join her hand 
In Pleasure’s purchase* pleasure is unsure 
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And yet, unless Economy’s consent 
lA ffitimate expense, some graceless mark, 

Smne svmptoin ill concealed, shall so<jn or laf'*, 
FhirM I'lki a piniiiie fri,m the vj. i-'ii.' tide 
f i| iriil hlotvl, pr'ii'liiliiiiiig VV ant a 
AiiikJ'I (he lilo<>rii oi ^how. 1 he a. dnt\ 'treim, 
N|,.w ImKi rmi: m iis i lniinel ; ‘i.'em? t-, ne 

With V «k' ' li^lih . lilt ih iiilil ih.-H, il^'v |iuw»r, 
t' iiii i"ii' , eiii|'iy III , |a nuri->ii ■ urn 
(lit iho ri.u^h rm k, h'-w iiiUit In' ti ll-iw aUi. iitis 
1 'i ride the iinkliiK.-'. i-l ilie l-i isUne nil 1 
I not aspire to mark the dubious path 
That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain ! 
lint lire self llatterv i-'rotli the vivid breast 
iV iih Uieami ot turtune lu 'i.i an . d to l.iin- , 

Krill. 1.1 huw fi'W vibij il.rrm d il.e li'-i- iir 
< i|' Ml r.ip iir .if k iiii: lier aiiiil. • • i.j.i^M ' 

I in.idir well tth it me.ai:ri- .iiiiii n p.ml 
I 111 Lti il iMu'iru.in ' rite III lull, lid vUi;, 

iid i>r.i(i'it| I ill lb II 'll ir <1 suMi.i'i , 

And |. It dull I ir. Uf.w ; mIi .1 Km lilMipill'i 
I he in.idi si i ird i l l. n o .1 l.ii/ m rnKii 
I .. ..Well «iii!i I. .r. III.. iMiid 1 ' |.'iri III 'ir, tin, 
.\iid molirn .il"ii l ilu- )■ nu:. !■* tide, r- rn 
■ To •peii.i. !.. I n... 1.. w ml, i-i l.i UII.I..I1., 

\tTiy klK.ul I I I. II ..I I I, j ' pii.-ivi .tl il 
Heloved in vain ? too roiuous is my theme ! 

Which of your bo.isted race might hojre reward 
r.ike loyal Butler, when the liltend t'harles 
1’he jufWe of wit, I'crii'.e'l the •'priKlillv I' lfe, 

rriumpfi ml '.‘i r hi^ I Ih ii.-v.. lu.i ri.-pi , 

■| he poet's ji in- lie ; I'Uil., trii ii..i.e 
To spare the scanty boon the Fates decree, 
and rich ! ’tis solecism extr<!me ! 


'Tis heighten'd contradiction ! in ills frame. 

In every nerve and fihre of his soul. 

The latent steeds and principles of want 

Has Nature wove, and Fate confirm’d the clue. 

Nor yet despair to shun the ruder gripe 
Of Penury: with nice precision learn 
A doll.ar’s value. Foremost in the p.^ge 
That marks ih’ expense of each revolving year 
I’l.ace inattention. When the lust of prai^. 

Or honour’s false idea, tempts thy soul 
To slight frugality, assure thine heart 
That danger’s near. This peri.shable coin 
Is no vain ore. It is thy lil>erty ; 

It fetters misers, hut it must alone 
Enfranchise thee. The world, the cit like world 
Hid.s thee lieware ; llty little craft e8S.ay ; 

Nor, piddliiitf with a tea.'p.sm’s slender f.-.rm, 

*'!« vinli .mip I idi, n ilitiN g..itm.mdi/e. 

Kcuiiomy 1 ihou go,Hl ol.l .tmit ' whose ntieti, 
Flirt, iw’il with age ind .vire, llio wise- .ad<.re, 
flu wils I itnieniii ' revriiiig still lliy »l>. re. 
r.iihei'riht friends -it I.v-i ; whv wiihtheiif, 

Or bookles.s churl, with e.ach ignoble name. 

Each earthly nature, deign’st thou to reside ? 

And .shunning all, who by thy favours crowtt’d 
Might glad the world, to seek fwme vulgar mind. 
Inspiring pride, and selfish shapes of ill ? 

Why with the old, infirm, and impotent. 

And childless, love to dwell, vet leave the breast 
III youth uiiu.irii'.l, iiiiguldL<d, uiiinfmtn'd 
•if vouifi, to wh.ini ihy moiiliory voice 
W(,re doubly kind .> I'lr, -ure, toyoiiihful eyes, 
ill.iw short v..i’ir it jirovel the road ofUfe 
Appenti pii ir j, u.l f.iir on ellhtr M.le 
riie Lnvts, (he tir ices plav, on Fortune’s child 
Profusely snuling : well might youth ess-iy 
I'he frugtl pi. Ml, tne lucrative employ, 

•'ource ol their i.ivour all the livelong day. 

Hut file asM-nii. not. Age alone coiiirai is 
His meagre p iim, to clench the tempting Imne 
'M .all his peace, the gliluring seeds of care I 

O (hat the Mu-v s vm, e might piirce Iheeir 
< If generous youili ; for youth de-erves her si-ni;. 
Vi.uih Is fair Virtue’;, reason, virtue then 
Heqiiiies the priinei’> hand ; the sequent stage, 

It barely vegetates : nor long the space 
Ere, robb’d of warmth, its arid trunk displays 
Eell ^Vinter’8 total rei^. O lovely source 
Of generous foibles, youth ! when opening minds 
Are honest as the light, lucid os air. 

As fostering breezes kind, as linnets gay, 

1 ender as buds, and lavish as the spring ! 

Vet hapless state of man 1 his earliest youth 
C orens itself ; his age defrauds mankind. 

Nor deem it strange that rolling years abrade 
extensive page, 
unfold repeated prooft 

Of gold s omni^t^ce ? With patriots, friends. 


I Sickening lieneath its ray, enervate some, 

[ ..V,yid others dead, whose putrid name exhales 
I A noisome .scent, the hnllty volume teems ' 

, With kinsmen, brotners, sons, moistening the 
I shroud. 

Or honouring the grave, with specious grief 
Of short duration, soon in Fortune’s Iwams 
Ali rt, and wondering at the tears they shed. 

] But who shall save, oy tame prosaic strain. 

That glowing lireast where wit with youth conspires 
; To sweeten luxury P The fearful Muse 
' Sliall yet proceed, though by the faintest gleam 
Of hojie inspired, to warn the train she loves. 


PART THE SECOND. 


' In some dark season when the misW shower 
Oliscures the sun, and saddens all txie sky. 

When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor stream 
Invites thee forth to sport tny drfxiping Muse, 
Keiie the dull hour, nor with regret as-.icn 
To worldly prudence. She, nor nice nor coy. 
Accepts the tribute of a joyless day ; 

She smiles well pleased when wit and mirth re- 
re<le, 

.\n.l not a Grar.. , .and nr.f a Mnv will lie.ar. 

"1 h- II ft. MU III ije^iii Marii'n awful sir un. 

Or towering Homer, let thine eye descend 
T. trace, with patient industry, the page 

• M III. .iiiie and eSFa n>e . and,'i.h: Uw.ire 

i hy l.fi tsi, silf II iiti-ring : pl.ice no c.iurily -irnb., 
N-i gobli 'I pr.itiii'e i l v.iur I’liihlos Muse, 

N.ir l.ii. lit mine w hull i oriuni..'* hand may show, 
\iiii.l ihy ■..■1..I -mil.. The Siren's H.ng 
\v re. k - n.u the listening ' nlor h.tif 'o surt. 

l.y will! ueniies, w h it ileM.'iis paths, 

I 1.. r.. i .if \\ iiu lieiL ii il, »ieals along, 

.X'lil b.iri ei. h I'aial pis. ’ .*s.>me tew jhort hour. 

I u puii. lu.il I ire, the n i'iise of thy year, 
tin I'riigjI sclii inivi luploy’d, shall give the Mn-e 
1 .1 s,n.; mirepiil in.iiiv .i cheertui ibiv. 

But It too Miuii |.el..re the tepid g des 
1 li\ re'.iliKioii inell, and anient vwws, 

In w ir» hours pn I'ltT ii, or die forg.it, 

‘ tr •i.fiii tile forn .1 r ileci of h.try skies, 

■| I'eii, « re surprise, bv who-e im'pi. iiious rag.. 

’1 III iii issy f .ri with •sill, h thy gentler breiut 
1 lu.i Ajmp.ire,1» won, the s.ing priici.< ds. ■ 

Kii.iss , i.si. by Nature's undimiriish’il law, 

'I liroiigboui tier re ilms obey 'd, ibe sarious )•arls 

• tf d. . p I re.riioii, , it. mis, sy.ii tns, all. 

Attract, and are atracted ; nor prevails the law 
Alone in matter ; soul alike witn soul 
Aspires to join ; nor yet in souls alone, 

In e.ieh idea it imbibes is found 
The kind propensity ; and when they meet 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe. 
Their tempers variou.s, vow perpetual faith ; 

That should the world’s disjointed frame once 
more 

To chaos yield the sway, amid the wreck 
Their union should survive ; with Roman warmth. 
By sacred hospitable laws endenFd, 

Should each idea recollect its friena. 

Here then we fix ; on this perennial base 
Erect thy safety, and defy the storm. 

I,ct soft profusion's fair idea join 

Her hand with Poverty ; nor here desist. 

Till o’er the group that forms their various tr.ain 
Thou sing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward show in lasting leagues combine 
Witli shame threadbare; the gay vermilion face 
Of rash Intemnerancc be discreetly pair’d 
With sallow Hunger : the licentious joy 
AVith mean dependence ; e’en the dear delight 
Of sculpture, paint, intaglios, books and coins, 

Thy breast, sagacious Prudence ! shall connect 
With tilth and beggary, nor disdain to link 
AVith black Insolvency. Thy soul, alarm’d, 

Shall shun the Siren’s voice, nor boldly date 
To hid the soft enchantress share thy breast. 

With such a train of horrid fiends conioin'd. 

Nor think, ye sordid race ! ye grovelling minds ! 
I frame the song for you ; for you the Muse 
Could other rules impart. The friendly strain. 

For gentler bosoms plann’d, to your** would prove 
The juice of lurid aconite, excew 
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Whatever Colchos bore, and in your breast 
Compassion, love, and friendship ! all destroy. 

It fin''oatly shall avail, if e’er thy stores 
Increase apace tliy periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy i)atron’s boon. 

The lean reward of ipross unbounded praise ! 

It much avails to sei^e the present hour, 
j\nd, uni’ielitii ratini;, rail iir~-und 
Thy hungry i. redli-T< ; iheir linrrid ri»{e. 

When once appease*], ihe small n mi iiniiMt store 
Shall rise m weight tenfold, in lu'ire riu*. 

As fpjid lmpr^lvt^l li> mans .1 iieri e -is. is. 

'Tis thus the fnn: il Inisli iiMin m din • i; 

His narrow stream, if o'er its wonted banks, 

Rs’ sudden rains impeH’d, it proudly 'Wi II . ; 
Hisuiiieiv band iliroucb latit-r ir.ii.k> >•■ll•.|.sl 
The ipii, k decrea-iii,: iidi , ere Ifrne ii-ii. 
t)r (lir'-Uk'h the wild m.ir.iss, tsr 1 ulior.- i in id, 

Or bladed pras.s mature, or barren sands. 

It How destructive, or it flow in vain. 

»Hut hapiuest he wlio sanctities exj^Kriiso 
By present pay ; who subjects not his fame 
To tradesmen’s varlets, nor bequeaths his name. 

His honour’d name, to deck the vtilcar pace 
* If base merhamc, >.Mr.h.l. iii-iii. , n- 
I hi re haplv, while ihv ai.i.,. .ubbnul,. - ■ ■*. 

Rev ind this earthly sjiVo ri', in heaven’s il. i li.'. 

And ilre.ariii ■ifnes'l ir .iiid inibro-jul .sv.-ii., 

Thy fn’owitip debt steals unregarded o’er 
The punctual record, till nor i’hn>bus’ self. 

Nor saire Minerva’s art. ran anchl avail 
T > soisth the ruihlm Jon v det- .risi ripe' 

Frantic and fell, with many a curse protane 
He loads the pentlc Muse, then hurls tliee down 
To want, r- morse, ciptivjtv, and bam.-. 

Kacli |iuhlK' place, (lie pliil' run; h tout, -f nn n, 
t\ iili h»rror llv. VV'liv |..ii. r f.r «r i'i> 1. in.* ' — 
W'hv fondly lliiifer on a hostile shore 
Ihsarm'd, deteiii eless ■' w hy ns^uire to trend 
The precipice •' or why, al n ' to breathe 
A moment’s luiace where every breeze is *leat,h ? 
Death to thy future peace ? Away ! collect 
Thy dissipated minn ; contrift thy train 
t>t' wild iileis, o .-r the lluwery tiib'J. 

I >f show diiruscd, and sjhs.*! to -aiV-r clime.. 
Economy jires< ni.s Ikt pi i.. : a. .'epf 
The faitlihil iiiiiror, pow. rl'ui todin lo.e 
A thousand forms unseen by careless eyes, 

That plot thy fate. Temptation in a robe 
<.)f Tyrian dye, with every sweet iierfumcd, 

BeseU thv sense ; Extortion follows close 
Her wMton step, and Ruin brings the rear. 

These find the rest shall her mysterious glass 
Embody to thy view ; like Fenus kind. 

When to her labouring son the ’vengeful powers 
That urged the fall of Ilium she disiilay'd : 

He, not imprudent, at the sight dcclinwl 
Th' uncc^ual conflict, and decreed to raise 
The Trojan welfare on some happier shore. 

For here to drain tbv swelling purse await 
A thousand arts, a thousand frauds attend : [lioxec, 
‘‘ The cloud-wrought canes, the gorgeous snulF 
The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee. 

With all ite bright inhabitants, shall waste 
Its melting stores, and In the dreary void 
I.«eave not a doit behind.” Ere yet exhaust 
lU flimsy folds ofl’end thy pensive eye, 

Away ! embosom’d deep in distant shades. 

Nor seen nor seung, thou may’st vent thy scorn 
Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems, and gold 1 
There of the fardea fop and essenced licau. 
Ferocious, with a Stoic’s frown disclose 
Thr manly scorn, averse to tinsel pomp. 

And fluent thine harangue. Rut can thy soul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of dress 
Where dress is merit ! where thy graver friend 
Shall wish thee burnish’d ! where the sprightly-fair 
Demand embellishment ! even Delia’s eye. 

As In a garden, roves, of hues alone 
Inquirent, curious ? Plv the cursed domain ; 

aire the realms or luxury and show. 

No claMic soli ; away ! the blooming spring 
Attracts thee hence; the waning autumn warns; 
r ly to thy native sh^es, and dread even tliere, 

Jycst busy fancy tempt thy narrow state 
Beyond ftt bounds. Observe Florello’s mien : 

Why treads my friend with melancholy step 
That beauteous lawn ? why, pensive, strays his eye 
O’er statues, grottoes, urns, by critic art 
Proportion’d fair ? or from his lofty dome, 

Bright glittering through the grove, returns his eye 
Unpleased, disconsolate ? Ana Is it love. 


PIECES. 

Disastrous love, that robs the finish'd scenes 
Of all tlieir beauty ? centering all in her 
His soul adores ? or from a blacker cause 
Springs this remorseful gloom ? is conscious guilt 
'I’^e latent source of more than love’s despair ? 

It cannot be within that polish’d breast. 

Where scieniu iUell>, ihri goili ■.hould harboui 
there. 

No ; ’tis the sad survey of present want 
And past profusion ! lost to liim tiie sweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with every charnr % 
For otlicr eyes; or it remaining, proofs 
Of criminal ctjiense ! Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley, mountain, wckkI, and jilain 
How gladsome once lie ranged your native turf, 
Voiir simple scenes, how raptured ! ere Expense 
Had lavish'd tliousand ornaments, and taught 
('onvenience to perplex him, art to pall, 

I’omp to deject, ami Beauty to displease ! 

Oh ! for a v>ui to all the glare 01 wealth. 

To Fortune’s wiJ.- exhanstlc.s trea'nr>’, 

N"ti|\ ■ill..Ti"r ' but b 1 I mil >11 gllldr 
Ti ■ii.po .il ,.i the VI . iiin i.i-M -rn, 

And I’fiiili'iico he oiir Almoner. Alas ! 
rill* pilgrim w.iiiikring o’er some distant clime. 
Sworn foe of avarice ! not disdains to learn 
Its coin’s iin[iuted worth, the destined means 
To .m-'Oth hi, p.tssigc to file fivour’d shrine 
Ah ' let n ■' u-. a h i ire id till, stranger world, 

!.• I none " (•■urn on the realms of lile, 

I'-.rg.-t til.' 1 m l i. merren.irv, iii.r waste 
Hi, t ire er. I imled on n > l•,■n^l shore. 

I et llevv r bard ■ nn.ijh 1 ’ .ll lilr.'» mb", ; 

I el 11. V. r b inl, I > IhiriiM.'i.iM ' ,iirvi'. 

'I by l•.'•trne.l .iri, m 1 hi .» i. K', ij.ime Ui.jilav . 1 ; 
Dangerous incentive nor with lingering eye 
•^urv.'v the windo'v Veiii'-e calls her own. 
llciii r t-’f Inm, » nh n / . . r ,1. i.,! M u,e 
I 0 slug .1 reoue iii 10 ih g genlU- ,oul 
Vl'n-i |•hlm^I till.' skv light, kiliii.h to laiisli hards 
f invev, alone the pure eihi-r.. al r\v ; 

F >r garret, him. Hill .>pi ibJ u alb, .iw in, 

I nless, presiigetiii, i'r..iiii his inenill) strain 
Me glean adwee, and shun (he scnhliler's d.^'im. 


PART THE THIRD. 


VET once again, and to thy doubtfVtl fate 

'I'he trembling ,\I use consigns thee. Ere contempt, 

Or Want’s empoison’d arrow, ridicule, 

'l'rari,fi'c lli> weak unguinlul hr. ist. iK'hold ! 

The poi t , r.w.f., the i jr. lev, pm I'., hi. 

M l.. I s. ..riis .ulvi. e, ,hili . I■■sl■ inv m-i ...m* hv. 

\V l.ell < lUUl VIT, Pi.w greil, m.w l.llle drs. 11. . 1 , 

Tin- plaMhing of I 'oiiip iri.on. .irrivwl 
Wlnrre le.inu-ii ls>'>om, their i.i rial M heines 
Projected, studious of the public weal, 

Mia these one subtler artist he descried, 

Who cherisli’d in his dusty tenement 
The spider's web, injurious, to sujiplant 
Fair Albion’s fleeces ! Never, never may 
Our iTionareh on such fatal purpose smile. 

And irritate Minerva’s he^^ar’d sons, « 

The Melkshnm weavers ! Here in every nook 
Their wefts they spun, here revell’d uncontroll’d, 
And, like the flags from Westminster’s high roof 
Dependent, here their fluttering textures waved, 
''’ueh. so adorn’d the cell I mean to sing? 

Cell ever squalid ! where the ,iieerful maid 
Will nit fdiigue her hand, hr.jiim nivervmis, 

'1 hat comes to all, u er whose quiescent walls 
Arachne’s unmolested care has drawn 
Curtains subfusk, and save th’ expense of art. 

Survey those walls, in fady texture clatl, 

Where wandering snails in many slimy paths, 

Free, unrestrain’d, their various journeys crawl , 
Peregrinations strung, and labyrinths 
Confused, inextricable 1 such the clue 
Of Cretan Ariadne ne’er explain’d ! 

Hooks! angles! crooks! and involutions wJJdt 
Meantime, thus silver’d with nieanders gay 
In mimic pride the snail-wrought tissue shines. 
Perchance of tabby, or of harratcen. 

Not ill exjiressl ve : such the power of snails ! ' 

Behold his chair, whose fractured seat infirm 
An aged cushion hides 1 replete with dust 
The fuliaged velvet, pleasing to the eye 
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Of great Eliza’s reign, but now the snare 
Of weary guest, that on the specious betl 
Sits down confiding. Ah ! disastrous wight ! 

In evil hour and rashW dost thoxj trust 

The fraudftil couch for though in velvet cased. 

The fated thigh shall kiss the dusty floor. 

The traveller thus, that o’er Hibernian nl.ains 
Hath .-.haped his way, on beds profuse of flowers, 
Cowsiip, or primrase, or the circular eye 
Of daisy fair, decrees to bask supine. 

nd VC ' dcUghti il, d.i*n he dr-ip.., secure 
III ,11'eet r^freMiiiirni, eav wmIiimiI unii.>v, 

• T Ills, li.is ms-n d i> nii>. .Mi' inn. h lU ■ niir-l, 
Muih sulieniig p.lgriiii' thou nor noon day nap 
.\or 'Weet repiiv tind . ihe I'.iiM- iiiota^i 
In quivering iin.lnl lll.>ll^ vf ld> hcni 'oli 
'1 li.v liurdcii III llii- n.iry iii l.■-(d ' 

.\nil wli.i w.iuld irnM .iiip- .rm. i i.t ihiiieeye 
Wnere mid tnachuios of hetei ogenous form 
;fis coat depends, alas ! his only coat, 

Kl.lest of rhini;, ' no. I n iple-s .as a heath 
I M ^lllall eiieiii I'V ilii'S Misri. ids grazed. 

N.'i dilli ri-iii h iv.- I ...in m dreii V s iuii 
lii.plav'd .1 coiiiii , ..ii c u li ^.ii.le ...I.- 
Tl.e icsiiiri' uiiiii.ik- led vvni.. mure : 
i'r.iudful, when tuiji h d ii glide-, in dil.l away. 

And leaves the wondering swain lo g ipe. to stare, 
,\n>l with e\j>re'Sivc shrug .m.l i-iteou:, Mgh 
!>■ . lari- ihe l.n rl fur. e of r- llipg jcar», 

Or ,'l,re extent .af fr lil ni.'irfalif v. ’ 

■| tils -igcd Vesture, >. ..rii .-f g i/m ’ In- lUx 
-\nd foriml .ars. (ihin,.. U. . t.' >hipl\ v.imM,) 
llolh on iLs sic. V and cm ii • sL .rt rei mis 
F ill ni mv .1 pm vs id,.- sj.ii i, img f.ir .1 e i r 
Their »el|.kri.j« n . is'si mt-i hi d. Iig'ited eye, 
Though uraju in tti.iugiii,. ..miin remg uitli tliesky. 
He, gt-iuh slO'.piiig, s. ..m il n. t to nor dsc, 

.\nd ..M ea., h oi.-evc, as , ...ns, u, ..f ih. ir iise, 
liideiiiliig iix thciii; n,*r, v.i,eii ar.n'd uiih(h,>v, 

'J Ilf .. uri of rt-ni.s .md scrnraii..»n il.r.-, 

.And . lirrms eii.iriii.jus, did he vn-a- di.'riiv'd 
Ih-Uge, hramhie, tin,. k..-l, bush, |>.■lli nd.ng fiio 
'I'l luroihes, r.rit, and fuj-se ' li.r.l aity wight 
Ot vulgar skill the tender texture owii’rl ; 
lint gave hi. ruin. I to f- nil a s, nm I <]ii nnt 
Ot Silvia’s shoe-string, or of Chloc's fan. 

Or sWciiU.f.ishii.ii'd liu of fcli.Vs t ii. 

.M.ts ' l.v ire.|uent iiftC dc .yv* the force 
( If ni..rtal an ! the r. fr i. tor.v rube 
Eludes the tailor's an, rlu.b's his own ; 

How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd ! 

See near his bed (his l>ed, too falsely call’d 
The Place of iiest, while it a bard sustains, 

Pale, meagre, muse-rid wight 1 who reads in vain 
Narcotic volumes o'er) his candlestick. 

Radiant machine ! when from the olastic hand 
Of Mulciber, the mayor of Birmlngnam, 

Till* etigiiie iksued ; n,.w . ol.is ' disguised 

li.i many an uncliKMis tide, th it wandering down 

Its sides cciigcal : what he, iiirhaps, e-s,iys. 

With hum.iur turccxl, and ill-dissemblird ^mile, 

Idly |.J liken to the popl it's trunk, 

R'/iert o'er Its b.srlr the In. id .tiiilwr, wound 
In many a pleasing f.il.l, in.'rii'U the tree; 

Or suits’ hint in., re the winter's cmdiid th.irn, 
R'hen from eaih braiu h, anna.d'd, the works of iVobt 
Pervasive, radiant Icicles ilepend ? 

How shall I .sing the various ills that wait 
The careful sonnetteer ? or who can paint 
The shifts enormous that in vain he forms 
To patch his paneless window ; to cetnent 
His batter’d tea-pot, ill-retentive vase ! 

To war with ruin ? anxious to conceal 
Want’s fell Mpearance, of the real ill 
Nor foe nor fearful. Ruin unforeseen 
invades his chattels ; Ruin will invade. 

Will claim his whole Invention to repair. 

Nor of the gift, for tuneful ends design'd, 

AUow one part to decorate his song ; 

While Ridicule, with ever-pointing hand, 

Conscious of every shift, of every shift 
In^cative. his inmost plot betrays. 

Points to the nook, which he his study calls, 
^®™pou8 and vain 1 for thus he might esteem 
"‘• chest a wardrobe, purse a treasury; 

And shows, to crown her full display, himself ; 

>ne whom the powers above, in place of health 
vigour, of paternal cot 
rf.i j, scrip, or staff, 

' "p, dish, spoon, plate, or worldly utensil, 

1 framed not to repine. 

And wish the cobbler's loftlestaite his own ; 


Nor, partial' as they seem, upbraid the Fates, 

Who to the humbler mechanism join’d 
tl.H.,] «.» ^u)ll■r^.)r, such exalusi bli's! 

u.il, si.-L-mmg eav, wh.it lihnur'd peace. 

II. , 1 1 ii.li-.i liypoi. rile ! relinr^ liis 1..11I, 

I Ii • I l..irr.iiiiu-'miMii I then ho* I'i-ii.ti .|, how lorciJ, 
'I h It . in- lit l.i.ig *..iiiiiel will, h iiiiplir-. 

Ills debts discharged, and Jie ot halt a crown 
In full possession, uncontestetl right 
And property ! Yet, ah ! whoe’er this wight 
Admiring views, if such there ho, distrust 
The vain pretence ; the smiles that harbour grief, 
As lurk" th" «eri‘e,-!t deci> in (lowers enwre ith'-il. 

F -ri* It". '.I. iriig .l.. r wiili pmilL-iit r-ige 
Tl.v pi-ii ■lcM,..i| , I the tr.i^tii r lla.l, 

.\i..lhi. , 11 ..., I ii...iir. wl,|. 1, 111,. I h.a. i‘ iii^i>ire I. 
Hut if tliou view’st a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of /-ommoTi sense, wlv> seeks no brighter name. 

Ill'll I iii\, imii .i.in.ire, l.nn, rr-.iii il.y breast, 

I’tL'. I- lit --i lui.ir. .i.giiiiii > iiiim 
.'*«b. r.if, ..r M.l. ..r, <11 co.i.i.-rt ii.le I'nrs a 

Knwrapt, secure; nor yet the laureate’s crown 
In thfiight cx. lu.l. him ' he perch inre shall rise 
"I o 'i-.I.liT lii-ighi.. Ill HI |■..re iki.l I .111 ilei ri-e 

U hell, iiri-il with wr.iilit-.r tii-. iiiiriguet,di'pl.iy'il 
I'l lull.. .Ill i.lb' ...inL', ''.itiirniaii ,l..ve 
\ .-w d riire de'iruilion to ilie lunelul race, 
Appei-id by -up|>liuit I’ho’biis, ” M,ir.l>, (he s'li.i) 

II- n. I lorth'iit pl.-niy, we dib, mil l|'.■^arT J, 

Hilt I. >1 |.\ frugal I ire-, inii:hi u. ar il.e i.-iv 
• lire I'f tliiii.iler Low the I i.-li.m b.'W J, 

.\ur at in' iiiviitiou> Ijvour .laxed repute. 


THE RUINED ABBEY; 


THE EFFECTS OF SUTER.STITION, 


AT It ngfh fiir Peicc. with olive crown'd, vegains 
II. r I twlul throne, ...f.l to the •-i.Tr.l l.auiil- 
Ol w...hI ..t t..uiii ihi. irighieiJ Mu-e ri'iunh. 

M ipp.t th. bird, wii.i, ir.i'n his niiive iiill-, 

'-<>11 inii-ing on a smiimi’r s eve, surrevs 

III- .t/ure S.r. . 1111 , w .III I>...||.|le w..tsl> ell. , 

I »r .. er the gl 1 — v sort i. e with hi- Inen'J, 

<»r faithful fur, thr.'iUgh bordering willowstrreen, 
W .iH.. hi- -m III rrii.'iie. Kearl. s- he of sh mt- 
«tr I unit-, ihi rhii'.ric of the watery 1 re», 

I h It ape . oiiiu>iuM irom the ri.ilni- they rule , 
Fearless of these ; who shares the gentler voice 
Of peace and music ; birds of sweetest song 
AttuiU! from native boughs their various lay. 

And cheer the forest ; birtls of brighter plume 
AV'lth busy pinlor. skim the glittering wave. 

And tempt the sun, ambitious to display 
Their several merit, while the vocal flute. 

Or number’d verse, by female voice endear’d. 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the seene. 

If solitude his wandering steps Invite 
To some more deep recess, (for nours there are 
When gay, when social minds to frietwlshlp’s voice 
Or Beauty’s charm her wild ahotles prefer,) 

How pleased he treads her venerable shades. 

Her solemn courts 1 the centre of the grove ! 

The root-built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around embosom’d, how It sooths the soul .' 

If scoop’d at first by superstitious hands. 

The nigged cell received alone the shoals 
Of b^ot minds, Religion dwells not here. 

Yet Virtue pleased at Intervals retires : 

Yet here may Wisdom, as she walks the maze, 
Some serious truths collect, the rules of life, 

And serious truths of mightier weight than gold ! 

I ask not wealth ; but let me luiard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard’s art, 

A few fix’d principles, in earl.v life, ^ 

Ere indolence imiiede the search, explored ; 

Then like old Latimer, when age impairs 
My judgment’s eye, when miibbllng schools attack 
My grounded hope, or subtler wits deride, 
will I not blush to shun the vain debate. 

And this mine answer ; “ Thus, ’twas thus I thought. 
My mind yet vigorous, and my soul entire ; 

Thus will I think, averse to listen more 
To inUicate discussion, prone to stray, 
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Perhaps mjr reason may hut ill defend 
My settled faith ; my mind, with age impair'd. 
Too sure its own infimilties declare. 

But I am arm'd by caution, studious youth. 

And early foresight : now the winds in.iy rise. 

The tempest whistle, and the billows roar ; 

My pinnace rides in port, despoii'd and worn. 
Shatter’d by time and storms, but whiie it shuns 
Th’ unequal conilict, and declines the deep. 

Sees the suong ves.sel fluctuate, less secure.” 

Thus while he strays, a thous.and rural scenes 
Suggest instruction, and instructing nlea.se. 

And see Iwtwixt the grtive’s exteixied arms 
An Abbey’s rude remains attract thy view, 

(Jilt by th'e mid-day sun : witli lingering step 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiinhrg to destroy 
Tree, branch, or shade, for tiever shall thy breast 
Too long deliberate,) with timorous hand 
K Remove th’ obstructive bougii ; nor yet refuse, 
Though sighing, to destroy that favourite pine, 
fUaised by thy hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that screens the vast remains. 
Aggrieved, but coirstant as the Homan tire, 

Tne rigid Manlius, when his conquering son 
Bled by a parent’s voice, the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour limelessly display’d ; 

Nor cease till, througii tlte glcxmiy road, the pile 
(Jleam unobstructed , thither oft thine eye 
Shall sweetly wander ; thence returning, sooth 
With pensive se'enes thy philosophic mind. 

These were tliv haunts, th^ opulent abodes, 

O Superstition ! hence the dire disease 
(Balanced with which the famed Athenian jiest 
Were a short head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of transient Indignai ion) Hd/ed niankind. 

Long lime >he raged, ai'd M'.in p a s.iiiih* rn gale 
M'arm'd our i lull air, unlouli d u iih (be ibieais 
< )f lyrunl Horne ; but I'ullle ill, till -hi , 

Koiiie'i abler legiU', ni.ignlhed tin ir powtr, 

.\nd in a thuUNirnl hnrriu forms aiiirtd. 

Whore then w.v< truth to >.ani lily the p.ige 
I>|' nriii-h annali ■' it a fia- esjiired', 

The perjured monk »uLiorn'd intVriial shrieks 
And fiends to snatch at the dwi irting soul 
\Vith hellish emulation : if a tfjend, 

High o’er his ro<jf exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the skies. 

What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted 
faith? 

The sovereign’s just, the subject’s loy-al pact. 

To cherish mutual good, aiinuli’d and vain. 

By Kunun magic, ^ew an idle scroll 
Ere the Trail sanction of the wax was cold. 

With thee, Plantagenet !• from civil broils 
The laud awhile respired, and all was peace. 

Then Mecaet rose, and, impotent of rnmd. 

From regal courts with lawless fury march’d 
The church’s blood-stain’d convicts, and forgave. 
Bid murderous priests the sovereign frown contemn. 
And with unhallowed crosier bruised the crown. 

Vet yielded not supinely tame a prince 
Of Henry's virtues ; leam’d, courageous, wise, 

Of fair ambition. Long his regal soul, 

Firm and erect, the peevish priest exiled. 

And braved the fury of revengeful Rome. 

In vain ! let one feint malady diffuse 
The pensive gloom which Superstition loves. 

And see him dwindled to a rc*creant groom, 

Hein the pioud palfrey while the priest ascends ! 

Was (JoL'ur de Lion f bless'd witn whiter days ? 
Here Uie covfl'd zealots with united cries 
Urged the crusade; and see 1 of half his stores 
Despoil’d, the wretch whose wiser bosom chose 
To tilets his friends, his race, his native land. 

Of ten fair suns that rode their annual race. 

Not one beheld him on his vacant throne , 

While haughty j[g>ngchainp,t mid his liveried flies 
Of wanton vassals, ^il'd his faithful realm. 
Battling in foreign fields ; collecting wide 
A laurel harvest for a pillaged land. 

O ! dear bought trophies ! when a prince deserts 
His drooping realm to pluck the barren sprays ! 

^hen faithless John usurp’d the sullira crown, 
Witat ample tyranny ! the groaning land 
Deem’d earth, deem'd heaven, its foe ! SU tedious 
years 

Our helpless fathers in despair obey’d 
The papal interdict ; and who obey’d 


♦ Henry 11 . ♦ Wchard I. 

f Bishop of Ely, Ignrd Cbsnceiior. 


The sovereign plunder’d. O inglorious days ! 
When the French tyrant, by the futile mam 
Of papal rescript, claim’d Britannia's throne, 

And durst invade ! be such inglorious days 
Or hem e forgot, or not recill’il in vain ! 

Si-.arce had the tortured ear, dejected, heard 
It.-.n.i*. loud -,i-i.-itlicm I. I'liit lu.irtlc' , dead 
1 .. ewiy i-.jrii.-.e, iiu ii nor »i 1. •! t.. Ir ,■ 

N.'f d ii- 1! I ■ ilie. 'I be I I ll■.■rl■ u-, liiinl 

llfird ibi. dire I iir-e, mul troiii In • Ti iiiblii'i. 1^ d 
r. il lilt- ru gli . till 1 rih k ih.u rubil the pi m “ 

■| III I.IL Ji'iiiii. yiiig lioiiie, in ew ly i li lnl be ■. 

.1 v,-iigii'ul .rrigi I, III «li-'-i waging •. I. 'll 
Hi- rta.1-. il Iii.iialioii . -ei ' II* '.d ie ir.mi 
• If grim .iiieiuJ int' pi'iii il'ii by ile-j' ur ' 

Till- w, ir, p.lgriiii fr.iiii reniuii i ■ limt*<i 
Tty p 1 1 Ill'll 1 ' 1 . ps arm I il, hi Ih'I.h , hi* It lend*, 

Ml- ■■ll-pring iili i.m l- on llie flirliie 
ill 3 .-iiie f ir-lionoiir'd -.iiiii In- i- i.ily 'U'rLs, 
li.i, ri- il.' i -.i-up, .1. k. I.' ai III -.iglil 
( >1 till- l-.trr'il lane, and 'ili iii .In il« a tear. 

1 be ureiili, Mliuse hij|a- by aiern Oppressioii 
chiusr-d 

From every earthly bliss, still as it saw 
Triiiit.|-.h lilt v-r- iig. t.ioV wing, and flt-w to heaven, 
A I 'I ri -teiJ Ibiie, ii.o* iiiuiirn il Im. refuge li.'t 
.\ii-l m. iiud e. Tbc M. Tid fane « as barr'd ; 
And the lone altar, where the mourners tliroiig'd 
To supi>licate remission, smoked no more : 

While the green weed luxuriant round njiroi-e. 

> jnu- Iriilli tbeir (ll■.'alill•td, wbire lU bre-U, I Illh 
‘1 broiigh i-viry sl.ige of lili lo lloiiuS di i rets 
• II— -IIIIOU', biimbl, blipcd lo dll- lii fa-ai e, 

N..te '.',\v til. gl .i-ily king appruaih, iHgiil 
In tenfold leriuTs, iinvi etjnring beard 
fhe Li't loud ilarli'ii 'uunii, and Heaven's decree 
With unreMiilimg vi ogeani e b.ir ibe 'kie'. 

N-.r liLbt (be grill', by Mipei siiiioii ivtigb’d, 

I'll it (ill ir di-ni-n-aii'd i oi'e, sbui from the verge 
Of hallow’d earth, or tutelary fane, 

Must sleep with brutes, their vas-sals, on the tield, 
Unneath some path, in marie tinexorcised ! 

No solemn bell extort a neighbour’s tear ! 

No tongue of jiriesl pronounce tlieir soul secure. 

Nor fondest friend assure their peace obtain'd ! 

The priest, alas ! so boundless was the ill ! 
j He, like the tiock lie pillaged, idned forlorn ; 

The vivid vermeil ik'd his lady cheek. 

And his big paunch, distended with Uic spoils 
Of Imlf bis iliK k, emaciate, groan’d beneatli 
Su|»erior pride and inigiitier lu.st of power ! 

’Twas now Home’s fondest friend, whose meagr.- 
hand 

Told to the midnight lamp hls holy bead.s 
With nice precision, felt the de«.‘per wound. 

As his gull’d soul revered the conclave more. 

I Whom did the ruin spare ? for wealth, for jiower. 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and friend. 

Sunk helpless, in tlie dreary gulf involved. 

And one cajiriclous curse enveloped all ! 

Were kings secure ? in towering stations born, 

In tlatterv nursed, inured to scorn mankind. 

Or view diminish’d from their site sublime. 

As w hen a shepherd, from the lofty brow 
Of some proud cliif surveys his lessening flock 
In snowy groups diffusive scud the vole. 

Awhile the furious menace John return’d. 

And breathed defiance loud. Alas ! t«x> soon 
Allegiance sickening, saw its sovereign yield 
An angry prey to scruples not hls own. 

The loyal soluicr, girt around with strength. 

Who stole from mirth and wine hls blooming years, 
And Mdzed the falchion, resolute to guard 
His sovereign's right, impalsled at the news. 

Finds the Arm bias of his soul reversed 
For foul desertion, drops the lifted steel, 

And quits Fame’s noble harvest, to expire 
The death of monks, of surfeit and of sloth ! 

At length, fatigued with wrong.s, the servile king 
Drain’d trom his land iU small remaining stores 
To buy remission. But could these obtmn ? 

No ! resolute in wrongs the priest obdured. 

Till crawling base to Home’s deputed slave. 

His fame, hls people, and his crown, he gave. 

Mean monarcn J slighted, braved, abhorr’d, before 
And now, appeal by delegate sway, 

The wily pontiff scorns not to recall 
His interuictions. Now the sacred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes, prepared 
To buy deceit ; admit obsequious tribes 
Of satraps : princes ! crawling to the shrine 
Of sainted villany 1 the pompotu tomb 
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Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incense wreathed, amidst a drooping land 
That sigh'd for bread ! ''ris thus the Indian clore 
Displays its verdant leaf. Its crimson flower. 

And sheds its o<lours, while the flocks around. 
Hungry and faint the barren sands explore 
In vain ! nor plant nor herb endears tne soil. 
Drain’d and exhaust to swell its thirsty pores. 

And furnish luxury— Vet, yet in vain 
llritannia strove ; and whether artful Rome 
Caress’d or cursed her, Superstition raged. 

And blinded, fetter’d, and despoil’d the land. 

At length some murderous monk, with poisonous 
Uxncird the life his brethren rolih’d of peace, [art. 

Nor yet siirceaseil with .fohn's disastrous fate 
Pnntific fiiry • Enirlisti wealth exhaust. 

'I'he ■aT]Ui III r- igo * the (mVi; ir'd shore 

■ riin vkith It. dim UMirer- jin p.iri'd 
1 ij lenil, for uriiiini; un-. x inipletl hire. 

To lend — what Rome might pillage uncontroll’d. 

For now with more extensive havoc raged 
Relentless (iregory, with a thousand art*, 

And each rapacious, born to drain the world ! 

Nor shall the Muse repeat how oft ho blew 
The croise’s trumpet ; then for sums of gold 
Annull’d the vow, and ha<lc the false alarm 
Swell the gross hoards of Henry or his own : 

Nor shall she tell how pontiffs dared repeal 
The best of charters ! dared alisol ve the tie 


Of British kings, by legal oath restrain’d : 

Nor can she ilwell on argosies of gold 
From Albion’s realm to servile shores convey’d. 
Wrung from lier sons, and speeded by her kings 
Oh, irksome days ! when wickeil thrones combine 
With iiapal craft to gull their native land ! 

Such was our fate while Rome’s director taught 
Of subjects born to be their monarch’s prey. 

To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil. 

For v.v ant gliiltonv . I'tionio'n. fraiul. 

For avirice. iiivv, i-ride, re'nitf-', and »hame ' 

0 (bn trine breuhcd fr'im m (■ave> exhaled 
Fr..'n mmosf nrehii-. '-Siiidi lle^ry’^ tttgn : 

I'rging 111 * loyal reilm s rrhii latit hand 

To wielil (he poll eful sword, by .folin erew»«ile 
Fornsl from it* n(..)bli ird, and with burnish'd lance 
Essay the savage cure, domestic war 1 
And now some nobler spirits chased the mist 
Of general darkness, (irostml f now adorn’d 
The mitred wreath he wore, with Reason’s sword 
Staggering delusion's frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome’s Interdict expiring calm, resign’d 
No vulgar soul, that dareil to Heaven appeal ! 

Rut, ah ! this fertile glebe, this fair <lomnin. 

Had well nigh ceded to thi* slothful hands 
Of monks libidinous, ere Edward’s care 
The lavish hand of deathbed Fear restrain'd. 

Vet was he clear of Suiierstition's taint ? 

He, too, misdeemful of his wholesome law. 

Even he, expiring, gave his treasured gold 
To fatten monks on Salem’s distant soil ! 

Ves, the Third Edward’s breast, to papal sway 
So little prone, and fierce in honour's cause, 

Could Superstition quell [ before the towers 
Of haggard Paris, at the thunder’s voice 
He drops the sword, and signs ignoble peace ! 

^ But still the Night, by Romish art diffused, 
Collects her clouds, ana with slow pace recedes ; 
When, by soft Bourdeau's braver queen approved. 
Hold Vvickllffe rose ; and while the bigot power 
Amidst her'native darkness skulk’d secure. 

The demon vanish'd as he spread the day. 

So from his bosom Cacus lireathed of old 
T he pitchy cloud, and in a night of smoke 
bocure, awhile his recreant lire sustain’d, 

1 ill famed Alcides, o’er his subtlest wiles 
Victorious, cheer’d the ravaged nations round. 

Hail- honour’d Wickllffe .' enterprising age I 
•An Epicurus in the cause of truth f 
r or ’Us not radiant suns, the jovial hours 
’>/ youthftil spring, an ether all serene, 

^or all the verdure of Campania’s vales 
T'k” w religious gloom ! 'Tis reason, thought, , 
A "a * w j' radiance, that pervades the soul, 
■Ana sheds its beams on Heaven’s mysterious way ! 
As yet this light but glimmer’d, and again 
ftrror prev^l’d ; while kings, by force upraised, 
loose the rage of bigots on their foes. 

And |eek affection by the dreadful boon 


cancelled the Magna Charta. 

1 Aisnqp of Lincoln calied Malleus Komanorura. 


Of licensed murder. Even the kindest prince, 

The most extended breast, the Royal Hm ! 

All unrelenting heard the Lollards’ cry 
Burst from the centre of remorseless flames ; 

'I’heir shrieks endured ! O stain to martial praise ! 
When ('obham, generous as the noble peer 
'I'hat wears his honours, paid Ure fatal price 
Of virtue blooming ere the storms were laid ! 

"I'was thus, alternate, truth’s precarious flame 
Decay’d or flourish’d. With malignant eye 
The pontiff saw Britannia’s golden fleece. 
t)nce ail his own, invest her worthier sons ! 

Her veril.ml vill^^V'. and her fertile plains 
Yellow « itn (jr iin, ibjurr his hatel'iil ‘•way ! 

E'iav’.I hi; iitinr.;t .irt. and inly own’d 
N" Ijil-i.iir. t••■r^.■ |■r■■|■■•rll'>ll l-i ilie pri/e. 

Nuwhi-iiihi iiipii/r ;ii'U 'd. w iih envious eve. 
The nr. I tAir pun rn ■'! ili- f■■llllll■ fr ime. 

All N iliir.-'. I((riiiti. ■. in on-- r- rni ili^play'd, 

An.t I eiilriinrf Mu-re. in wilij .'nil i/e hi- -lii -il ; * 

'I lun <-ril, erivMMu lli-.nen'; i re. line h.ind, 

U i-h d t-i hi- gio-imy renin hi-. cnMniis am 
Miglii win tbi. pri/e, ami doiibled evi-rv sii-irp. 

.\'id lain were n-j. on, i -iur life. Ii irniiiif, all, 

Till power accede, till Tudor’s wild caprice 
Smile on their cause ; Tudor ! whose tyrant reign. 
With mental freedom crown'd the best of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own ! 

Then Wolsey rose, by Nature form’d to seek 
Ambition’s trophies, by address to win, 

By temper to enjoy— whose humbler birth 
Taught the gay scenes of pomp to dazzio more. 

Then from its towering height with horrid sound 
Rush’d the proud Abbey : then the vaulted roofs. 
Torn from their walls, disclosed the wanton scene 
Of monkish chastity ! Each angry friar 
Crawl’d from his lieddod strumjiet, muttering low 
An inelfectual curse. The yiervious nooks. 

That ages past convey’d the guileful priest 
To play some image on the gaping crowd. 

Imbibe the novel day-light, and expose. 

Obvious, the fraudful enginery of Rome. 

As though this ojicning earth to nether realms 
Should flash meridian day, the hoodc'd race 
.Shiiddtr, ab.ish’d to find their cheats display’d, 

.\iid. i'ons« iou* of their guilt, and pleaM.-d to wave 
li% fcarlul mix>d, redgn (i tiu-ir fair dum.iin. 

Nor yet supine, nor void of rage, retired 
The pest gigantic, whose revengeful stroke 
Tinged the red annals of Maria’s reign. 

When from the tenderest breast each way war^ priest 
Could banish merev and implant a fiend ! 

When cruelty the funeral pyre uprcar’tl. 

And bound Religion there, and fired the base I 
Wlien the same blaze, which on each tortured Umb 
Fed with 1uxuri.xnt rage, in every face 
Triumphant faith appear’d, and smiling hope. 

O bless’d Eliza 1 from thy nierefng lieam 
Forth flew this hated fiend, the cnild of Rome ; 
Driven to the verge of Albion, linger’d there 
Then with her James receding, cast behind 
One angry frown, and sought more servile climes. 
Henceforth they plied the long<contlnued task 
Of righteous havoc, covering distant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the shatter’d pile. 
While through the land the musing pilgrim sees 
A Mhck of brighter green, and in the midst 
Appears a mouldering wall, with Ivy crown’d, 

Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 

Now but of use to grace a rural scene. 

To bound our vistas, and to glad the sons 
Of George’s reign, reserved for fairer times ! 


LOVE AND HONOUR. 


Red neque Metlonim silvic, ditissima terra 
Nec pufeher Gange.s, atque auro turbidiis Htemus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent ; non Bactra, nec 
Indi, • 

Totaque turriferU Panchaia pinguls arenis. 
IMITATION. 

Vet let not Median woods, (abundant track !) 
Nor Ganges* fair, nor HeemuSif miser-like. 


• Ganges— the greatest river, which divides the 
Indies in two parts. 

f Haimus— a high moontain, dividing Thrace 
and Thessaly. 
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Proud of his hoarded gold, presume to vie 
With Britain’s boast and praise; nor Persian 
Bactra,; 

Nor India’s coasts, nor all Paiu haia’s § sands. 
Rich, and exulting in their loftjr towers. * 


LET the green olive glad Hesperian shores; 

Her tawny citron, and her orange groves. 

These let lUjria boast ; but if m vain 
'I’o win the stranger plant’s cUtlusive smile 
Tlie Briton labours, yet our native minds. 

Our constant bosoms, these the dazrled world 
May view with envy; these Iberian flames 
Surrey with fix’d esteem and fond desire. 

Hapless Elvira 1 thy disastrous fate 
May well this truth explain, nor ill adorn 
The British lyre ; then chiefly, if the Muse, 

^Nor vain nor partial, from the simple guise 
Of ancient record catch the pensive lay, 

And in less gravelling accents give to lame. 

Elvira ! loveliest maid ! th’ Iberian realm 
Could boast no purer breast, no sprightlk-r mind. 
No race more splendent, and no form so fair. 

Such was tire cnance of war, this peerless maid, 
in life’s luxuriant bloom, enri( h’d the sjk)!! 

Of British victors, victory’s noblest pride • 

She, she alone, amid the wailfiil train 
Of captive maids, assign’d to Henry's care, 

Lord of her life, fier fortune, and her fame ! 

He, irenerous youth ! with no penurious hand. 
The temous moments, that unjoyous roll 
Where Freedom’s ( heerful radiance shines no more. 
Essay’d so often ; conscious of the pang 
That &auty feels, to waste its fleeting hours 
In some dim fort, by foreign rule restrain’d. 

Far from the haunts of men or eye of day ! 

Sometimes, to cheat her bosoiu of Its cares. 

Her kind protector number’d o’er the toils 
Himself had worn ; the frowns of angry seas. 

Or hostile rage, or faithless friend, more fell 
Than storm or foe ; if haply she might find 
Her cares diminish’d; fruitless, fond essay ! 

Now to her lovely hand with modest awe 
The tender lute he gave ; she. not averse. 

Nor destitute of skid, with willing hand 
Call’d forth angelic strains ; the sacred debt 
Of mtititude, she said, whose Just commands 
Sun might her hand with equal pride obey ! 

Nor to the melting sounds the nymph refused 
Her vdcal art ; harmonious as the strain 
Of some Imprison’d lark, who, daily cheer’d 
'By guardian cares, repays them with a snng. 

Nor droops, nor d^ms sweet liberty resid'd. 

Theaong, nor artless, had she framped to 
Disastrous passion ; how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot custom sway'd, some soft-eyed fair 
l/oved only one, nor dared that love reveal ! 

How the soft anguish banish’d fVom her cheek 
The damask rose full-blown ; a fever came. 

And from her bosom forced the plaintive tale ; 
Then, swift as light, he sought the lore-Tom maid. 
But vainly sought her, tom by swifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle shade. 

Love’s mournful victims on the plains below. 

Horoetimes, as Fancy spoke the pleasing task, 

She taught her artful ne^e to dl^tay 

The various pride of spring ; then swift upsprung 

Thickets of myrtle, ej^ntlne, and rose : 

There mi^ht you see, on gentle toils intent, 

A train of busy Loves ; some pluck tlie flower, 

Some twine the garland, 8<jme with grave grimace 
Around a vacant warrior cast tlie wreath. 

"I’was pain, 'twas life ? and sure to piercing eyes 
The warrior's ftgw depictured Henry’s mien. 

Now bad the generous chief with Jqy perused 
The royal scroll, which to their native home, 

Their ancient rights, uninjured, unredeem'd. 
Restored the captives. Forth with rapid haste 
To glad his fidr fiiviia’t ear he sprung, 

^ired by the bliss he panted to convey ; 

'^But fired in vain ! An ! what was his amaze. 

His fond distress; when o'er her pallid face 
Dejection reign'd^ and from her lifeless hand 
Down dropp'd the myrtle’s fair unfiniah'd flower ! 
Speechless the stood; at length with accents faint. 


f Bactra— the Bactrlant,nroTinclaIs of Persia, 
i ]’anehaia~a country or Arabia Felix, fruitftil 
In franklnocnsa and various spices, remarkable also 
for its many towers and lofty bullaingi. 


“ Well may my native shore," she said, “ resouna 
Thy monarch’s praise ; and ere Elvira prove 
Of thine forgetful, flowers shall cease to feel 
The fostering breeze, afid nature change her laws !’ 

And now the grateful edict wide alarm'd 
The British host. Around the smiling youths, 
(Tail’d to their native scenes, with willing haste 
Their licet unmoor, impatient of the love 
That weds each bosom to its native soil. % 
The patriot passion ! strong in evei^ dime. 

How jilstly theirs who find no foreign sweets 
To dissipate their loves or match their own. 

Not so Elvira ! she, disastrous maid ! 

Was doubly captive : power nor chance could loose 
The subtle bands : she loved her generous foe ; 

She, where her Henry dwelt, her Henry smilcsl, 
Tould term her native shore ; her native shore, 

By liim deserted, some unfriendly strand, 

Strangev bleak, forlorn ! a desert waste and wild. 

The fleet careen’d, the wind propitious fill’d 
The swelling sails, the glittering transports waved 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons’ azure wing. 
With night auspicious, skimm’d the placid main. 

On her lone couch in tears Elvira lay. 

And chid th' officious wind, the tempting sea. 

And wish’d a storm as merciless as lore 
Her labouring bosom. Fondly now she strovo 
To banish pa!^on ; now the vassal days, 

I'he captive moments, that so smoothly j>ast, 

By many an art recall’d ; now from her lute 
With trembling fingers call’d tlie favourite sounds 
Which Henry deign’d to praise; and now essay'd. 
With mimic chains of silken fillets wove. 

To paint her captive state ; if any fraud 
M ight to her love the pleasing scenes prolong. 

And with the dear idea feast the soul. 

But now the chief return’d, prepared to laun'^h 
On Ocean’s willing breast, and old adieu 
To his fair prisoner. She, soon as she heard 
His hated errand, now no more conceal’d 
The raging flame, but with a spreading Iilush 
And rising sigh the latent pang disclosM. 

“ Yes, generous youth ! I see thy bosom glow 
With virtuous transport, that the task is thine 
To solve my chains, and to my weeping friends. 
And every longing relative, restore 
A soft-eyw mud, a mild ofibnceless prey ! 

But know, my soldier ! never youthful mind, 

Tom from the lavish joys of wild expense 
By him he loathed, and in a dungeon bound 
To lan^ish out his bloom, could match the pains 
This ilT-starr’d fireedom gives my tortured mind. 

** What call’d I IVeedom ? is it that these limbs. 
From rigid bolts secure, may wander far 
From him I love ? Alas ! ere I may boast 
That sacred blessing, some superior power 
To mortal kings, to sublunary thrones. 

Must loose my passion, must unchain my soul : 
Even that 1 loathe : all liberty 1 loathe 1 
But most the Joyless privilege to gaze 
With cold Inuinerence where desert is love. 

" True, I was bom an alien to those eyes 
I ask alone to please ; my fortune’s crime ! 

And ah ! this flatter’d form, by dress endear'd 
To Kpanlsb eyes, by dress m^ thine offend. 

Whilst I, ill-fated maid I ordain’d to strive 
With custom’s load, beneath its weight expire.. 

" Yet Henry’s beauties knew in foreign garb 
To vanquish me ! his form, howe’er di|tguit>ed. 

To me were fatal ! no fantastic robe 
I’liat e’er caprice Invented, custom wore. 

Or folly smiled on, could eclipse thy charms. 

“ Perhaps by birth decreea, by Fortune placed 
Thy country’s toe, Elvira’s wannest plea 
Keems but the subtler accent fraud inspires ; 

My tenderest glances but the specious flowers 
That shade viper while she plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breast. 

By ties of grateful duty bound, ensnare ? 

Is there no Inrlghter mieo, no softer smile 
Pot Love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 

Heaven search mj soul 1 and if through all its cell* 
Lurk the pernicious drop of poisonous guile. 

Full on my fenceless head its phial'd wrath 
May Fate exhaust, and for my happiest hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee ! 

“ Ah. me ! nor Henn's nor his country’s foe, 

On thee I gazed, and Reason soon dispell’d 
Dim Errors gloom, and to thy favour'd isle 
Assifm'd ita total merit, unrestrain’d. 

Oh iiovely region to the candid eye t 
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•Twas there my fancy saw the Virtues dwell. 

The Loves, the Graces, play, and bless’d the soil 
That nurtured thee ! for sure the virtues form’d 
Thy generous breast; the Loves, the Graties plann’d 
Thy shapely limbs. Relation, birth, essay'd 
Their partial power In vain ; again I gazM, 

And Albion's isle appear’d, amidst a track 
t)f savage wastes, the darling of the skies ! 

And thou by Nature form’d, by Fate assign’d. 

To paint the genius of thy native shore. 

“ ’Tis true, with flowers, with many a dazzling 
scene 

Of humish’d plants, to lure a female eye, 
liieria glows ; but, ah ! the genial sun, 

Tli.it gilds the k-iiK-n'h fruit, nr scents the flower. 
Oil 'Spanish iniiid'i, a nation's nnliler hoast ! 

Mt- ii'Oi forili ungentle intIuiTices. There 
'•■t. .fcaliiii’V fiiihroned, and at each ray 
Lxuliani lights his slow ninsuitung fires. 

N >| 'ucli lliv charming region ; long liefore 
M l .weel eiperience lauglit me to decide 
< 't' Knglish worth, the sound had pleawd mine ear. 
Is there that savage coast, that rude sojourn, 
Stranger to British worth ? the worth which forms 
The kindest friends, the most tremendous foes ; 
First, best supports of liberty and love ! 

No, let subjects India, while she throws 
O'er Spanish deeds the veil, your praise resound. 
f.nng as I heard, or ere in story read 
» if English fame, my biass'd partial breast 
Wish 'a them success : and happiest she, I cry’d. 

Of women happiest she, who shares the love, 

'I'iie fame, the virtues, of an Bnglish lord. 

And now, what shall I say ? Bless’d be the hour 
Your fair-built vessels touch'd th’ Iberian shores : 


Bleas’d, did I say, the time ? if I may bles.s 
Tliat loved event, let Henry’s smiles declare. 

Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth 
Forego lU nobler conquest ? will he slight 
The soft endearments of the lovelier spoil ? 

And yet Ibi-rla’a sons, with every vow 
Of lasting faith, have sworn these humble charms 
^^'ere not excell’il ; the source of all their pains, 
And love her just desert, who sues for love. 

But Sues to thee, while natives sigh in vain. 

" Perhaps in Henry’s eye (for vulgar minds 
Dissent from his) It spread an hateful strain 
On honest Fame amid his train to bear 
A female Friend. Then learn, my gentle youth ! 
Not Love himself, with all the pointed pains 
That store his quiver, shall seduce my soul 
From honour's laws. Elvira, once deny'd 
A consort’s name, more swift than lightning flies 
\Vhen elements discordant vex the sky, 

Shall, blushing, from the form she loves retire, 

“ Yet if the specious wish, the vulgar voice 
Has titled Prudence, sways a soul like thine, 

Hi gems or gold what proud Ibeiian dame 
Eclipses me ? Nor paint the dreary storms, 

< )r h&lr-breadth ’scapes that haunt the boundless 
deep. 

And force from tender eyes the silent tear ; 

W’hon Memory to the pensive maid suggests 
In full contrast the safe domestic scene 
Pur these resign’d. Beyond the frantic 
Of conquering heroes brave, the female mind. 
When steel'd by love, in Love’s most horrid way 
Beholds not danger, or, beholdin;ii, scorns. 

Heaven take mjr life, but let it crown my love !” 

She cea.sed ; and ere his words her fate decreed. 
Impatient, watch’d the language of his eve ; 

There Pity dwelt, and from its tender sphere 
bent looks of love, and faithless hopelinspired. 
“Forgive me, generous maid!’’ the youth re- 
, turn’d. 

It by thy accents charm’d, thus long I bore 
^0 let such sweetness plead, alas ! in vain ! 

^ t'y virtue merits more than crowns can yield 
solid bliss, or happiest love bestow : 

«ut ere from native shores I plough’d the main, 

1 0 one dear maid, by virtue, and d; charms 
Alone endear’d, my plighted vows I gave, 

10 guard my ftdth, whatever chance should wait 
*i y warring sword : If conquest, fiune, and spoil, 
my return, bcfoce her feet to Mur 
I ho glittering treasure, and the laurel wreath. 

If c ewquest then, and fame and s^l : 

Tha frown’d adverse, and Death forbade 
latest breath 

Thhl? w? Melway's and Maria’s name. 


To conquer danger, and the spoil enjoy. 

Her shall I leave, with fair events elate. 

Who crown’d mine humblest fortune with hei 
love? 

Her shall I leave, who now, perchance, alone 
Climbs the proud cliff, and cnides my slow return 
And shall that vessel, whose approaching sails 
Shall swell her breast with ecstasies, convey 
Death to her hopes, and anguish to her soul ? 

No ! may the deep my villain corse devour ; 

If all the wealth Ibeiian mines conceal. 

If all the charms Iberian maids disclose. 

If thine, Elvira, tliine, uniting all ! 

Thus far prevail— nor can thy virtuous breast 
Demand what honour, faith, and love denies.” 

“ Oh ! happy she, (rqioiii’d the pensive maid,) 
Vvho shares thy famfe, thy virtue, and thy love ! 

And be she happy ! tliy uistinguish’d choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewell my luckless hopes ! my flattering dreams • 
Of rapturous days ! my guilty suit, farewell ! 

Yet fond, howe’er my plea, or deep the wound 
That waits my fame, let not the random shaft 
Of Censure pierce me with th’ Iberian dames ; 

They love with caution, and with happier stats. 

And, oh! by pity moved, restrain the taunts 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira’s flame ; 

By merit raised, liy gratitude approved. 

By hoi>e confirm’cf, with artless truth reveal'd, 
l>et, let me say , but for one matchless maid 
Of h^pier birth, with mutual ardour crown’d. 

“ 'niese radiant gems, which burnish Happiness 
But mock Misfortune, to thy favourite’s hand 
With care convey ; and well may such adorn 
Her cheerful front, who finds fo thee alone 
The source of every transport, but disgrace 
My pensive breast ; widen doom'd to lasting wo, 

In tiiee the source of every bliss resign. 

“ And now, farewell, thou darling youth ! the 
gem 

Of English merit ! Peace, content, and joy, 

And tender hopes, and young desires, farewell ! 
Attend, ye .smiling Train ! ms gallant mind 
Back to his native shores ; there sweetly smooth 
His evening pillow, dance around his groves. 

And where he treads with violets paint his way : 

But leave Elvirk ! leave her, now no more 
Vour frail companion ! In the sacred cells 
Of some lone cloister let me shroud my shame , 
There to the matin bell, obsequious, pour 
My constant orisons. The wanton laives 
And gay Desires shall spy the glimmering tower 
And wing their flight aloof: but rest confirm’d. 

That never shall Elvira’s tongue conclude 
Her shortest prayer ere Henry’s dear success 
The warmest accent of her zeal employ." 

Thus spoke the weeping fair, whose artless mind 
Impartial scorn’d to modri her esteem 
By native customs, dress, and face, and air, 

And manners, less; nor yet resolved in vain. 

He, bound by prior love, the solemn vow 
(ilven and received, to soft compassion gave 
A tender tear i then with that adieu 
Esteem could warrant, weary d Heaven with 
prayers 

To shield that tender breast he left forlorn. 

He ceased, and to the cloister’s pensive scene 
Elviia shaped her solitary way. 


THE 

SCHOOLMISTRESS. 

IN IMITATION OP SPENSER. 


Audits voces, vagitus et ingens, 
liifantumque anlmae flentes in Umine pnmo. 
IMITATION. 

And mingled sounds and infant plaints we heat. 
That pierce the entrance shrill, and wound the 
tender ear. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Whgt Pariicitiart in Spenset tvtrt imagined meet 
proper for the AtUhorU ImitatUm on this <MasuM 
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MOftAXi 

«rt hit Language, hit SimplicUy, hit Manner nf 
Deicription, and a peaUiar Tenderneti qf Senti* 
tneni remarkable throughout hit Workt, 


I. 

AH me ! full sorely is my heart forlorn. 

To think how modest worth neclected lies. 
While ]nrli:il Kamo doth with her hlast^ adorn 
Sui.h (h^’d- aliiiie a^ finde and pomp dit^uise, 
Deedn .>r III -.iiri, and im^i hievi.n-. empri/e : 
l^end me ihy clailoii, Goddess ! lei me uy 
To sound the praise of Merit ere it dies. 

Such as I oft hare chauncetl to espy 
Lost In the dreary shades of dull obscurity. 

II. 

In er'ry village mark’d with little spire, 

• Embower’d in trees, and hardly known to fame. 
There dwells, in lowly shades and mean attire, 

A matron old, whom we Schoolmistress name. 
Who boasts unruly brats with birch to tame; 
They grieven sore, in piteous durance pent, 
Awtsl by the power of this relentless dame. 

And oft-times, on vagaries idly l>ent. 

For unkempt hair, or task unconn’d, are sorely 
shent. 

III. 

And all In sight doth rise a birchen tree^ 

Which learning near her little dome did Stowe, 
Wldlom a twig of small regard to see. 

Though now so wide its waving branches flow. 
And work the simple vassals mickle wo; 

For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew. 
But their limbs shudder'd and their pulse beat 
low. 

And as they look’d they found their horror grew. 
And shaped it into rods, and tingled at the view. 

IV. 

So have I seen (who has not may conceive) 

A lifeless phantom near a garden placed. 

So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave 
Of sport, of song, of pleasure, of repast ; 

They start, they stare, they wheel, they look 
Sad servitude ! such comfortless annoy [aghast ; 
May no bold Briton’s riper age e’er taste i 
Ne superstition clog his dance of joy, 

Ne visioc empty, vain, his native bliss destroy. 

V. 

Near to this dome is found a patch so green. 

On which the trllie their gainmls do display. 
And at the door imprisoning board is seen. 

Lest weakly wights of smaller size should stray. 

Eager, perdie, to bask in sunny day 1 

The noises Intermix'd which thence resound. 

Do laiaming's little tenement betray. 

Where sits the dame, disguised in look profound. 
And eyes her airy throng, and turns her wheel 
around. 

VI. 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven snow. 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield ; 

Her apron, dyed in mrain. as blue, I trow. 

As is the harebell that adorns the Held ; 

And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
T way birchen sprays, with anxious fear entwined. 
With dark distrust and sad repentance fill'd. 

And stedfast hate, and sharp afTliction join'd, 
fdry uncontroi’d, and chastisement unkind. 

VII. 

Few but have kenn’d, in semblance meet pour- 
The childish faces of old iEoI’s train, [tray’d. 
Libs, Notus, Auster : these In frowns array'd 
How then would fare, or earth, or sky, or main. 
Were the stern god to give his slaves the rein ? 
•ind were not she rebellious breasts to quell. 

And were not she her statutes to maintain. 

The cot no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell 
Where comely Peace of Mind, and decent order 
dweU. 

VIII. 

A rosset stole was o’er her shoulders thrown, 

A russet kittle fenced the nipping air ; 

’Twas simple lusset, but it was her own; 

'Twas her own country bred the flock so fair ; 
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Twas her ovm labour did the fleece prepare ; 
And, sooth to say, her pupils, ranged around. 
Through pious awe did term it passing rare. 

For they in gaping wonderment abound. 

And think, no doubt, she been the greatest wight 
on ground. 

IX. 

Albeit ne flattery did comipt her truth, 

Ne pompous title did debauch her ear, 

Goody, good woman, gossip, n’aunt, forsooth, 
f)r dame, the sole additions she did hear ; [dearj 
^’et these she challenged, these she held right 
Ne would esteem him act as mought behove 
Who should not honour’d eld with these revere ; 
For never title yet so moan could prove. 

But there was eke a mind wliich did that title love. 

X. 

One ancient hen she took delight to feed. 

The plodding pattern of the busy dame. 

Which ever and anon, iin poll'd by need. 

Into her school, begirt with chickens, came, 
Such favour did her past deportment claim ; 

And if neglect had lavish’d on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the same. 
For well she knew, and quaintly could expound ; 
What sin it were to waste the smallest cm mb she 
[found. 

Herbs, too, she knew, and well of each could 
speak. 

That in her garden sipp'd the silvery dew, 
^Vhc^e no vain flower disclosed a gaudy streak. 
But herbs for use, and physic, not a few, 

( )f gray renown, within those borders grew ; 

The tufted basil, pun-provoking thyme, 

Fresh baum, and marygold of cneerftil hue, 

The lowly gill, that never dares to climb, [rhyme. 
And more 1 fain would sing, disdaining here to 

XII. 

Yet euphrasy may not be left unsung. 

That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around. 
And pungent radish, biting infant’s tongue, 

And plaintain ribb'd, that heals the reaper’s 
wound., 

And marj’mm sweet, in shepherd’s posie found, 
And lavender, whose pikes of azure bloom 
Shall be, erewhile, in arid bundles bound. 

To lurk amidst the labours of her loom, [ftime. 
And crown her kerchief clean with mickle rare per- 

XIII. 

And here trim rosemarine, that whilom crown’d 
The daintiest garden of the proudest peer. 

Ere, driven flrom its envy’d site, it found 
A sacred .shelter for its branches here, [pear. 
Where eilgeil with gold its glittering skirts ap- 
Oh wassei days I O customs meet and well ! 

Ere this was banish’d from its lofty sphere ; 
Simplicity then sought this humble cell, [dwell. 
Nor ever would she more with Uiane ana lordling 

XIV. 

Here oft the dame, on Sabbath’s decent eve, 
Hymned such psalms as Sternhold forth did mete; 
If winter 'twere, she to her hearth did cleave. 
But in her garden found a summer seat ; 

Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat 
How Israel’s sons, beneath a foreign king. 

While tauntiog foe-men did a song intreat, 

AH for the nonce untuning every string, [sing. 
Uphung their useless lyres— small heart had they to 

XV. 

For she was just, and friend to virtuous lore. 

And pass’d much time in truly virtuous deed ; 
And in those elfins’ ears would oft deplore 
The times when Truth by Popish rage did blce<l. 
And tortuous death was true Devotion's meed 
And simple Faith in iron chains did mourn. 

That nould on wooden image place her creed ; 
And lawny saints in smouldi^ng flames did bum : 
Ah, dearest Lord 1 furefend thilk days should e'er 
return. 

XVI. 

In elbow chair, like that of Scotlah stem. 

By the sharp tooth of cankering Eld defued. 

In which, when he receives his dtadem. 

Our sovereign prince and llefeat liege is placed, 
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The rwatron sate, anil some with rank she graced, 
(The source of children's and of courtier’s prule !) 
Kedress’d aflfronts, for vile atfronis there pass’d, 
•And warn'd them not the fretful to deride. 

But love each other dear, whatever them betide. 

XVII. 

Right well slie knew each temper to descry. 

To thwart the proud, and the submiss to raise, 
8otne with vile copper prize exalt on high. 

And some entice with pittance small of praise. 
And other some with baleful sprig she ’nrays: 
K'on ahinnt, she the reins of power iloth hold, 
M’hih- «viih '|ii lint in 1 1 he giddy crowd »he«w.i>'.; 
Tiirewarn'd, ifliiile Inrd their'jir.uikB iK-hold.' 
Twill whi>iH.r in her ear, and all the scene uiilold. 

xviir. 

Lo now with state she utters the command ! 
Bflsoons the urchins to their tasks repair. 

Their hotiks, of stature small, they take in hand. 
Which with pellucid horn secure*! are. 

To save from fiiigor wet the letters fair; 

'l'h*t work so gay, that on their back is seen 
8t. (Tcorge’s high achievements docs declare. 

On which thilk wight that has y-gazlng hetei 
Kens theforlhcoiningrod, unpleasing sight, 1 ween! 

XIX. 

Ah ! luckless he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil star ! it irks me whilst I write 1 
As erst the bard* by Mulla’s silver stream. 

Oft as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 

Sigh’d as he sung, and did in teais indite ; 

Tor brandishing the ro<l, she doth begin 
’I’d loose the brogues, the stripling’s late delight ! 
\nd down they Jnip. uppeara hl» dainty bIlHi, 
r.or ub the i'uriy coil of whiiCBt crrailin. 

XX. 

0 ruthfiil scene ! when from a nook obscure 
His little sister dom his peril see ; 

All playful as she sate she grows demure. 

She finds full soon her wonted spirits flee; 

She meditates a prayer to set him free ; 

Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny,' 

(If gentle pardon cjould with dames agrue) 

To her satl grief that swells in either eye, 

And wrings her so that all for pity she could die. 

XXI. 

No longer can she now her shrieks command. 

And hardly she forbears, through awful fear, 

To rushun forth, and, with presumptuous hand. 
To stay harsh justice in Its mid oar*?er ; 

On thee she calls, on thee her parent dear ! 

(Ah ! too renjote to ward the shameful blow !) 

She sees no kind dora<Kjtic visage near. 

And soon a flood of tears begins to flow. 

And gives a loose at last to unavailing wo. 

XXII. 

Rut, ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ? 
Or what device his loud laments explain ? 

The form uncouth of his disguised race ! 

The pallid hue th.at dyes his looks amain ? 

1’he plenteous shower that <1 <h!S his cheek dis- 
^V hen he in abject wise Implores the dame, [tain ? 
iVe hopeth aught of sweet reprieve to gain, 

< >r when from high she levels well her aim. 

And through the thatch his cries each falling stroke 
proclaim. 

XXIII. 

The other tribe aghast, with sore dismay 
Attend, and conn their tasks with mickle care ; 

By turns, astony’d, every twig survey, 

And from their fellows' hateful wounds beware. 
Knowing, I wist, how each the same may share ; 
Till fear lias taught them a performance meet. 
And to the well known chest the dame repair. 
Whence oft with sugar’d cates she doth ’em greet. 
And gingerbread y-rare, now, certes, doubly sweet 1 


See to their seats they hye with merry glee, 

And In beseemly order utten there. 

All but the wight of bum y-galled, he 
Abherreth benra and stool, andfourm, and chair. 
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(This hand In month y-flx’d, thatrenilshii hair ;) 
And eke with snubs profound, andheaviiig breast. 
Convulsions interraftting ! docs declare 
His grievous wrong, his dame’s unjust behest, 
And Scorns her oifer’u love, and sliuns to be cureas'd 
XXV. 

His face besprent, with liquid crystal shines. 

His blooming face, that seems a purple ilower: 
Which low to earth its drooping head decline-.. 

All smear'd and sully’il by a vernal showt-t 

0 the h.ard luisoms of <lespotic Tower > 

AH, all, but she, the author of his shame. 

All, all, but she, regret this mournful hour ; 

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flower sh.il 

I claim, 

, If so I deem aright, transcending worth and fame. 

I XXVI. 

I Behind some door, In melancholy thought, 

I Mindless r.f fs-d. he. .Ir- irv .-litUF! 

NV for hi, f. ili>» J..V iiin. !.■ . iriHi oigiil. 

Hut to Ihc wind til iiif 'rinii'iu n -.ir^rn. 

Anil dfi-niH it 'i'.’ime if h.‘ i.. pc i. c ,?i.-ii'iC' ; 

And mans a sullen I'sik T-'r.iiii e i. 

I Widen li.r III. dame', jTm..y .1111 In. . 1 . .ir.i . . 

And still the more to pleasure Him shes iient, 

The more doth he, perverse, her 'ha viour past resent. 

XXVII. 

Ah me! how much I fear lost pride it be ! 

But if that prule it be, which thus inspires, 
Beware, ve dames ' with nice discernment -ee 
Ye qunK n n./t, tb" .|> irK, ef ii-iM. r bii . 

Ah' heller f.ir thvi all ilu' Mu--..' Ijii-., 

,\11 I iiw jid aru. i. \.il...iir', )p.-iier .ii, I-- it : 

'I be nrm nx'd L-rei.i w iii. li ii»«|iiil nght riquire<. 

1 ike \’« tn.jii'. piinoi Siii,i ' mi,ri’ju,MV gvi ii 
Thau craft that x>imp, tor ill, or llowery lalsedcacii. 

XXVIII. 

Yet, nursed with skill, what dazzling fruits 
appear ! 

Even now sapicious foresight points to show 
A little bench of h*?tdlc88 bishop.s here. 

Anil there a chancellor in embryo, 

Or bard sublime, if bard may e’er bo so. 

As Milton, Shakspeare, names that ne'er shall die ! 
Though now he crawl along the ground so tow. 
Nor weeting how the Muse shonl*! soar on high, 
Wisheth, poor starvelling elf! his paper kite maptty. 

XXIX. 

And this, perhaps, who, censuring the design, 

Low lays the house which that of cards doth build, 
Mhall Dennis be! if rigid Fates incline. 

And many an epic to nls rage shall yield, 

And many a p<^t quit th’ Aonian field ; 

And, sour'd by age, iirofound he shall appear 
As he who now, with 'sdainful fury ihriird. 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a sneer. 

And furls his wrinkly front, and cries, “ What stuff 
is here 1” 

XXX. 

But now Dan Pheebus gains the middle sky. 

And Liberty unbars her prison door, 

And Ukv a rushing torrent out they tly, 

And now the grassy cirque han cover A o’er 
With boisterous revel rout and wild uproar 
A thousand ways in wanton rings they run. 
Heaven shield their short-lived pastimes, 1 im- 
plore ; 

For well may Freedom, erst so dearly won, 

App ear to British elf more gladsome than the sun. 

XXXI. 

Enjoy, poor imps ! enjoy your sportive trade. 

And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest flowers, 
For when my bones in grass-green sods are laid, 
For never may ye taste more careless hours 
In knightly casUes or in ladies’ bowers. • 

O vain lo seek delight in earthly thing ! 

But most in courts, where prv-ad Ambition towers i 
Deluded wight wlio weens fair peace can spring 
Beneatli tne pompous dome of kesor or of king. 
XXXII. 

See in each sprite some various bent appear! 

These rudely carol most Incondite lay ; 

Those sauntering on the green with jocund leer 
Salute the stranger passing an his way . \ 
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Some building tragile tenements of clay ; 

Some to the standing lake their courses bend, 
With pebbles smooth at duck and drake to play ; 
Thilk to the huxster’s savoury cottage tend, 

Jn pastry kings and queens tli’ allotted mite to spend. 
XXXIII. 

Here, as each season yields a different store, 
Kach season’s stores in order ranged been, 
itt>ples with cabbage-net y-coverM o'er, 

GalUng full sore Urunraoney’d wight, are seen. 
And gooseljcrry, clad in livery red orgrw** : 

And here of lovely dye the Catherine pear. 

Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween : 

O may no wight e’er penny less come there, [care ! 
Lest smlt with ardent love he pine with ho)>eless 
XXXIV. 

See ! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound 
With thread so white in tempting posies tied, 
Scattering like blooming maidtheir glances round. 
With parawr'd look draw little eyes aside. 

And must be bought, though penury betide; 

The nlum all azure, and the nut all brown ; 

And here each season do those cakes abide. 
Whose honour’d names th' inventive city own. 
Rendering through Britain’s isle Salopia’s praises 
known.* 


* Shrewsbury cakes. 
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XXXV. 

Admired Salopla ! that with venial pride 
Kyes her bright form in Severn’s ambient ws»p 
Famed for her loyal cares in perils tried. 

Her daughters lovely, and her striplings brave : 
Ah ! 'midst the rest, may flowers atlom his grave 
Whose art did first these dulcet cakes display ! 

A motive fair to Jjearning’s imps he gave, 
kVho cheerless o’er her darkling region stray. 
Till Reason’s morn arise and light tliem o%t]:eu- 
way. 


Inscription for a Medicinal Fountain at 
the Lrasctves. 


THOU sacred nymph ! whose pious care 
Pours fVom thine um this mineral rill. 
Whose healing draughts, like crystal fair. 

In pleasing murmurs here distil. 

Who guid’st the stream, and joy’st to dwell. 
Where murmurs soft with use agree ; 
May Phoebus haunt this hallow'd well. 
And all his bisters learn of thee . 
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INTRODUCTION, 


The Shepherd and (he Philotopher. 


RKMOTE from cities liv’d a swain, 

I 'nvex’u witii all the carosof gain ; 

Ills head was si'vor’d o’er with a^e. 

And lonj? experience? mad-* him sane, 

Iri Mimtner’s heat and winter’s cohl. 

He fed his dock and penn’d the fold ; 

Ifis hours in ohoerful labour tlew. 

Nor envy nor ambition know ; 

His wisdom and his honest fame 
Thro’ all the country rais'd his name. 

A deep I’hilosopher (whoso rules 
t^fm-ir-d lif» were drawn ffotn sfheoIA 
I be ''h.-iiheni • li-unely cotiaize -.oiuihi. 

.\nd Ihiis explor’d hi- rt'xch ol'ih'-uchi 
" Whence !■< ih> leandnir '■» Math »hy f<-d 
<• or bools , on-uni'd the midiiit;ht oil -i 
lla-t thou old (Jre«ce and Home -nnex'il, 
And the va-t M-nse oC Plato weigh'd ■' 

Hath Soi-rate- thy soul refin'd, 

Aiiil ha»t thou Dthoin’d Tnlls's mln-l * 

Hr, like the w i-e IMys-es, thrown, 
v'lriou, fates on realms unknown, 

Hast thou thro’ many cities stray'd. 

Their customs, laws'and manners weigh'd ?” 
The Shepherd motlcslly reply 'd, 

I ne’er the paths <if learning try’d ; 

Nor have I roam’d In foreign ]iarts 
To read mankind, fjiclr laws and arts; 

Vor man fs jiractis’d In disguise, 

He cheats the most discerning eyes ; 

Who by that search shall wiser grow, 

^Vhen we ourselves can never know ? 

The little knowledge I have gain’d. 

Was all from simple nature drain’d ; 

Hence my life’s maxims took their rise; 
Hence grew mv settled hate to vice. 

“ The daily labmirs of the bee 
Awake my soul to industry : 


\'.'h-i ,'in ob..iTv.- Ibo careful ant, 

And ii.,i croii-lc for fiiiiire u im ? 

Mv li.-g. ibi- im-ii.st (ji'.hls lie, 1. 

W iih gr.iiiiU'lL* mllami.- mv inincl , 

I t.i irk Ins true, his f iithful way, 

A'l-I ill my service lopy Tray. 

|ll,-v ail'i llllptcjl love, 

I I- ir'i mv dutv I'rc'in ihediiie 
'I I'ehvii, whoirom ihe chilly air. 

\t'ith pious wings jirotects her cave; 

And ev’ry fowl that flies at large. 

Instructs' me in a parent’s charge. 

“ From nature, too, I take my rule, 

To shun contempt and ridicule. 

I never with important air 
In conversation overbe.ar. 

I'an grave and formal pass for wisi*, 

When men the solemn owl despise ? 

My tongue within mj lips I rein ; . 

For who talks much, must talk in vami 
We from tlie wordy torrent fly : 

WIio listens to the chatt’ring pie? 

Nor would I, with felonious slight, 

By ste.alth invade my neighlvour*# right. 
Ha|)aciou.s animals we hate : 

Kites, hawks and wolves deserve their fate, 
lio not we just abhorrence find 
A gainst tlie toad and serpent kind ? 

But envy, calumny, and spite, 

Bear stronger venom in their bite. 

Thu.s ev’ry object of creation 

<’ III furnish hints to contemplation; 

And from the most ndnute and mean, 

A virtuous mind can morals glean.” 

“ Thy fame is just," the sage replies ; 

; »« 'p|,y virtue proves thee truly wise. 

I Pride often guides the authors pen 
if (K>ks as aU’ecled are as men ; 

But he who studies Nature’s laws, 

From certain truth Ws maxims draws ; 

And those, without our schools, suffice 
I To make men moral, good and wise. 



FABLES. 


PART I- 


TO HIS ROVAL HIGHNESS, 

WILLIA\f, DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 


FABLE r. 


The Lion, Tiger, and Traveller. 

ACCEPT, young Prince, the moral lay. 
And in tlieie tales mankind survey ; 

With early virtue plant your breast. 

The specious arts of vice detest. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youtli 
Are strangers to the voice of truth ; 

I.eam to contemn all praise betimes ; 

For flattery's the nurse of crimes : 
Friendship by sweet renroof is shown, 

(A virtue never near a throne ;) 
in courts such fret»dom must on end. 
There none presunies to be a friend. 

To those of your exalted station 
Each courtier is a dedication. 

Must I too flatter like the rest. 

And turn my morals to a jest ? 

'File Muse distlalns to steal from those 
Who thrive in court.s by fulbome prose. 
But shall I hide your real praise. 

Or tell you what a nation says 
They in your infant bosom trace 
The virtues of your royal race : 

In the fair dawning of your mind 
Discern you gen’rous, mild, and kind ; 
They see you grieve to hear distress. 

And pant alfeadv to redress. 

Go on 2 the height of good attain. 

Nor let a nation hope in vain. 

From hence we justly may presage 
The virtues of a riper age. 

'frue courage shall your bosom fire, 

And future actions own your sire. 
Cowards are cruel, but tiso brave 
Love mercy and delight to save. 

A Tiger roaming Ujr ids prey, 

}^>rung on a 'Prav'ller in the wayi 
Tne prostrate giune a Lion s|iles. 

And on the greedy tyrant flies ■, 

With mingled roar resounds the wood. 
Their teeth, their claws distil with blood; 
Till vanquish’d by the Lion's strenglli. 
The ^tted foe extends his length. 

The Man besought the shaggy lord, 

And on his knees for life ira^or’d. 

His life the gen’rous hero gave ; 

Together walking to his oave. 

The Lion thus bespoke his guest ; 

“ What liardy heast shall dare contest 
My matchless strength ? You saw the 
And must attest my pow’r and right. 
■Porc’d to forego their native home, 

M V starving slaves at distance roam. 
Within these woods 1 reign alone. 

The boundleu forest is my own. 

Bears, wolves, and all the savage brood. 
Hare dy’d the regal den with blood, 

These carcasses on either liand. 

Those bones that whiten all the land. 


] My former dectls and triumph.s tell, 

I Beneath these jaws what numbers fell." 

“ True, (says the Man,) the strength [ saw 
Might well the brutal nation awe : 

But shall u monarch, brave like you. 

Place glory in so false a view ? 

K<>bbers invade their ncighlwur's rights 
Be lov'd ; lei justice t>oiind your might. 
Mean are ambiliyus heroes' boasts 
Of Wasted lands and slaughter'd hoshk 
Virates their power by murders gain, 

Wise kings by love and mercy reign. 

'I'.. i.K- \,.ur ill nil ni V h.iih n'ow n 
■| he c.iioe Hi rihy of .t Ihr iic. 

He iv'ii gives you pow'r almve the rcht, 

I I..I1C fic.cv'n to kill I oiir the di'ire s'>l ' 
f •• J he . jse i> pljin," till* IMuii.in h kaiil , 

•* False glory hath my youth misled ; 

: For beasts of prey, a servile train. 

Have been the flatt’rers of my reign, 

I ^■ou reason well. Yet tell mo, friend,- 
I Did ever you iti courts attend t* 

I For all jny fawning rogues agree 
1 That human heroes rule like me." 


I FABLE ir. 

I T/ie Spaniel and life Chameleon^ 

I A SPANIEL, bred with all the care 
'That waits upon a fav’rite heir. 

Ne’er felt Correction’s rigid hand 
Indulg’d to disobey command, 
la pamper'd ease his hours were spent; 
He never knew what learning meant. 
Such forward airs, so pert, so smart. 
Were sure to win his lady’s heart; 

Each little mischief gain'cl him praise t 
j How pretty were his fawning ways’ 

The wind was south, the morning fair, 
I He ventures forth to take the air. 

Up rangc-s.-iH the meadow round, 

.And rolls upon the softe-st ground > 

\Vhen near him a (Chameleon seen. 

Was scarce distinguish’d from the ment 
*• Dear emblem of the flatt'ring host. 
What, li vp with clowns 1 a genius lost! 
'To cities and the court repair ; 

A fortune cannot fail thee tliere : 
I'referment shall thy talcnu crown. 
Believe me, friend, T know the town • 

“ Sir,’’ says the Sycophant, “ like you. 
Of old, politer life I knew : 

Like you, a courtier bom and bred. 

Kings lean’d their ear to what 1 said. 

My whisper always met success ; 

'The ladies prais’d me for address. 

1 knew to hit each courtier's passion. 
And flatter’d ev’ry vice In fastdon. 
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But Jove, vfho hairs the liar’s wavs. 

At once ( ut short my prosji’rous days. 
And sotitcni ’(1 tn retain mv nature, 
Ti.iri'i.'rm J me to iln^ i iaMdiUu LTi-aiure. 

1 .1 III!' oh ■■ lire .Hid III! m, 

I n. lO'l.r ill fhr sylv-,Ti 

Kiir the hi iri I.-iir ri.i; ird?; 

He I'lmi-hr'- what man rewints 

M'-w dill 'ri Mt I « 11 IN I I,e an. I Ml in.- ' 

W nil nil II il liMsI N'.il nU|i III I liin. ; 

W Ink I, cendi'inii'.l i.< il.iiuu >i i .re, 
lake ihnai.' I llaltei'd, k.d uii ,ur." 


FABLE in. 

The MMher, the Nurse, awl Iht Pair)/, 


" nr VE me a son !” — The hlrssinK sent. 
Were ever parents more content ^ 

How iinrlitil are their ilnt.iti'r eyes! 

No chill] iv hnlf fo fair 'ind wise. 

W iS I III ih. iiiiii "ii'i. ' I'k- 1 ii'cr I ■'I'. , 

’I i|e I||"|I| r t."<, .dill • -11 ;lil h. r Ik iI. 

She ' in liii- Nnr --, hlie one |i.. -i • .i, 
With writij'iiiK li.anJs and sobbing breast. 

” Sure some disaster lias befrl ; 

Spt iV, '-111' ■' I h .ii.,' Ill - it... il w,-ll ■■■’ 

■■ Hi -r 'll id tin, Ihllik n. t llie to ll nn. , 
liiv I .ih]. |h,- Fairy i inin ■ 

Your iirecioiis babe is lienee convey’d. 

And in the jihce a chan'.' din;; hid. 

ti. ri ire till 1 libel'' Hi I.iih dill • 

'I |.,i Mi'.i'iei I \i ' I' bl I ll 1- ■I... 

S' o bcr. ,1 .l-,,J kimr awli-.v-iTd crc'diir.-, 
I'd. . k ' 1 |. Ill 111 I N rv ll d.ire ' 

’ I III- ,i II, , Muirl ihi Ati-ilii r I Id ■< : 


“1 See wit stiavklc in his eyes.” 

“ I.ord, Mariam ! wiiat a squinting leer! 
Jsodi nbf th.' I'liry h itb !'■ --n here.” 

ihiil 1. dll -iidki , a i.iCHiN ''[•rue 
1’..).. |i.r..U(:ii ilii' 1 m s ti..!,. 1, .»| .1. liglii ; 


J'l 1 - li'il .'M i.id I r idli '■ i-'ii -III’ 'I.iIkJ*, 

And Unis tier lolly roiirimands: 

“ Whence sjiriinc the v lin-eoncoireij lie, 
Til ll u.- ill, Nii.rlil wnh ^u|•|ll,. r 
it h d ' Cl Miir -I'l Igiiilv r j, e iw.iy, 

Fi-r ilie dull I, 1 1.,< : 

Jl,' jil, -., I,v |i.irii.il iididiK 's «li -wn, 

Like >,.,11 NNd iioi,‘ iiwn 

\i In-r-i <■ i NN 1 Ni-i l',..|■lld .1 iio-thi r 

\l lio <1 (.lie 111 r I I,y li..r in. .tin r > 

Am 'Ii. iiiM u e < li.ilice « nil Idl'i- "11 l"t'. id, 

U ell Iliiglil Nil- [I.d» l',.>r tools indiiiJ.'’ 


F .\ n T. E IV. 


The Ear/le, and the Asscmblij qf Animals. 


jXS Jupiter’s all-seeing eye 
Survey'd the workls lieiieoth the sky, 

From tbis small speck ofeartli were wnt 
Murmur- md -..imds i.l'di-’.-ntmt ; 

I ‘■I I n'iv Ihdu; .line nipl iin'-l 

I b ll be llie lie.ide r 1 , 1 , - u l.i.i.M. 

•' dt. III' i:„;k’. .\i il.e «eid 

I' I.. re bim si-m,!' the r.-y il bird. 

'I'lip bird, obedient, from hoav’n’s lieight, 
I'liwninnl dlr.-it- his riind flight; 

T ■■■ Il . N'l . IlNIlo; II... Ik. 

b'-.r III,- II. |■|..l.lll•..,|■|d'k.l.,;. 

" I higi .ll- In! , ll aliire-- ! wlien, • ar.-i' 
'T'bes- imirmims which ofFc'ul the skies? 

M bN 111,, (ii-i.rik r .1 Miv llie I iu,e, 
r ..r jijd ar, J.ive', eu rn d I iw,. 

Let each his discontent reveal : 

'I’o yon sour Dog I first a]ipeiil.” 

“Hard is my lot," the Houml replies, 

“ On what fleet nerves tho Greyhound flics I 
H’hlle I, with weary step and sloiv, 

O’er plains, and vale.s, and mountains, go. 
r ho morning sees iny chase begun, 
f'or ends it till the setting sun." 

** When, (says Uie Greyhound,) I pursue, 
Mv game is lost, or caught in view ; 


Beyond my sight the prey’s secures 
T’he Hound is ow, b'.t alway . >uTe. 

.^iid fii-i I fiis ^.|gll■iuu^ si.i hi, 

.b-N.- iie,-r h^d ht.ird inv di , ..nierit.' 

'I ll.- I i,-n rnv'il ihc l'o\ , ,in 
1 Ii. Fos ihe I.iKii', i.irLd .did in iri. 

■|b.-t'... k mipliir.l ihe I’lgeiiu', iii(.';l.i, 

U I, -e w ,iif IV, n r.lfn'l, 'ir.jilg .iIkI li(.lit : 

*( b- l',(.e..ii - ir, hgili ..I u mg d,. . ,1 

A ',,1 ll.,- 1 '-ji-k', II,., I, lilesa N aloUi pri/',l : 

'I hi- I .-b- , N. i-b'd Id graze the [ilaill , 

1 b,' l(- ..1. I.- ,l,,iii ln-neaih the ii,.iin. 

'I liii,, , I .iii-.ilii r', 'tale, 

E 1 . ll .-I •l..■.l ii,r [..inul h md of F,sie. 

I ll - of II, iv u ill, u , rud al-iiid, 

*■ .•■■N.,- l-i.t- d.-iii I ih-- muriii'ririg cioud ; 

'I I-.. (....! r- I- ■ 1 1 i. ,ir idl-.- pr in, rs. 

At . ,il ; yi . I, I., |ii..iu miiliiM.i-i 

Enfir»-ly r haiigc your name and nature, 

.And be fill? very envied ere dure ? • 

Wlijf, silent ,all, and inme consent ! 

He lia|ipv then, and learn i onlciit 
Nor imitate tile restless mind, 

And proud ambition of itiiuikind.’’ 


FABLE A’. 

The Wild Boar and the Ham. 


AGAINST an elm a sheep Wiis tied. 

The hut. b. r’Aiilfe In l.|■.>'id NN,i. dinl- 
'J be p ii., 'll il... k. in -ill Id iTitli', 
rr..i.. 1 .1 b. b, M lb. b..ir..l '.uld 
.\ -A. •(.• H ■ ll, N> bo h ir (belli -m . I, 

Thus mock’d to scorn the tlcecy iirood 
“ All cowards should be serv’d like you 
See, see ! your murd'rer is in view ; 

AVitli purple hands, .and reeking knife. 

He strips tho skin yet warm with life: 

A'oiir qnirfer'd - ire-, ycur Idecding dams, 

’J be diolg 1 . 1 , it ,, 1 ’ Ihirillk -' 1 i.lib', 
i ill I ,r M iigi-. ( >, sM.l|iMl l.n'i ' 

I'b-- b, dl tb it wiinK reii I |. e^. " 

•• I lilt," ,m .nil’ll ill it.i'ii r. p.i, ,, 

“ We tiear no terror in our eyes ; 

A’et think us not of .'■oul so tame, 

Whicli norejieated wrongs Intlame ; 
Imsonsible of ev'ry ill, 

Because we want thy tusks tolcill. 

Know, those who violence pursue 
Give to tliomselve.s tiu' veiigean,-« due ; 

For in these mass;irres lh(*y find 

Tlic two ."hii'f plngiirs that wane m.-inkind, 

< Mr -k i.i n|■|llll • llie w r.ingling b ir, 

It u ,K< • lb, ir 'll, lull, PiIik' .oh, III V, jr. 

.And Will r, Ni-r,ge nni u-'i cooiirikd. 

Since drums and parchment were invented. 


FABLE VI. 


The Miser and Plultis. 


THE wind was high, the window shaki«. 
With vudden start the Miser wakes; 

Aloi'g the silent room he st dk' ; 

Looks iiack, and trembles r.s he walks; 
Each lock and ev’ry bolt he tries. 

In ov'rv creek and corner pries. 

Then opes the chest with tre^isure stor’d. 
And stands in rapture o’er his hoard. 

But now, with sudden qualms possoss’d. 

Ho wiin,;, lii, h.ioil', he bi afs hi' brea-’t. 

By c.-ri'Cii n, e 'Ming, li.- wildiv 'lan.s ; 

And thus his gviiltv soul declares: 

“ Had the deep earth her stores confin’d, 
Thi.s heart had known sweet peace of mind. 
But virtue’s sold. Good gods I what price 
Gan recompense the pangs of vice 
G bane of good ! seducing cheat ! 

Gan man, weak man, thy power defeat? 
Gold banish’d honour from the mind* 

And only left the name behind ; 
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Gold sow’d the irorld with ev'rj ill ; 

Gold taught the raurd’rer** sword to kill : 
’Twas gold instructed coward hearts 
In trench’ry’s more pernicious arts. 

Who can recount the misehiefij o’er ! 
Virtue resides on earth no more !" 

He spoke, and sigh'd. In anjm mood, 
riutus, his god, benire him stood. 

The Miser, trembling, lock'd his chest ; 
The Vision frown’d, and thus address’d : 

“ Whence is this vile ungrateftil rant, 
Kach sordid rascal’s daily cant ? 

Did I, base wretch, corrupt mankind ? 

The fault’s in thy rapacious mind. 

Hecause my blessings are abus’d, 

M ust I be censur’d, curs’d, accus’d ? 

Ev’n virtue’s self hy knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 

And pow'r (when lodg'd in their possession) 
Grows tyranny and rank oppression. 

Thus, when the villain crams his chest. 
Gold is the oankor of the breast ; 

'Tis avarice, insolence, and pride, 

.And ev’ry shocking vice beside. 

But when to virtuous hands 'tis given. 

It blesses, like the dews of heav’n : 

Like heav’n, it hears the orphan's cries. 

And wip^ the tears from widows’ eyes : 
Their crimes on gold shall misers lay. 

Who pawn’d tlieir sordid souls for pay ? 

J,«t liravoes then, when blood is spi)t, 
(Upbraid the passive sword with guilt.” 


FABLE VII. 

T/ts Li<m, the Fox, and the Gcefe. 

A LION, tir’d with state affairs. 

Quite sick of pomp, and worn with cares. 
Resolv’d, remote from noise and strife. 

In peace to pass his latter Ufie. 

It was proclaim’d ; the day was set ; 

Behold tlie gen’ral council met. 

The Fox was Viceroy nam’d. The crowd 
To the new regent humbly bow’d. 

Wolves, bears, and mi^ty tigers bend, 
.And strive who most should condescend. 
He straight assumes a solemn grace, 
C-olrects nis wisdom in his face. 

The crowd admire his wit, his sense : 

Each word hath weight and consequence. 
The flatt’rer all his art displays : 

He who hath power is sure of praise. 

A Fox stept forth before the rest, 

And thus the servile throng address’d: 

'• How vast his talents, oom to rule. 
And uain’d in Virtue’s honest school ! 
W'hat clemency his temper sways I 
How nneorrupt arc ail his ways I 
Beni^th his conduct and command,. 
Rapine shall cease to waste the land'. 

His brain hath stratagem and art ; 

Prudence and mercy rule his heart ; 

What blessings muat attend the nation 
Under this good administration 1" 

He said. A Goose, who distant stood. 
Harangu’d apart the cackling brood ; 

“ Whene’er I hear a knave commend. 
He bids me shun his worthy friend. 

What praise ! what mighty commendation ! 
But ’twas a Fox who spoke th’ oration. 
Foxes this government may prize. 

Ah gentle, plentiftil, and wise; 

Jf they eiyoy the sweets, 'tis plain 
We Geese must feel a tyrant reign. 

What havoc now shall thin our race. 

When ev’ry petty clerk in place. 

To prove his taste and seem polite. 

Wilt feed on Geese both noon and night !” 


FABLE VIII. 

The Lady , and the Waap, 

WHAT whiipm moat the beauty bear * 
What hourly nouseuM hauata her ear I 


Where’er her eyes dispense their charms. 
Impertinence around ner swarms. 

Did not tl>^ tender nonsense strike, 

Gonteinpt and scorn might look dislike ; 
Forbidding airs might thin the place. 

The slightest flap a fly can chose. 

But who can drive the num’rous breed ? 
Cliaso one, another will succeed. 

Who knows a fool, must know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another : 

And With this plague she’s rightly curs'd, ^ 
Because she listen’d to the first. ^ 

As Doris, at her toilet’s duty. 

Sat meditating on her beauty. 

She now was pensive, now was gay. 

And loll’d the sultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence she lies, 

A giddy Wasp around her flies ; 

He now advances, now retires. 

Now to her neck and cheek aspires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 

Swift he returns, again alarms ; 

For by repulse he bolder grew, ' V 

Perch’d on her lip, and sipp’d (he dew. 

Slie frowns, she frets, “ Good gods !” she cr 
Protect me from tliese teazing flies : 

Of all the plagues that Heaven hath sent, 

A Wasp is most impertinent” 

The hov’ring insect thus complain’d : 

“ Am I then slighted, scorn’d, disdain’d ? 
f’an such oHence your anger wake ; 

’Twas beauty caus’d the bold mistake ; 

Those cherry lips that breathe wrfume. 

That cheek so rii>e with youthful bloom. 
Made me with strong de^re pursue 
The fairest peach Uiat ever wew.” 

“ .Strike him not, Jenny,” l)oris cries, 

“ Nor murder Wasps like vulgar flies: 

For though he’s free, to do him right. 

The creature’s civil and polite.” 

In ecstttsiee away he posts ! 

Where’er he came, the favour boasts ; 

Brags how her sweetest tea he sips. 

Ana shows the sugar on his bps. 

The hint alarm’d tlie forward crew : 
sore of success, away they Mew. 

They share the dainties of the day, 

Koupd her with airy music play; 

And now they flutter, now they rest. 

Now soar again, and skim her breast. 

Nor were they banish'd, till she found 
That Wasps have stings, and fell the wound. 


FABLE IX. 

The Bvlt and the Maeliff: 


FEEK you to train your fav’rlte boy ? 
Each caution, ev'iy care employ ; 

And ere you venture to eonnde, 

I>et his preceptor’s heait be tried : 

Weigh well his manners, life, and scope ; 
On these depend thy ftiture hope. 

As on a time, in peacefhl reign, 

A Bull enjoy’d the tlow'ry plain, 

A Mastiii pass’d : inflam'd with ire. 

His eye-balls shot Indignant fire ; 

He foam’d, he rag’d with thirst of blood : 
hpuming the ground the monarch stood, 
And roar’d aloud, '* Sus{>end the fight : 

In a whole skin m sleep to-night: 

Or tell me, ere the battle rage. 

What wrongs provoke thee to engage ? 

Is it ambition fires thy breast. 

Or avarice that ne’er can rest ? 

From these alone unjustly springs 
The world-destroying wrath of kings.” 

The surly MastifFthus returns : 

“ Within my bosom glory bums’,: 

Like heroes of etemm name, 

Whom poets sing, 1 fight fbr fkme. 

The butcher's spirit-stiiTlng mind 
To dally war my youth inclin’d ; 

He train’d me to heroic deed : 

Taught me to conquer or to bleed.” 

** Curs’d d<^ !" the Bull replied, **ao more 
1 wonder at thy thirst of goro, ’ 
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For thoii (f>«>iiea(h a butcher tralnM, 
Whose hatids with cruelty are stain'd. 

His daily nnu'ders in thy view) 

Afust, like thy tutor, blood pursue. 
l’.ake tl)en tliv faie." Witti Rorinfj wound 
At once he lifts mm from the Rround ; 
Aloft the sprawhu" hero flies, 

Manfjlcd he falls, he howls, and diet. 


No author ever spar’d a brother : 

Witi are game-cocks to one another.” 


FABLE XT. 

The Peacock-, Turk-e^, and (wevir. 


FABLE X. 

The JUlepfaitii and the BtHiLtcPcr. 


THE man who with iindaiinfed toils 
^aiU unknown seas to unliiiown S' ils, 
^Vilh various wondei s I'ea-.ls his sitjht ■ 
^V'hat stranger wonders does he write ! 
^V'e readyMOd, in desei i|'tiou, \iew 
( 'rcatur^UHtirh Adam never knew ; 
For, vthewwK risk no contr.tdiclion. 

It prompts the tongue to deal in nctioii. 
'I'ho-H? things that btarflc me or you, 

I CTant are strange; yet tnay h * true. 
Who doubts that Elephants are itc.ind 
For sci(M'ice and lor samse renewn’d 
Ttiivri re^ol■d^ tiieir 'treiigth of]i,ii,, 

M stent (if I lujui;ht , and -k dl i.i it- : 
How they perform the I iw\ dei t- 1 , 
And save the state the hangm.m's fees. 
And how bv travel understand 
Tl. • I e go ; e ..f iriotli.r I <ie.l 

1 I il u 11 1 oil. 'll' .11 till . r. port. 

Tn IMIir ’s an aent p-e.-'? report. 

H■■» I. 1. o', I .• lb in It >1 : 1. !■ n hri ..d ' 


rend ? 


V, luce tbem, tho 

As one of tliese, in d.ays of yon.', 
llumin;ig*d a shop of learning , 

X 'l. lH''ib-rM de iler-. i i' dio • 

' miv I'lC I'l iigiii''. till ii'lin and t•ln't•'l„. 

\ book his curious eye detains, 

Win re with exactest care and pains, 

■H’l re ev‘i\ bea-t .md bird porfr.iyM, 

I'h it e'ei- till* isarch i.f m tii survey'd . 
'I’hvir natures aiul tfieir powers were wr 
^V’il,h all the ju'idc of human wit, 

'I'be tiage he with attention spread, 

.'.,1,1 li.ii, r- II iiVM "t wh i( h. ^ 1 I ■ 

>1 1 1- t^on 1 1 1 iduu >1, 


\ b. 


. allow 'll 


But b t thii. iMth ir'- w 'rfh I*" trv'd. 


' |■|^ III ml ih i' oeilbir w i« hi' gi'.-l . 
t m lie ih'i ■ rn the did n ni 11 I I'l'' '. 

And Wi igh the I'.iw'r ol' .iihfr i n iini' 

'k’liO by Hie p ini il w.irk li ilh slimsii 
lie knows so mile of bis own r 
How falsely is tho spaniel drawn ? 

Did man from him first learn to fawn ? 

A dog proficient in the trade • 

He the cln.-f il iH'rer N nun; ma le ' 

< min' I lie w ,i\ r of ■ luris (li'i.irn. 

^ 'll II lind .1 '] Hill I 'till iniglit l-.'irn 
Bow , |ii the l"i's ibrfi and [iluiider 
I’rovoke his censuro or his wonder 
From courtiers' trii ks, and lawyers’ arts, 

'I'fic f .v r.iigfif well improve h's p.arts. 

Tlir hmi, w,.ir. ii,d iiLi-t’. l i S"!. 

ill - 1 nrsi-s bir ih> .r il ird . f l b 'I; 

But is not man to man a prev ? 

Bi'T'Is till f -r Iningcr. men fur pav.” 

I he Ko ik'clli r .v li.i he ml hnn '[u-ili, 

And ' iw lii-n Hint a p loe of i ir< • k, 

I bought, “ Vk hat .a gem us have 1 bniiid f” 

'i In n iliu' .iddre's’d wifli b -w pref. .unil • 

■■ Learn'd "fir, ii’v' ii'd iinpluv y-'iir p-i^ 
^g.tiii't the sen- 4 .'lej, "ins of rtieii, 

' n u ri'e the liist.iry (if ''lam, 

'■ I 'll in IS belter pav Iti.sii I am 

"p, >irii e you've le tru'd m (ire. -I, let'* ”-h» 

■*' iiiethiii'g against the Trinity. ' 

U hen wrinkling wiili a sneer hi» inmk. 

" Friend, 'quoth tho Elephant, “ von redruiiL ; 
l.'en kec|i your money, and be wise . 

I ■ ive miin (III man to rrlilnse , 


for that YOU ne’er can want a pen 
Among the senseless sons of men. 
They unprovok’d will court tho fray : 
itnvy’ii a sharper ipur than jiny. 


I I N beaut V fiults ronspicHotw grow ; 

I The siiiallcht speck l.s .seen on snow. 

I iii -T , I- ivn I'V blinder 1.A, 

F k "It' lb. j.i-in/ri fi d. 

All ■ .1. 1 M 1 « -11. ,,i , i,,i .1,. I e, 

' '"I ' M '■! • L" I'ld . p IC' 'lUII . 

• -..I. |i., I. ,s.. I, .pirit . 

His state and di'piilv assumes. 

And «. .(!..■ I.II.'I: p!;.' hi. 

\v r... 11. I.I. ii.f I,. sii.,, 

Are sfiangled with .a fiious.-iud i'm .s. 

Tho I ircling rays, ami v.irieil light. 

At once confound their da'/zled sight ; 

(fti ev'ry tongue detr.u tioii liurns. 

And malice jirompts their fplecn hy fums. 

“ .Alark, with wh,U insolcnci: anil pride, 
'The creature takes his haughty stride.” 

The '.Turkey cries. “ (’an sph'en contain ^ 
Sure never bird was half so v.ain ! 

But were intrinsic merit seen, 

VV'e Turkeys have the whiter .skin.” 

From tongue to tongue they caught abu.'.e ; 

I A"d next w |v heirfl llii- hi.ssing (ioissc. 

I •• \\ I. It 1,1.1. ..ii I. g.' what filthy claws ! 

I scorn to censure I'ltlc Haws. 

'I'lu u what a barrid sipnlling tllTO'lt ' 

I 1.1 ... 1 . ,r. li•l..•>ll 'I it III ' r...i. 

•• Till" lli'T I't l iiili., ’ tti I’.' I'' I rr.ija 
“ Aly scre.am, my shanks you may despi.se 
I’nt 'U. h blind evit;, ■ r'lil' in vain ■ 

W I. It, .... rl....k ini r iili.li.l rv lilt 

Kii-'w , il..! Illy bgsly .iirv -rn I'ul'pofii 

1 he 1 urkey or the (joos.' support. 

And did ye scream with harsher .sound. 

Those faults in you had nc'or been found ; 

'J’o all apparent beauties blind. 

Each blemish strikes an envious mind.” 

Thus in a.ssemblies have I seen 
A nvmph of brightest ( harms and mien. 

Wake envy in each uglv face; 

And bu-£zing. scandal fills the place. 


FABLE XII. 
Cupid, Hymen, and PliUiu. 


AS (lupid in Oyrthera’s grove 
Employ’d the le.sser powesrs of love : 

Some shape the bow or fit the siring; 

Some give the taper shaft its wing, 

Or turn the polbsit’d (mivor’s mould. 

Or head the darts with lemner’d gold 
Amidst their toil and various cure. 

Thus Hymen, with assuming air, 
-Address'd the g(Kl: “ Thou purblind chit. 
Of awkward and ill-judging wit. 

If matches are not belter made, 

.At once I must forswear my trade. 

You send me such ill coupled folks. 

That ’tis a shame to .sell tlicin vokes. 

They s<(u.abble for a pin, a feallier. 

And wonder how tliey c.aine fogetlier, 

I Tho husband's sullen, dogged, sh". 

Tin- wife glow . tliiipanr in i epiy 
He lovcs( immanil, and due ie'>.(' loi, 
And alie as well likes ( nnirnh. li'Hi . 

‘'he never slaMsUly bubmiis: 
she’ll have her will, or h.ivr her fits. 

He llii- way lugs, she t'v,ih( r dr iw • 

The nim fc-rows ji.,iloiis, and « nh .'ausc. 
N-iihing .'an save him hut divorce : 

And here the wife cornpljes of course. 

“ When," says the Iro/, “ had I to do. 
With eitlter ytur aii^ or you ? 
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I never i«lly spend niy darts ; 

You trade in mercenary lienrU. 

For settlements the lawyer's fee’d; 

Is my hand witness to the deed ? 

If they like do^c and cat affree. 

Go rail at I’lutus, not at me." 

Pliifus appear’d, and said, “ Tis true. 
In marri.i«e Gold is all tlieir view ; 

Tlirv • I. iiol I.eiuU , wit, or M-nsc ; 
.tnd IS iilom the priiome. 

All .irii r iiu-i nse at niy ihnne. 

And I alone the bargain sign. 

How can Kelinda blame her fate 
slie only ask'd a great estate. 

Boris wa.s rich enough, ’tis true ; 

Her lord must give her title too : 

.<Vnd ev’ry man, or rich or jioor, 

A fortune asks, and asks no more.” 

Av’rice, whatever shape it be-irs. 
Must still be coupled with itc cares. 


FABLE XIII. 


2'he tamt Staff, 


AFs a young Stag the thicket p.Wd, 

The hrauches held his antlers fast ; 

A clown who saw the captive hung. 

Across the horns liis halter flung. 

Now safely hamper'd in the cord. 

He iKirt? the present to his lord. 

His lord was pleas'd : as was the clown, 

\Fhen he war tliip’d with half-a crown. 

The Stag was brought beforo Ids w ife ; 

'I'he fetioer lady begg'd his life. 

'• How sleek’s the sltin ! how;jpeck'd like ermine’. 
Bure never creattire was so charming 1" 

At first within the yar.l confin'd. 

He flies and hides from ail mankind ; 

Now bolder grown, with fix'd amaze 
And distant awe, presumes to gaze ; 

Munches the linen on the lines. 

And on a hood or apron dines. 

He steals my little masUnr's bread, 

Follows the servants to be fed : 

Nearer and nearer now be stands, 

To feel the praise of patting liands ; 
i-lbaininee ev'ry fist for meat, 

And though repuls’d, di.sdains retreat ; 

Attacks again with levell’d liorns ; 

And man, that was his terror, si onis. 

Sucli is the country maiden's fright. 

When first a red-coat Is in sight ; 

Behind tlio door she hides her face ; 

Next tinrie at distance eyes the lace. 

Sbe now can all his terron stand. 

Nor &oro bis mu«eze withdraws her hand. 

She plays familiar in Ids arms, 

And ev’ry soldier hath his charms. 

From tei'.t to tent she spreads tier tiame ; 

For custom conquers aitd shutne. 


FABLE XIV. 

The Monkey mho had seen the World. 


A MONKEY, to reform the times, 
liesolv’d to visit foreign climes: 

For men in distant regions roam 
To bring politer manners home. 

Ho forth he fares, all toil defies : 

Misfortune serves to make us wise. 

At length the treach’rous snare was laid, 
Poor I’ug was caught, to town convey’d, 
There sold. (Mow envy’d was his doom. 
Made captive in a lady's room I) 

Proud as a lover of his chains, 

He day by day her favour gaii^ 

Whene’er the duty of the day 
The toilet culls ; with mimic play , 

He twirls her knots, he cracks aer fan, 

Like any other gentleman. 


In visits too his parts and wit. 

When jesU grew dull, wi-re sure to hit. 

Proud with iipplaute, he thought his mind 
In ev’ry courtly art refin'd : 

Like Orpheus, burnt with pubhc zeol. 

To civilixe the monkey weal : 

fro watch’d occasion, broke Ids chain. 

And sought hls native woods ii«ain. 

The luiiry sylvans round him pri se. 
Astonish'd at his strut and dress. 

Some nraise his sleeve ; and others glote 
Upon nis ri« h embroider’d coat ; 

His dapper periwig commending. 

With the black tail behind depending; 

His jiowdcr’d b-ack, above, below. 

Like hoary frosts, or fleecy snow ; 

But all, with envy and desire, 

His fhitl’rlng shouldtar-knot admire. 

“ Hear and improve," he pertly cries ; 

“ I come to make a nation wise. 

AVeigh your own worth ; .support vour place. 
The next in rank to human race. 

In cities long I pair’d my day*, 

Convers’d with men, and leam’diilll^r ways, 
'J'heir dress, their courtly manners see ; 
Reform your slate and copy mo. 

Seek yo to thrive ? in flattVy deal ; 

Vour scorn, your hate, with that conceal. 

I Set'in only to regard yoUr friends, 
i But use them for your private ends, 
i Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 

1 Re prompt to He whene’er ’tis lit. 

I Bend all your force to spatter merit 
: Scandal is couvef.sation’s spirit. 

Boldly to ev’ry thing pretend, 

I And men your talents shall commend, 
j I knew the great. Obaerve me right ; 

I So shall you grow like man polite." 

] He spoke, and bow’d. With mutt’riug jaws 
The wond’ring circle grinn’d applause. 

Now, warm’d with malice, envy, suite, 

'I'heir nioet obliging friends they bite ; 

And fond to copy human ways, 

Practise new mischiefs all their davs. 

Thus the dull lad, too tall for school. 

With travel finishes tlie fool ; 

Rtudiuus of ev’ry coxcomb’s airs. 

He drinks, games, dresses, whores, and » s cars 
G’erlooks with scorn all virtuous art.s, 

For vice is fitted to his parts. 


FABLE XV 


The Philosopher and the Pheasants, 

« 

I THE Sage, awak’d at early day. 

Through the deep forest took his way j 
j Drawn by the music of the grovi-s, 

I A long the winding gloom he roves : 

From tree to tree the warbling throats 
Pnilong the sweet altcmdCe ivote.s ; 

Hut where he pass’d he terror threw. 

The song broke short, the warblers th:w ; 
The thrushes chatter’d with alFright, 

And nightingales abhonr’d his sight ; 

AH animals b«ore him ran, 

’Fo shun the hatefril sight of man. 

“ Whence is this dread of every creature ? 
Fly they our figure or our nature 
As thus he walk’d in musing thought, 

His car imperfect accents caught ; 

With cautious step be nearer drew, 

By the thick shade conceal’d trom view. 
High on the branch a, Pheasant stoo<l ; 
Aroutul her all her llst’ning brood ; 

Proud of the blessings of her nest, 

She thus a mother’s cate express’d : 
t ** No dangers here shall circumvent ; 

1 Within the woods enjoy content. 

I Sooner tl>e hawk or vulture trust 
I Than man ( of animals the wont. 

I In him ingratitude you find, , 

I A vice peculiar to the kind. 

I The sheep, vyhose annual fleece Is dy’d 
1 To guard hls health, and serve his piJdc, 

I Forc'd from hls fold and native plain, 
i Is in the cruel sbambies alftin. 



7 


FASliSS. 


The swarms, who, with industrious skill, 
Jlis hives with wax and honey fill. 

In vain whole summer-days employ’d, 
'I'heir stores arc sold, their race destroy’d. 
V/liat triiiiite from the goose is paid i* 

JJ »es not her wing all science aid ? 

Docs it not lovers’ hearts explain. 

And drudge to raise the merchant’s gain ? 
VHtat now rewards this general use ? 

He takes the ({uills, and eats the goose. 
Alan then avoid, detest h^ ways ; 

^o safety shall prolong your days. 

W'hen services are thus acquitted, 
lie sure we Pheasants must be spitted.” 


FABLE XVI. 
The Pin and the Needle, 


A PI.V, who long had serv’d a beauty. 
Proficient in the toilet’s duty. 

Had form'll her sleeve, confin’d her hair. 

Or giv'n her knot a smarter air. 

Now nearest to her heart was plac’d. 

Now in her mantua’s tail disgrac’d : 

Mnt conid ■iho inrlial Fortune hlame. 

Who ^aw h. r |.ivir« -erv d the wne ' 

At l•■llgth from all her honour? ca'i, 

Thro'igli V \riuus turn? of life she p.iss' l ; 

Now uliii, r d on a Uilor's .irm ; 

Now ki ]it u beggar's mf.mt w \rm; 

N'lw , r.iiig'd wiinm a miser’s coat, 

Fontriliutes to his yearly groat: 

Now, rais’d again from low approach, 
she visits in the doctor’s coach ; 

Here, there, by various fortune toss’d. 

At last in Gresliam Hall was lost. 

Eharm’d with the wonders of the show, 

On ev’ry side, above, below, 

She now of this, or that enquires, 

What least was understood admires. 

’Tis plain, each thing so struck her mind, 

Her head’s of virtuoso kind. 

** And pray what’s this, and this, dear Sir ?” 
“ A Needle,’’ says the interpreter. 

She knew the name. And thus the fool 
Address'd her as a tailor's tool : 

“ A needle with that filthy stone, 

Ouite idle, all with rust o’ergrown ! 

You better might employ your parts. 

And aid the sempstress in her arts. 

But tell me how the friendship grew. 

Between that paltrv Hint and you ?“ 

“ Friend," says the Needle, “ cease to blame ; 
1 follow real worth and fame. 

Know'st thou the loadstone’s pow’r and art. 
That virtue virtues can impart? 

Of all his talents I partake. 

Who then can such a friend forsake ? 

Ti.s I direct the pilot’s hand 
To shun the rocks and treach’rous saniU 
By me the distant world is known. 

And either India is our own. 

Had I with milliners been bred. 

What had I been ? tlie guide of thread 
And drudg'd as vulgar Needles do. 

Of no more consequence than you." 


FABLE XVII. 

The Shepherd’* Do^ and the Wolf. 

A WOLF, with hunger fierce and bold, 
Ravaij’d the plains, and thinn’d tlie fold: 
Deep in the wood secure he lay, 

1 he thefts of night regal’d the day. 

In vain the shepherd’s wakeful care 
Had spread the toils, and watch’d the snare ; 
pursu’d his pace, 

I he flMter robber mock’d the chase. 

As Llghtfoot rang'd the l^est round. 

By chance bis foe’s retreat he found. 


“ Let us awliile the war suspend. 

And reason as from friend to mend.** 

“ A truce," replies tiie Wolf. “ Tis done. * 
The dog the parley thus begun. 

How can that strong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceless kind ? 

Those jaws should prey on nobler food, 

And drink the boar’s and lion’s blood. 

Great souls with generous pity melt. 

Which coward tyrants never felt. 

How harmless is our fleecy care ! 

Be brave, and let thy mer^ spare." 

“ Friend ” says the Wolf, “ Uie matter weigh 
Nature design’ll us beasts of prey ; 

As such, when hunger finds a treat 
’Tis neccssai^ Wolves should eat. 

If mindful or the bleating weal. 

Thy bosom burns with real zeal : 

Henrr, and fhv tvrant lord hi'‘eerli; 

■J o rei-eit the moving .-prtrli . 

A uiiiff.il. -hei]) l<ul ni * .iml ibi n. 

Ten thousands are devour'd by men. 

An open foe may prove a curse. 

But a pretended friend is worse.’’ 


FABLE XVIII. 

The Painter rvho pleated noltody awl every body. 


lA'iST men suspect your tale untrue^ 

Keep probability In view. 

The trav'ller, leaning o’er those bounds. 
The credit of his book confounds. 

Who with his tongue hath armies routeil, 
Makes ev’n his real courage doubted : 

But flatt’ry never seems absurd ; 

The flatter’d always take your word : 
Impossibilities seem Just ; 

They take the strongest praise on trust 
Hyperboles, though ne’er so great, 

VviM still come short of self-conceit. 

So very like a painter drew. 

That ev’ry eye the picture knew: 

He hit complexion, feature, air. 

So just, the life itself was there. 

No flatt’ry, with his colours laid. 

To bloom restor'd the faded maid : 

He gave each muscle all its strength ; 

The mouth, the chin, the nose’s lengtli, 

His honest pencil touch’d with truth, 

And mark’d the date of age and youth. 

He lost his fkiends, his practice fail'd; 
'fruth should not always be reveal’d; 

In dusty piles his pictures lay. 

For no one sent the second pay. 

Two buHtos, fraught with ev’ry grace, 

A Venus’ and Apollo’s face. 

He plac’d in view ; resolv’d to please. 
Whoever sat, he drew from these ; 

From these conrecteil ev’ry feature. 

And spirited each awkward creature. 

Ail things were set ; the hour was come. 
His pallet ready o’er his thumb ; 

My lord appear'd and seated right 
In proper attitude and light, 

The painter look’d, he sketch'd the piece. 
Then dipt his pencil, talk’d of Greece, 

Of Titian’s tints, of Guido’s air ; 

Those t7es my Lord, the spirit there 
Might welt a Raphael’s band require. 

To give them all the native fire ; 

The features fraught with sense and wit. 
You’ll grant, are very hard to hit ; 

But yet with patience you shall view 
As much as paint and art can do. 

” Observe the work." My lord reply'd, • 
“ Till now 1 thought my mouth was wide; 
Besides, my nose Is somewhat long ; 

Dear sir, for me, 'tis far too young." 

“ O ! pardon me,” the artist cry’d. 

In this, we painters must decide. 

'Fhe piece e’en common eyes must strike, 

I warrant it extremely like." 

My Lord examined it anew ; 

No looking glass'seem’d half so true. 

A I,ady came; with borrow’d grace 
He from ms Venus form’d her face. 
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Her lover prais’d the Painter’s art ; 

So like the picture in his heart I 
To ev'ry afte some charm he lent; 

Ev’n beauties were almost content. 

Thnjngh all the town his art they prais’d ; 
His custom his price was rais’d. 

Had he the real likeness shown, 

Would any man the picture own ? 

Jhit when thus happily he wrought, 

Hach found the likeness in his thought. 


FABLE XIX. 


The Lion and the Ctcb. 


HOW fond are men of rule and place, 
IVho c<’iirt it fri-rn the mc.an aiul base! 
The-e . annnt bt ir ni i ']u il iiiuh, 

But fr mi •iiiii 1 11. r loi in il'- 

They li.it , .ul^;.r J.I., 

And lo'c their hmir- in ah- an't ■••noke. 
There (iV r m > i mb pr. .. 1 .,. 

So ji'Kir, > 1 p ilir> .s n I ir pr .l. ! 

Nay, ev’n with fools whole taights will sit, 
Inh opes to be supreme in wit. 

Iflhe*e. .iM r. I. t i ll.e e 1 virit... 

To set till ir u .'ili .11 iniv't iiirln. 

A I il., . I 1. 1 1 m 1 m.i.ir, 

A V., bird .all Ih, |i,.n l ind ; 

h'orul ..f .i,.pl III..', I light (he fi.t.ia 

(d vuh’ji iiiil ii;ii..|il' I.M'is; 

With asses all Ins tune he spent, 

Their club's perpetual president. 

He c.auRht their manners, looks, and airs: 
An ass in every thing, hut ears ! 

If e’er liis ).i;-hnP''S nit ant a j-Ao, 

They grinn' l ..ppl nn !■< Ihrc be ‘poke. 

Bui It I i h u III! V li.n dn ut, ..| ] laiie ' 

“ Good god;. ! how natural he braja!” 

Elate with flatt’rv and conceit, 

He seeks his royal sire’s retreat ; 

Forward and fond to show his parts 
His highness brays ; (he Lion startt 
" Puppy, tfiat curs’d vociferation 
Betrays thy life and conversation; 
(.lo\;onihs', an ever noisy race, 

Are trumpets of their own disgrace." 

“ Why so severe?’’ the Cub replies; 

Our senate always hold me wise.’’ 

“ How Weak is jiride!’’ returns the sire 
“ .Ml fools are vain when fools admire i 
But know, what stupid asses prize, 

Uom and noble beasts despise." 


PA BLE XX. 


7'he Old Hen and the Cock. 


RESTRAIN your child ; you’ll soon believe. 
The text which says, we sprung from Eve. 

As an old Ben led forth tier tialn. 

And 8C"'m'd to neck to show (he grain ; 

She rak’d the cnaff, she w.ratch’u the ground, 
And glean’d the spacious yard around. 

A giody chick, to try her v ings, 

On Uie well’s narrow margin .springs. 

And prone she drops. 'I'lie mother’s lireast 
AH day with sorrow was possess’d. 

A cock she met ; her son she knew ; 

And In her lieart affection grew, 

“ My son," says she,” “ I nantyour years 
Have reach’d beyond a mother’s cares. 

I see you vig’rous, strong, and bold ; 

1 hear with joy your triumphs told. 

"I'is not from cocks thy fate 1 dread ; 

But let thy over-wary tread 
Avoid yon well; that fbtal place 
Js sure iierdition to our race. 

Print this my counsel on thy breast ; 

To the just gods 1 leave the rest,” 


He thank’d her care ; yet day by d.ay 
His luK.om Imvu'il to dUobey ; 

And ev’rj' tinu; the well he saw. 

Scorn’d in hi.-, heart the foolish law ; 

Near and more near eacii day Iu> (l-.cw. 

And lonu’d to tw ib,' d iiiL'* vi. v.-, 

■■ Ul.y I* O'. 111., i-iic < II.. crie.s: 

“ I.i t • our.a;:.- 1 . nule i, .r . ii. -p. ■■ 

Or dill .be d ■! I ' I. ben I i ■ i.i i , 

.And tliprefoic tliis in|iiiii lio'- iv ■ ■> 

Or di'e- ill. r II 1 1. si si..r,. ibi p' !■ i , 

irei'iii.' I r Im r i- iingi r i i. e r* 9 

.'\riil ui-iiM .11-- till', i-iy cii 11 ptL vent 
I .land rc-.Ii’.l. -....i .! {..■ Ill' I'Vi III. 

I I .III. II . lb. II. i.-.pi I. I I .1 

And pries into the depth proiomid. 

He strctcli’d his neck ; and from 1 .. low 
AVith slrctcluiig neck advanc'd a fuc ; 

Witli wiaili Ids rulilc'd pliimi s he rears, 

Tile foe with ruiHed pliiinos ayipc.irs : 

Threat answer <1 lliieat, his fury grew, 
Headlong to meet the war he flew. 

But wlien the w at’i y death lie found. 

He tlius lamented as he drown'd • 

“ I ne’er had iicen in tins condition. 

But for iny mother's prohibition." 


FABLE x:;i. 


The lial-caicher and Ca*t. 


THE rats by night Mieh mi.'jclilef did, 

B tiv W„S, ierv n...rr. nj- . bi.i 

'I l.i'y iindi-rn..ii''l w ti 'ii ».i'i ofh.iron. 

Her cheese was s'lpyi’d, her tarts verc t.aken ; 
Her p.isties, fenc’d witb tliickt -t p.isie, 

Vfere all itemolish’d and l.rid wa.te ; 

.She curs’d the t'at for want of dmi, 

\Vl...l.ft l.ir fo. s I . . I. I .1.1 b. , .■ 

Kiig.ag'd to stop tlie grow ing ill, 

From room to room he now surveys 
'J'heir haunts, their wovk.s, their senet ways; 
Fiiuls where they ’.s< .ipo .in niiibmi ade. 

And wheni c (lie nightly sally's made. 

An envieijs t'r*t from ce to place, 

I'.i Ci >1, ..(It lids lii.i Sill 111 )i II e. 

> 1 .. ..iw, iliji It III., II .(to wi I t on. 

The jiuiTing rac** must be undone; 

So, secretly removes his luiil.s. 

Aim every stratagein defe.it.s. 

Ag'iin lie sets tlio poi.nn’d foU*, 

And Pii,- .If nil ll.e b,lii. ur lo.i . 

“ W fial toe (10 II II. .(r. Ill mx d> Ogn'i 
!\Iy .< Ill iiK , tliu- iiigliliy I oiiiii. I II. Mil , i' ’ 

In', en-'.l lie I Ties ; tin', xei > le ur 

'1 In- »r.-lrli sinll I l•■l .1 br-ne .ili n.- p -v ’r.’' 

S.. .,.id. A p .lu'loii . II .p lo I r..ii.,l.i, 

And in the fact poor Fuss w i.s caught. 

“ Smuggler," says he, “ thou bhalt be madi 
A vi.'tiin to onr l.-’.iv fif'trnile." 

i In , •yiiivi- l',ii will, pi'i .,u - iM w ,, 
p\.r p.irdi.ii, lile, nnd irc«.duni so(.». 

A '■ ler cf the scuiict -pare ; 

One int’resr is our common care." 

“ W'h-it in- otf-rii'o !’’ the man repi- ’ 1 ; 

“ Mi.rll ( 'ill . w nil ii> (be g.-mii riivi.ie - 
\Vi re all X"Ur inn rliiping li.tiiil 
Extinguish’d, or expell’d the land, 

We Rat-catcliers might mist; cur fees. 

Sole guardians of a natlon’.s cheese ! 

A ('at, who saw tlie lifted knife, 

Thus sjKike and sav’d her sister’s life; 

“ Jn ev'ry ago and dime we see. 

Two of a trade can ne’er ance. 

Each hates his neighbour for encroacldngt 
'Squire stigmatizes 'squire for poaching ; 
Beauties with beauties are in arms, 

And scandal pelts each other’s charms, 

Kings, too, their neighbour kings dethrone 
In hope to make the world their own. 

But let us limit our de.siies; 

Nor war like beauties, kings, and 'squires | 

For tho* we both one prey pursue, 

There's game enough for lU and you." 
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rajEiXiBS. 


PABLB XXII. 
rht Qaai nithotd a Beard. 

•TIS certain, that the modish passions 
Descend ainon,' the crowd, like fashions. 
Excuse me thei'. If pride, conceit, 

(The niaunens o'^the fair and gre.tt) 

I give to monkejs, asses, dogs. 

Fleas, owls, goats, huterflies, and hoes. 

I say, that these are proud. What tlien ? 

I never said they equal men. 

A (joat, as vain as Goat could be, 

Affected singularity : 

Whene’er a thymy bank he foimd, 

He roll’d upon the fragrant ground ; 

And then, with fond attention stood. 

Fix’d o’er his image in the flood. 

“ I hate my frowxy beard,” he cries ; 

' My youth is lost in this disguise. 

Did not the females know my vigour, 

Well might they loath this rev’rend figure.” 

KesolWd to smooth his sha^^ face. 

He sought the barber of the (dace ; 

A flippant monkey, spruce and smart. 

Hard by, profess’d the dapper art; 

His pole with pewter basons hung. 

Black rotten teeth in order strung, 

Rang’d cups, that in the window stood, 

I.in'a with red rags, to look like blood. 

Did well his thre^'old trade explain. 

Who shar’d, drew teeth, and breath’d a vein. 

The Gnat he welcomes with an air. 

Arid seats him in his wooden chair : 

JMouth, nose, and cheek, the lather hides : 
Light, smooth and swift, the razor glides. 

" I hope your custom, Sir,” says Pug ; 

“ Sure never face was half so smug.” 

The Goat, Impatient for applause. 

Swift to the neighbouring hill withdraws; 

The shaggy people grlnn’d and star'd. 

“ lleigfiday ! what’s here ? without a beard I 
Sav, brother, whence the dire disgrace ? 

What envious hand hath rohb’d your face ?” 

When tlius tlie fop, with smiles of scorn : 

" A re beards by civil nations worn ? 

Kv’n Muscovites have mow’d their chins ; 

Shall we, like fonnal Capuchins, 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

A nd bear about the haiiy load i* 

Whene’er we thro' the village stray. 

Are we not mock’d along the way ; 

Insulted with loud shouts pf scorn. 

By boys our beards disgrac’d and tom ?” 

“ \vere you no more with goats to dwell. 
Brother, I grant you reason well," 

Replies a bearded chief. “ Beside, 

I f boys can mortify thy pride, 

1 low wilt thou stand the ridicule 
<)f our whole flock ? a^ected fl>^ ! 

( 'oxcopibs, distinguish’d from the rest, 

To all but coxcombs are a jest.” 


PABLB XXIII. 

Tht Old Woman and her Cate. 

WHO friendship with a knave hath made 
Is judg’d a partner in the trade. ' 

The matron who conducts abroad 
A willing nymph is thought a bawd ; 

And if a modest girl be seen 
Witli one who cures a lover’s spleen, 

We guess her not extremely nice. 

And only wish to know her price. 

'Tis thus, that on the choice of friends. 

Our good or evil name depends. 

A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame 
Beside % little smoky flame 
Sat hQT’ring, pinch’d with age and frost ; 
Her shrlverd nands, with vdns emboss’d. 
Upon her knees her weight sustains. 

While palsy shook her crazy brains : 

She mumbles forth her backward prayers, 
An untam’d scold of fourscore years. 

About her swarm’d a num’rous brood 
OfCata, who, lank with hunger, mew’d. 

Teaz’d with their cries, her oholer grew, 
Ana thus she sputter'd : Hence, je crew 1 


Fool that I was, to entertain 

.Such imps, such fiends, a hellish train! 

Had ye been never hous’d and nurs’d, 

I, for a witch had ne’er been curs’d. 

To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noise; 

Straws laid across my pace retard. 

The horsc-shue’s nail’d (each threshold’s guard). 
The stunttxl brootn the wenches hide. 

For fear that I should up and ritle : 

They stick with pins my bleeding seat. 

And liid rne show iny secret teat.” 

“ To hear you prate wtruld vex a saint ; 

Wlro hath most reason of complaint 
Replies a Cat. " Let’s come to proof; 

Hiui we ne’er starv’d l>eneath your roof, 

W'e had, like others of our race, 

Jn credit liv’d as beasts of chase. 

’Tis infamy to serve a hag ; 

Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag 1 
And hoys against our lives combine. 

Because, ’Us said, your cats have nine ” 


FABLE XXIV. 


The Buttcrjly and the Smiil. 


A IiL upstarts, insolent in place, 

Remind us ol their vulgar race. 

As in the sunshine of the morn, 

A Butterfly, but newly bom. 

Hat proudly iierking on a rose, 

With pert conceit his bosom glows ; 

Hi.s wings (all glorious to behold,) 

Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold, 

Wide ne displays ; the spanglw dew 
Reflects his eyes, and various hue. 

His now.forgotten friend, a Snail, 
Beneath liis hou.se, with slimy trail 
Crawls o’er the pass ; whom when he spies. 
In wrath he to tne gard’ner cries : 

“ What means yon peasant's dally toil. 
Prom chuaking weeds to rid the soil ? 

Wliy wake you to the morning’s care? 

Why with now arts correct the year ? 

Wliy grows tlie peach with crimson hue 
And why the plum’s inviting blue? 

Were Uiey to feast his taste deslpi’d 
That vermin of voracious kind f 
Crush then the slow, the pilf’rlng race; 

So purge thy garden from dispaev." 

‘‘ What arrogance !” the Snail replied; 

“ How insolent is upstart pride ! 

Hadst thou not thus, with insult vain, 
Proviik’d ray patience to complain, 

I had conceal’d thy meaner birth. 

Nor trac’d thee to the scum of earth. 

For scarce nine suns have wak’d the hours. 
To swell the fVuit. and paint the flow’zs, 
Hince I thy Immbler life survey’d, 

Jn bitse and sordid guise array’d ; 

A hideous insect, vile, unclean, 

Vou dragg’d a slow and noisome train ; 

\nd from your spider bowels drew 
Foul film, and spun the dirty clue. 

I own my humble life, good iriend; 

Snail was I born, and Snail shall end. 

And what’s a Butterfly ? At best. 

He’s but a caterpillar, drest ; 

And all thy race (a num’rous seed) 

Shall prove of caterpillar breed.” 


FABLE XXV. 

The ScoU and the Parrot. 

THE husband thus reprov’d his wife: 

« Who deals in slander, lives In strife. 

Art thou the herald of dispacc. 
Denouncing war to all thy race ? 

Can nothing quell thy thunder’s rage. 
Which spares nor friend, nor sex. nor a f 
That viwn tongue of yours, my dear, 
Alarms our neighbours far and near. 
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Good gods ! *tla like a rolling river, 

That murm’ring flows, and flows for ever I 
Ne’er tir’d, perpetual discord sowing ! 

Uke fame, it pithi-rs stri iigth hv K.-i;'? " 

“ Hfi,;liila\ "■ llie ilipp.Tiil ttmgin u|iiii-«, 

** llb<« f the fu 'i ! hou 

Js Namri s i liol< est gill deli irr'd •' 

Nay, frown not ; for 1 will he heard. 

Women of late are finely ridden, 

-A Parrot’s privilege forbidden ) 

You jiraise nis talk, bis squalling song; 

But wives are always In the wrong.” 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces; 

She ran the Parrot’s language o’er. 

Bawd, hussey, drunkard, slattern, whore; 

On all the sex she vents her fury. 

Tries and condemns without a jury. 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm’d cat, monkey, dogs, and bird.s: 

All join their forces to confound her ; 

Puss spits, tile monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels assaults ; 

The niagi'ic blahs out all her faults. 

Poll in the upn.ar, froin In'- i nC, . 

With this rebuke out-scream'd her rage : 

“ A Parrot Is for talking priz'd, 

But prattling women irc derpis’cl. 

She wh-i .titn.-lis unoihi r's honour, 

Pruvkr, every hving ihmg up"H her. 

Think, Madam, when you stretch your lungs, 
'fhat all vour neighbours too have tongues; 
One slander must ten thousand get, 

I'he world with int’rest pays the debt.” 


fable XXVI. 


The Cur and the irattiJT- 


A SNE-4KING Cur, the master’s spy, 
Rewarded for his daily lie, 

With secret jealousies and fears 
Set all together by the ears. 

Poor puss to day was in disgrace, 

Another cat supplied her place ; 

The hound was beat, the mastilF cliid, 

Tko monkey was the room forbid ; 

, Each to his dearest friend grew shy. 

And none could toll the reason why. 

A plan to rob the house was laid ; 

The thief with love seduc'd the maid ; 
Cajol’d the Cur, and strok’d his head. 

And bought his secrecy witli broad. 
lie next the Mastiff’s honour tried. 

Whose honest jaws the bribe defied. 

He stretch'd his hand to proffer more; 

The surly dog his fingers tore. 

Swift ran the Cur ; with Indignation 
The master took his information. 

“ Hang him, the villain’s curs'd !” he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter ties. 

The dog hi* humble suit nreferr’d. 

And begg'd in justice to be iieaid. 

The masu-r sat. On cither hand 
The cited dogs confronting stand ; 

The Cur the bloody tale rdates. 

And, like a lawyer, aggravates. 

“Judge not unheard,” the Mastiff cried, 
“ But weigh the cause of either side. 

Think not that treach’ry can be Just, 

Take not informers’ words on trust. 

"They ope their hand to cv’ry pay. 

And you and me by turns betray.” 

He spoke. And all the truth appear’d ; 
Tlu) Cur was bang’d, the Mastiff clear'd. 


FABLE XXVII. 

The Hick Man and the An^cl. 


“IS there no hope ?" the sick man laid f 
The sdlent doctor shook his.head. 


And took his leave with signs of sorrow. 

Ill i-iiring of lijii f r tn-miirr jw. 

\i III n iliiis Liii^ M in u nil g I'ping breath , 

“ I r. ■ I iiic . hiliiK . u ..■■nil ■'! iliMih : 

^,l■. I iMij-i bid il ■' Morlil adieu, 

I 1 1 ii-i- iiiv t--ri)ier idi ii k n u . 

I cr o ', mv ><‘" v>i il e ■ r>- iiMiJa, 
llul .,11 P.i >> u.ir ii.i. h m tr.,-l>. ; 

■ I i. -< II .1. ij.i. t III e o il pi. f. j o.M ■ 

1 II' d< lili. e I- I'o irJH'gTi -aioll. 

'I III liiilo 1 . rii .ii II, my lininb., 

By givid .security on lands, 
li well increas’d. If unawares. 

My justice to myself and heirs. 

Hath let my debtor rot in jail. 

For want of good sufficient bail ; 

If I by writ, or bond, or deed, 

111 -I'j. ‘d .1 f -niily til need, 

M> i. <11 I<.it1i made the ai.rld amends ; 

M; b- p. i-ii I li.irity ill pi iiil-. 

\\’i<. I' I .I'll iiimiherd u iih itii ili.id, 

And .,11 my pi. u- gili> nr. ii.id. 

By heaven and earth 'twill fbcti be known. 

My charities weie amply shown.” 

An Angel came. “ Ah, friend !” he cried 
“ No more in tlatl’rlng liopo confide; 
f'-iii thy gnrd ilceds in firmer times 
<iulvki'L.li the b il.im <• - f ihv i iiinc'< > 

Wh.ii viid.,» or ttli.il orpli.iii pr.iv, 

'J o I rowii ii'V Id'c iviili itii,rih of d.iy,/ 

.\ pi 'iiM-irUoii', in Miy i jM<'r, 

Embrace with joy the hajipy hour. 

Now, while you draw the vital air. 

Prove your intention is sincere : 

This instant give a hundred pound ; 

Your neighbours want, and you abound.” 

“ But wliy such liaste ?” the sick man whinas 
“ Who knows as yet what Heaven designs? 
perhaps 1 may recover still : 

That sum ana more are in my ■will.” 

“ F<k) 1 1” says the Vision, “ now 'tis plain, 
Vour life, your soul, your lieaven was gain, 
From ev’ry side, with all your inigiit. 

You scra|>'d, and serap'd beyond your right; 
And after death would fain atone, 

By giving what is not your own.” 

“ While there is life, there’s hope,” he cried ; 

“ Then why suen haste?” so groan’d and ditxL 


FABLE XXVIII. 

The Persian, the Sun, aiul the Cloud. 


1*5 there a hard whom grniii« fi-p*. 

\\ b"«'tM'r> th'.'iight the f ■! 111 . pile-; 

B In n Knw re.iils ihe ni ivoii. Iirii», 
hhi III I-. -be raiN, she i.ivi >l.e I’ini r ; 

II' r l"--ing 'll iki t M iih sm 11 . 

.'-he ' .ill- h, r vi rial iram f. ■im hi li . 

2 he servile tiemls her nod obey. 

Anil all f'nrl’s ."iiiihor- are in pay. 

I.iiiiei 'll- III' I Hiimny .iiiil ■'pill' 

Tf'ii' Si,.iJ..,v ov«i , M- birili III I Iglit. 

\ - )■r■»llale lo the tied of If.iy, 

Wiih beiri devoui. i I’lr'i iii l.iy, 

III' iiivui.iil'>n ibn- In gun : 

r .lent ot hglil ! "Il ■! eliig ''un 1 
^l.■ll^Ii■ bfiiii .' ubo'e r.iv' dl' pi ihk; 

'Jhe v,r,..|.-giriM.f I'n.viil. n. e, 

A" ci'l '■iir pr <i-i , uur il.ulv pruy'r, 

.''iii'lc i.'i . ui riilil', anil l.h r- ih'e m ar." 

.\ < i-fUil, Aim in<i, k'd hi- gTi" fill i.iiiguc, 
The day with sudden darkness hung : 

M'lth pride and envy swell’ll, aJoud, 

A vol( e thus fiiunder’d from the Cloud « 

“ Weak is this gaudy god of thine. 

Whom I at will forbid to shine. 

Shall I nor vows, nor incense know? 

Where praise Is due, the praise bestow.” 

With fervent zeal the Persian mov’d^ 
Thus tlie proud calumny repfov'd : 

" It WHS that goil, who claims m/ pray'r,. 
Who gave thee birth, and rais’d thee there; 
When o’tr hi.s beamy, the veil is Uirown, 

Thy substance is but plainer khown. 

A panliig gale, a puff of wind, 

Bispels thy thickest troops corabin’d.* 
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The gale arme ; the vapour lost 
The sport of winds) in air was lost ; 
The glorious orb the day refines, 
Ttiu* envy breaks, thus 'merit shines. 


FABLE XXIX. 

The Fox at the point qf Death. 


A FOX, in life’s extrome decay, 

AWalr, •irk, and faint, expiring lay • 

<\ll Ii'iil Mi 111. iii.iw, 

Aiid i|2(' III- iiiiiiiiMing t )w, 
ills iiiini'r-Mis r.ii ■■ .irouiid him .uml 
'I ■■ li irn ihi-ir dving .ire's r.uiini.nid ■ 
Jit! raisii his head with wtiimng moan, 
And thus was henril the feeble tone : 

“ Ah, sons ! from evil ways depart; 


Why all .iroimd tin. ra'l lin^r (rim, 

AV ho h iimi iiiv I ir. Imt rhii keii .1 un 
The hiiiiKti l"xes roimd lli. m .i ir'd. 

And |■..r the nrenu.M iei.t prepir'd. 

“ Where, sir, is all this dainty cheer? 

Nor turkey, goose, nor hen is here. 

These are the phantoms of your brain. 

And your sons lick their lips in vain." 

“ O glutton.s !’’ says the drooping sire, 

“ Restrain inordinate desire ; 

Vour liqu’rish taste you shall deplore. 

When peace of conscience is no more. 

Hoes not the hound betray our pace. 

And gins and guns destroy our race ? 

Thieves dread the searching eye of pow’r, 
And never fetd the quiet hour. 

• >ld age (whiclt few ot us shall know) 

Now puts a period to my wo. 

W’ould you true hapjiinoss attain, 

I.<*t honesty your passions rein ; 

So live in credit and esteem, 

And the good name you lost, redeem." 

“ I’he counsel’s good," a Fox replies, 

" t’ould we perform what you advise. 

Think wliat our ancestors have done; 

A line of thieves from son to son : 

To 11. di.".cends the long dl.grase. 

And infamy hath mark’d our race. 

A bough we, like harmless sheep, should feetl, 
Honest in thought, in word, in deed; 
■Whatever hen-roost is decreas'd. 

We shall he thought to share the fea.st. 

The change shall never be believ’d : 

A lost good name is n<;'er retriev’d." 

" Nav, then," replies the feeble Fox, 

“ (But iiark ! 1 hear a hen th.at clocks) 

Go, but be mod’rate in your food ; 

A chicken too might do mo good." 


jviy crimes lie Heavy on my neart. 

Si'*> ' see • the iTiiir<l'-r‘d gecv> appear 
\v by .ire ilm.p l.lei'.lii.g turkey, in- re 


The Setting Dog and the Partridge. 

THE mnring dog the stubble tries. 

And searches ev’17 breeze that fll«»s ; 

The scent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
lie creeps, and points the covey near ; 

The men, in silence, far behind, 

Conscious of game, the net unliind. 

A Partridge, with experience wise. 

The fraudlXil preparation spies : 

She mocks their toils, alarms her brooil ; 
The covey springs, and seeks the wo.ad ; 

ere her certain wing she tries, 

^us to the creeping Spaniel cries ; 

I’hou fawning slave to man’s deceit, 
pimp of lux’ry, sneaking cheat, 

W thy whole species thou disgrace, 

Dogs should disown tVee of their race ! 

For if I iudge their native paitt, 

They re Dorn with honest open hearts ; 


And, ere they serv’d man’s wicked ends. 

Were gen’rous foe^ or real friends." 

AVhen thus the Dog with scornful smile ; 

“ Secure of wing thou dar’st revile. 

Clowns are to polish’d manners blind ; 

How ign’rant is the rustic mind ! 

My worth sagacious courtiers see. 

And to preferment rise like me. 

Tlie thriving pimp, who licdUty sets. 

Hath oft enhanc’tf a nation’s debts ; 

Friend sets liis friend, without regard; 

Ami ministers his skill reward : 

1 lius train’d by man, I learn’d his ways, 

And growing favour feasts my days.” 

“ 1 might have guess’d,” the Partridge said, 
“ The place where you were train’d and fed ; 
Servants are apt, and in a trice. 

Ape *0 a hair their master’s vice. 

Vou c.inie from court, you say. Adieu,* 

She said ; and to the covey flew. 


FABLE XXXI. 

The Univtrtal A^^arition. 


A RAKE, hr ev’ry passion rul’d. 

With ev’ry vice his youth had cool’d 
Disease his tainted blood assails ; 

His spirits droop, his vigour fails : 

With secret ills at home he pines. 

And, like Infirm old age, declines. 

As, twing’d with pain, he pensirg sits, 

And raves, and prays, and swears by tits ; 

A gha-stly phantom, lean and wan, 

Beiore him rose and thus began : 

“ .My name, perhaps, hath reach’d your ear ; 
Aticndf, and be advis’d by Care. 

Nor love, nor honour, wealth, new powT, 

Call give the heart a cheerful hour, 

When health is lost. Be timely wise ; 

With health all taste of pleasure flies." 

Thus said, the Phantom disappears: 

The warv counsel wak’d his fears ; 

He now from all excess abstains. 

With physic purifies his veins ; 

And, to procure a sober life, 

Resolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again the Sprite ascends, 

AVlu-re’er he walks his ear attends; 

Insinuates that beauty’s frail. 

That perseverance must prevail ; 

With jealousies his brain inflames. 

And whispers all her lovers’ names. 

In other hours she represents 

His hou.schold charge, his annual rents. 

Increasing debts, perplexing duns. 

And nothing for has younger sons. 

Straight all his thought to gain he turns. 
And witli the thirst of lucre bums. 

But when possess’d of Fortune’s store. 

The spectre haunts him more and mote ; 

Sets Want and Misery in view. 

Bold thieves, and all the murd’ring crew 1 
Alarms him with eternal frights, 

Infests his dream, or wakes his nights. 

How. shall be chase this hideous guest? 

Pow'r may, perhaps, protect hU rest. 

To pow’r lie rose ; a^in the Sprite 
Besets him morning, noon, ana night 5 
Talks of Ambition’s tott’rlng seat, 

How envy persecutes the great. 

Of rival hate, oftreach’rous friends. 

And what disgrace his fall attends. 

The Court he quits, to fly from Care, 

And seeks the peace of rural air : 

His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours, 

I c prun’d his trees, he rais’d his flow’rs, 

But Care again his steps pursues , 

Warns him of blasts, of blighting dews. 

Of plimd’ring insects, snails, and rains. 

And droughts that starv’d the labour’d plains. 
Abroad, at home, the Spectre’s there « 

In vain we seek to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the ghost addran'di 
“ Since tliou must be my constant guest. 

Be kind, and follow me no mora j 
For Care, by ri^t, should £0 be&RT 
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FABLE XXXII. 


The two Otvlt and the Sparrow. 


TWO formal Owl* together sat, 

('onferring thus in solemn chat : 

“ How is the modern taste decant'd f 
W here’s the respect to wisdom paid 
< >iir worth the Grecian sages knew ; 

'i'hej gave our sites the honour due ■, 

1'hey weigh’d the dignity of fowls, 

And pry’d into the depth of Owls. 

Athens the seat of learned fame, 

W'ith gen'ral voice rever’d our name; 

On merit title was conlerr’d. 

And all ador’d th’ Athenian bird.” 

“ Brother, you reason well," replies 
‘ The solemn mate with half-shut eyes : 

" Right : Atliens was the scat of learning, 
And truly wisdom is discerning. 

Besides, on Pallas’ helm we sit. 

The tyjie and ornament of wit : 

But now, alas ! we’re quite neglected. 

And a pert Sparrow’s more respected.’’ 

A Sparrow, who was lodg’tl beside, 
O'erhears them soothe each other’s pride. 

And thus he nimbly vents his heat : 

* “ Who meets a («»1 must find conceit. 

I gramt you were at Athens grac’d. 

And on Minerva’s helm were plac’d; 

But ev’ry bird that wings the sky, 

Except an Owl, can tellyou why, 

From hence they taught their schools to know 
How false we judge by outward show ; 

That we should never looks esteem. 

Since fools as wise as you might seem. 

Would you contempt and scorn avoid, 
l,et your vain glory be destroy’d : 
liumble your arrogance of thought. 

Pursue the ways by nature taught; 

So shall you hod delicious fare. 

And grateful farmers praise your care ; 

So shall sleek mice your chaM reward, 

And no keen cat iind more regard." 


FABLE XXXIII. 


The Courtier and Proteue. 


W'HENE’ER a courtier’s out of place, 

'fhe countiy shelters his disgrace ; 

Where, doom’d to exerciee and health. 

His house and gardens Own hit wealth. 

He builds now schemes, in hope to gain 
I'he plunder of another reign ; 

I/ifcc Philip’s son, would fain be doing. 

And sighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of these, without hit wand. 

Pensive along the winding strand 
Employ’d the solitary hour. 

In projects to regain hU pow’r ; 

The waves in qireading circles ran, 

Proteus anae, and thus bmn : 

“ Came you ftom court ? for In your mien 
'' A self-important air Is seen." 

He frankly own’d his fkiends had trick’d him, 
And how be tell his party’s vlcdm. 

“ Know," says the god, “by matchless skill 
1 change to ev’ry shape at will ; 

But yet. I’m told, at court you ace 
'J'hose who presume to rival me." 

Thus said; a snake with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends bis scaly mail. 

“ Know," says the man, “ tho’ proud In place 
All courtiers are of reptile race. 

J.ike you, they take that dreadful fbrm, 

Bask in the sun, and tly the storm ; 

With matlee hiss, with envy glote. 

And, for convenience, change their coat; 

With new'got lustre rear their bead. 

Though on a dunghill bom and bred.’’ 

Suddeh the god a lion stands ; 

He shakes his mane, be nnums the sands t 
Now a fierce lynx, with' Awry glare, 

A wolf, an BM, a &x, a bear. 


“ Had I ne'er liv’d at court," he crlfiS* 
“ Such transformation might surprise • 
But there, in quest of daily game, 

F;:ich abler courtier acts tne same. 
Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place. 
Their friends and fellows are their cliase. 
’They play tho bear’s and ibx’s part : 

Now rob by force, now' steal witli art. 
'I’hey sometimes in fhe senate bray ; 

Or, chang’d again to beasts of prey, 

Down from the lion to the ape, 

Practise tile firauds of ev'ry shajic.’' 

So said : upon the god he flies. 

In cords fhe struggling captive tie.s. 

“ Now. Proteus, now, to truth compell’d. 
Speak, and confess thy, art excell’d. 

I ’se strength, surprise, or what you will, 
'I'ho courtier finds evasions still : 

Not to lie bound l>y any ties, 

And never forc'd to leave his lies.” 


FABLE XXXIV. 


The Mastiff’. 

THOSE who in quarrels interpose, 

M usf often wipe a bloody nose. 

A Mastiff of true English blood, 

Ivov’d fighting better than his food. 

When dogs were snarling for a bone, 

He long’d to make the war his own ; 

And otten (bund when two contend. 

To interpose obtain’d his end; 

He glory ’d in his limping pace; 

'I’he Ki'ars of honour seamed his face ; 

In ev’ry limb a gash appears, 

And frequent fights retrench’d his ears. 

As, on a time, he heard from far 
Two dogs engag’d in noisy war, 

A wav he scours and lays about him, 

Itesolv’d no fray should be without him. 

’Forth from his yard a tanner flies, 

And to the hold Intruder cries, 

“ A cudgel shall correct your manners r 
Wlience sprung this curseri hate to tanuers ? 
Willie on my dog you vent your spite, 

.•'iirah ! ’tis mo you dare not bite." 

To see the bottle thus perplex’d, 

Willi equal rage a butcher vex’d, 
Hoarse-screarouigfrom the circled crowd, 

'fo the curM Mastiff cries aloud : 

“ Both Hockley-Hole and Marybone, 

The combats of my dog have known. 

He ne’er like bullies, coward-hearted, 

Attacks in public to be ])arted. 

'I'hlnk not, rash fool, to share his fiuhe ; 

Be his the honour or the shame." 

7'hus said, tJiey swore, and rav’d like thunder, 
Then dragg’d their fksten’d dogs asunder ; 
Wliile chibs and kicks from ev’ry side 
Rebounded from the Mastiff’s hide. 

All reeking now with sweat and blood, 

A while the parted warriors stood, 

'Then pour’d upon the meddling foe ; 

Who, worried, howl’d and sprawl’d below. 

He rose and limping from the fray 
By botii sides mangled, sneak’d away. 


FABLE XKXV. 


The Parlejf-morv and the Dunghill. 


Hf)W many saucy airs we meet 
From ’retn’ple-Bar to Aldgate-strcet ? 

Proud rogues, who shar’d the South-Sea prey, 
And sprung like mushrooms In a day I 
They think it mean to condescend . 

'To know a brother or a friend ; 

They blush to hear their, mother’s name. 

And by thidr pride expose tiheir shame. 

As cross his yard, at early day, 

A careful farmer took hissray. 
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He stopp’d, and leaning on his fork, 
Observ’d the flail’s Incessant vrork. 

In thought he measur’d all his store, 

His geese, his hogs, he number’d o’er : 

In fancy weigh’d the fleeces shorn. 

And multiply’d the next year’s com. 

A Harley-raow which stood beside, 
Thus to his musing master c-y'd ; 

“ Say, good Sir, U it fit or right. 

To treat me with neglect and slight ! 

Me, who contribute to your cheer. 

And raise your mirth with ale and beer? 
Whv thus insulted, thus disgrac’d. 

And that vile Dunghill near me plac’d ? 
Arc those poor sweepings of a groom, 

Th ii iilthy s.fflit, ih>t imu>c.i.i-. tuine. 
Meet ■■lijei'ls here ’ ( 'oiimi iiid it hence i 


A (liiiigs j niein must gl»(* iifreCtt.” 

The humlile dunghill thus rei-lv d • 

“ Thy iii.i,ier hears, und m- eki thj [«riJe . 
Insult not thus the meek and low 


In me thy honefactor know ; 

My warm assistance gave thee hirth. 


< )r thou hadst perish d low in earth ; 
But upstarts, to support their station. 


Cancel at once all obligation.” 


FABLE XXXVI. 
Pythagoras and the Countryman, 


PYTHAG'RAS rose at early dawn, 

Ily soaring meditation drawn ; 

To breathe the fragrance of the day, 

Through flow’ry fields he took h!s way. 

I n musing contemplation warm. 

His steps misled him to a farm, 

Where on a ladder’s topmost round, 

A Peasant stood ; the hammer’s sound 
Shook the weak barn. “ Say, friend, Vhat care 
Calls for thy honest labour there ?" 

The Clown with surly voice replies, 

“ Vengeance aloud for justice cries. 

This kite, by daily rapine fed. 

My hens annoy, my turkeys dread. 

At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 

See on the wall his wings display’d. 

Here nail’d, a terror to his kind. 

My fowls shall future safety find ; 

My yard the thriving poultry feed. 

Ana my barn's refuse fat the breed.” 

“ Friend,” says the sage, “ the doom is wise; 
For public good the murd'rer dies. 

But if Uiesc tyrants of the air 
Demand a sentence so severe, 

? ’hink how the glutton, man, devours ; 

Vhat bloody feasts regale his hours 1 
O impudence of power and might, 

Thui* to condemn a hawk or kite. 

When thou, perhaps, carniv'rous sinner, 

Hadst pullets yesterday for dinner !” 

“ Hold !” cry’d the Clown, with passion heated, 
" Shall kites and men alike he treated ? 

^Vhen heaven the world with creatures stor’d, 
Man was ordain’d their sov’reign lord.” 

‘ ‘ Thus tyrants boast,” the Sage reply’d, 

“ Whose murders spring fVom piiwer and pride. 
(Iwn then this manlike kite is slain 
Thy greater lux’ry to sustain ; 

For ‘ petty rogues submit to fate, 

Tliat great ones may enjoy their state.’ ’* 


FABLE XXXVIL 
The Farmer's Wife and the Raven. 


WHY are those tears ? why droops yonr hoad ? 
Is then your other husband dead ? 

Hr does a worse disgrace betide ; 

Hatli no one since his death apply'd ? 

Alas ! you know the cause too well ; 

The salt is spilt, to me it fell. 


I 


Tlien to contribute to my loss. 

My knife and fork were laid across ; 

On Friday too ! the day I dread ! 

Would I were safe at home In bed ’ 

Last night (I vow to heav’n 'tis true) 

Bounce from the fire a coffin flew. 

Next post some fatal news shall tell ; 

OtHl send my Cornish friends be well! 

Unhappy widow ! cease thy tears. 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears. 

Let not thy stomach be su^ended ; 

Eat now, rind weep when dinner’s ended 
And when the butler clears the table. 

For thy desert I’ll read my fable. 

Betwixt her swagging jiannlers’ load ; 

.A firmer’s wife to market mde : 

.Aiiii. iiiginiig on, wiih ihoiightfiil r.tre, 

'■■■■iiiiiM lip the pr.ifiis .if her ware; 

Win ii, ■.•artiiig from liir sil»er dream, 

Ttnii far and wi.lo w.is heard her « ream ; 

“ "I hill il.ivi.-n nn \on li.Ti h«nd oak 
(I'ur'e -III his ilM-Miding i r-iik) 

H me no N-i mure she said, 

When poor hiind Ball, with stumbling tread. 
Fell prone, o'erturn’d the pannier’s lay, 

And her mash’d eggs hestrew’d the way. ’ 

She, sprawling m the yellow road. 

Rail’d, swore, and curs’d ; “ Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whoreson throat ! 

I knew misfortune In the note." 

“ Dame," quoth the Raven, " spare your oatlis, 
Unclench your fist, and wipe your clothes. 

But why on me those curses thrown ? 

(ioo<ly, the fault was all your own ; 

For had you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old sure-footed mare, 

Tho’ all the Ravens of the hundred. 

With croaking had your tongue out thunder’d. 
Sure-footed Dun hail kept her legs. 

And you, good woman, sav’d your eggs.” 


FABLE X.XXVIII. 


The Turkey and the Ant. 

IN other men we faults can spy. 

And blame the mote that dims their eye • 
Each little speck and iilemish find, 

To our own stronger errors blind. 

A Turkey, tir’d of common food. 

Forsook the ham, and sought the wood; 
Behind her ran an infant train. 

Collecting here and there a grain. i 
“ Draw near, my birds,” the mother cries, 
” This hill delicious fare supplies ; 

Behold, the busy Negro race' 

8*!e, millions lilacken all the place ! 

Fear not. Like me with freedom eat ; 

An Ant is most delightful meat. 

How bleu’d hew envy’d were our life. 
Could we but ’scape the poult’rer’s knife I 
But man, curs'd man, on Turkeys preys 
And Christmas shortens all our days : 
Sometimes witli ovaters we combine. 
Sometimes assist the sav’ry chine. 

From the low peasant to the lord. 

The Turkey smokes on ev'ty board. 

Slue men for gluttony are curs'd, 

Of the icv’n deadly sins the worst. 

An Ant, who climb’d beyond her reach, 
Thus answer’d from Uie neighb’ring beech 
“ Ere you remark, another’s sin. 

Bid thy own conscience look within t 
('ontrol thy more voracious bill. 

Nor for a breakfest nations kill.” 


FABLE XXXIX. 

The Father and Ju filer* 

THE Man to Jove his suit preferr’d ; 
Ho begg’d a wife : his prayer was huariL 
Jove wonder'd at his bold addressing) 
For how precarious io the blessing t 
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A wife he takes. And now for heirs 
Affain ho worries heav’n with pray’rs. 

Jove nods assent. Two hopeful boys 
And a fine ^‘rl reward his joys. 

Now more solicitous he Rrew, 

And set their future lives m view ; 

lie saw th,at all respect and duty 

Were paid to wealth, to pow’r, and beauty. 

“ Once more," he cries. “ accept inj priij’r ; 
Make mj lov'd progeny tny care. 

J,et my first hope, my fav’rite boy, 

.All Fortune’s richest gifts enjoy. 

.Af y next with strong ambition fire : 

May favour teach him to aspire, 

Till he the step of jKjw’r ascend, 

And courtiers to their idol bend. 

With ev’ry grace, with ev’ry charm, 

M V daughter's perfect features arnt : 

If Heav'n approve, a Father’s bless’d." 

Jove smiles, and grants his full request. 

The first, a miser at the heart. 

Studious of ev’ry wiping art. 

Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain. 

And all his life devotes to gain. 

He feels no joy, his cares increase. 

He noilhcr w-akes nor sleeps in peace ; 

I '1 l.ii'cy d w.'int, a viri i. li cempleie, 

He 'tarvi-,, iiiil \ei he d.irts ti.A eat. 

The next to sudden linnouia i;rew : 

The ihrivinc art ofeourts he knew : 

I le reach’d tne height of now’r and place. 

Then fell, the victim of disgrace. 

Beauty with early bloom supplies j 

His daughter’s cheek, and points her eyes. 

The vain coquette each suit disdains. 

And glories m her lovers* pains. 

With nge she fades, each lover flies, 

Contemn’d, forlorn, she pines and dies. 

When .fovo the Father’s grief survey’d. 

And heard him Heav’n ana Fate upliraid, I 

Thus spoke the god : " By outward shov/, | 

Alen judge of happiness and wo : 

Shall ignorance or good and ill | 

Dare to direct th’ eternal will ? 

Seek virtue ; and of that possess’d. 

To providence resign the rest." | 


FABLE XL. 


TAe two Monkey*. 

THE learned, full of inward pride. 

The Fops of outward show deride ; 

The Fop, with learning at defiance. 

Scoffs at the pedant and the 8<denc,e: 

The Don, a formal, solemn strutter, 

Despises Monsieur’s airs and flutter; 

While Monsieur mocks the formal fool. 

Who look.s, and speaks, and walks by rule. 
Britain, a medley of the twain. 

As pert as France, as grave as Spain ; 

In fancy wiser than the rest. 

Laughs at them both, of both the Jest. 

Is not the poet's chiming close 
Censur’d by all the sons of prose ? 

While bards of quick imagination 
Despise the sleepy prose narration. 

Men laugh at Apes, they men contemn ; 

For what are we, but Apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair, 

No critics had a sourer air; 

They forc’d their way thro’ dranled folks. 

Who gap'd to catch Jack-puddfng’s Jokes; 

Then took their tickets for the show. 

And got, by chance, the foremost row. 

To see their grave, observing face, 

I Provok’d a laugh thro' all tl»e place. 

" Brother," says Pug, “ and turn'd his head," 
" The rabble’s monstrously ill bre<l !" 

Now thro’ the booth loud hisses ran; 

Nor ended till the show began. 

The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round, 

With somersets he shakes the i^onnd ; 

The cord InmeaUi the dancer springs ; 

Aloft in air the vaulter swings ; 

Distorted now, now prone depends, 

Now thro’ hlf twisted arms ascends : 


The crowd, in wonder and delight. 

With clapping hands applaud the sight. 

With smiles, quoth Pug, " If pranks like these 
, The giant Apes of reason please, 

I How would they wonder at our arts. 

They must adore us for our parts. 

High on the twig I’ve seen you cling ; 

Play, twist, ami turn. In airy ring ; 

How ran those clumsy things, like me. 

Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 

Ilut yet, by this applause, we find 
These emulators of our kind 
Discern our worthy our parts regard, 

Who our mean mimics thus reward." 

” Brother,” the grinning mate replies, 

“ In this I grant that m.xn is wise. 

While good example they pursue, 

We must allow some praise is due ; 

But when they strain beyond their guide, 

I i.-uigh to scorn the mimic pride. 

For how fantastic is the sight. 

To meet men always bolt upright. 

Because we sometimes walk on two ! 

I hale the imitating crew.” 


FABLE XLL 


The On l and the Farmer. 


an HwI of crave deport and mien, 

\\ ho (like (he l urk I w;is seldom m on, 
Within a barn had chose his station, 

As fit for prey and contemplation. 

Hfion a beam aloft he sits, 

.Ami iukIs, and seems to think, by fits. 

So have I seen a man of news, 

Or Postboy, or Gazette jieruse; 

Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 
And fix the fate of Europe round. 

.Sheaves pil’d on sheaves hid all tlie floor. 
At dawn of morn, to view his store 
'1 he Farmer came. The hooting guest 
His self-importance thus express’d : 

“ Reason in man is mere pretence ; 

How weak, how shallow is nis sense ! 

To treat with scorn the Bird of Night, 
Declares bis foUy or his spite. 

Then too, how parliiU is his praise ! 

The lark’s, the linnet’s chiding lay* 

To Hs ill-judging ears are fine ; 

And nightingales arc all divine. 

But the more knowing feather’d race 
See wisdom stamp’d upon my face. 
Whene’er to visit light I deign, 

What flocks of fowls comiiose my train ! 
Like slaves, they crowd my flight behind. 
And own me of suiwrior kmd.^’ 

The farmer laugli’d, and thus reply ’d ; 

« Thou dull important lump of iiriile, 
Dar’st thou, with that harsh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling song ? 

Indulge thy spleen. Know, men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an Owl. 

Besides, proud blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call’st thy slaves and train. 
Few follow Wisdom or her rules; 

Fools in derision follow fools." 


FABLE XLII. 


The Jvggler*. 


A JUGGLER long through all the town 
Had rais’d hU fortune and renown ; 

You’d think (so far his art transcends) 

The Devil at his fingers’ ends. 

Vice heard his fame, she read his bill ; 
Convinc'd of his inferior skill. 

She sought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defied the man of art aloud : 

** Is this then he so fam’d for slight ? 
Can this slow bungler cheat your sight f 
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Pares he ulth me dispute the prize ; 

I learo it to impartial eye*.” 

Provok’d, the Jugjitler cried, ** ’Tis done ! 

In science 1 submit to none.” 

Thus said, the cups and balls he play’d ; 
llv tijrn>, this hero, that there, ■ unvi ;,' il 
'Ine i-ardB i.iliediFnl l<> hii wur.h, 

Arc by a 111 lip liirn’d In biril.. 

Ills litili- li.iirk I linn^e the gram 
'I'ni'k al'ler in. k (Ji.‘lu(l..-s the iram. 

He shakes hi* hag, he sihows all fair; 

His fingers spread, and nothing there ; 

Then bids it rain with showers of gold, 

And now his iv'rv eggs are told. 

Hut when from thence the hen he draws. 
Amaz'd spectators hum applause. 

Vice now slept forth, and took the place. 
With all the forms of his mrimace. 

“ This magic looking-glass.” she cries, 

“ (There, hand it round) will charm your ey«*s 
Each eager eye the sight desir’d, 

And ev’ry man hiinsrlf admir’d. 

Next to a senator addressing ; 

“ See thw bank-note ; observe the blessing, 
lireatbe on the bill. Heigh, pass ! ’tis gone 
Upon his lips a padlock shown. 

A second puff the magic broke ; 

The p.-idl „ k ind he 

'J'wiii,- |...|i|f.k rang'd up.'.n ihe board, 

AH lull, ttiili tu ndy liquor sI.-rM, 

Hr ■ lean ( unvey.mce disapi't-ir , 

-Vn.l II, .M iw.j hlii.idv kuiiriis are iherc- 
A purse she to a thief expos’d ; 

At once his ready fingers clos'd : 

He opes his fist, "the trea.surc's fled ; 

He sees a halter in its stead. 

fshe bids Ambition hold a w'and ; 

He gr.ispK a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity she shows. 

“ Hlow here !” and a churchwarden blows, 

'Tin vanish'd with conveyance neat. 

Ami on the table smokes a treat. 

She shakes the dice, the board she knocks. 
And from all p<K;kets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake address'd ; 

“ Tliis picture «*e ; her shape, her breast ! 
VVliat yotith, and what inviting eyes! 

1 lold her, and have her.” With surprise. 

His hand expos’d a box of pills, 

And a loud laugh proclaim’d his ill*. 

A counter, in a miser’s hand, 

(^rew twenty gtiincas at command. 

Slie bids his heir the sum retain, 

And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you see 
1 ’ake ev’17 sliajte but Charity f 
.And not one thing you saw, or dre-w. 

Hut chang'd from what was first in view. 

The juggler now in grief of heart, 

Witli this submission own’d her art ; 

“ Can I such matchless slight withstand? 
How practice hath improv'd your hand ! 

But now and then I cheat the throng ; 

You ev’ry day, and all day long.” 


FABLE XLIII. 


The Council qf Horses. 


UPON a time a neighing steed, 

IVho graz’d among a num’rous breed. 

With mutiny had fir’d the train, 

And spread dissension through the plain, 
On matters that concern’d the state 
The council met in grand debate. 

A colt, whose eye-balls flam'd with Ire, 
Elate with strength and youthful fire. 

In haste stept forth before the rest, 

And thus the list’ning throng address’d ; 

** Good gods ! how abject is our race, 
Condemn^ to slav’ry and disgrace J 
Shall we onr servitude reUln, 

Because our sire* have borne the chain ? 
ContidCT, firlendi, your strength and might ; 
'Tn* conquest to assert your right. 

How cumbrous is the gilded coach I 
The pride of man is our reproach. 


Were we design’d for daily toil. 

To drag the plough-share through the soil ; 
To sweat in harness through the road. 

To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 

How feeble are the two-legg’d kind ! 

What force is in our nerves combin'd 
Shall then our nobler jaws submit 
To fo-jin and < bamp the gnlling bit ■' 

SluM hiiigiiiy man rn]t b.iLk bc.irul. ' 
ill ihf di irp 'pur [iroioke iny -"le ' 

1 ■ rbi.l ii, hr-.iic-iiB ! reject Ihe rei.'i ; 

\"ur -liiiiK. v iiir infariiy diMlam. 

I.r' ' boll firA toi'ilri'l, 

tii-l -i.ii ilic ilgcr's famish'd growl 
l.i I II.. like them, our free‘di>iii .l.iirr, 

■Viid ii.ake hiiii tremble ai .,ur ii.iine. ' 

X Pil I1--.1 approv'd Ihe 1 au-r, 

Ai'd ill III. . if. iL- iieigh'd appUiiBe 

VVhen, In ! with grave and solemn pace, 
A Steed advanc'd before tlie race. 

With age and long rxperienc;e wise ; 

Around he cast his thoughtful eyes. 

And, to the murmurs of the train, 

Thus spoke the Nestor of the plain ; 

“ When T h-.d health and strened' 

1 b. i..il,or,.rMm.le 1 kiirw. 

N.iw grii'Iul iiMii rctt.irii- iiiv pani-. 

And giv... me all ilie.e wuli.- lioni m.'. 

At Will J crop the year’s increase ; 

My latter life is rest and peace. 

I grant to man we lend our pains, 

■And aid him to correct the pi- his 
M.it d.jfh ii. i he divide the .-..ir, 

I lir>..iit;h all the labours m .o ' 

Mow inanv ihoii.rtiid siruciun-B ri 
'I •• loi, e u-i trim till lenient skies ' 

For us he hears the sultry day. 

And Stores up all our winter’s hay. 

He sows, lie reaps the harvest's gain, 

Wo share the toll, and siiare the grain. 

Since ev’ry creature was decreed 
To aid each other's mutual need. 

Appease your discontented mind. 

And act the part by Beaven assign’d.”' 

The tiiir lit ceas’d. The Colt submitted; 
And, like las ancestors, was bitted. 


FABLE XLIV. • 


The Hound and the Huntsman. 


IMPERTINENCE at first is borne 
With heedless slight, or smiles of scorn ; 

Teaz’d Into wrath, what patience lieurs 
Tlic noisy fool who perseveres f 
The inomimt wakes, the Huntsman sound., 
A t once rush forth the joyful hounds. 

They seek the wood with eager pace, 

Through bush, through brier, explore the chase 
Now Scatter’d wide, they try the plain. 

And snuff the dewy turi in vain. 

What care, what industry, what pains! 

What universal silence reigns ! 

Ringwood, a dog of little fame, 

Young, pert, and iraorant of game. 

At once displays his babbling throat; 

The pack, regardless of the note, . 

Pursue the scent ; with louder strain 
He still persists to re* the train. 

The Huntsman to the clamour flies ; 

The smacking lash he smaftlv plies. 

His ribs ail welk'd, with howling tone 
The puppy thus express’d his moan ■ 

“ 1 know the music of my tongue 
Ixing since the pack with envy stung. 

What will not spite ? These bitter smart* 

I owe to my superior parts.” . 

“ When puppies prate,” the Huntsman crie", 
“ They show fioth ignorance and pride : 

Fools may our scorn, not envy, raise. 

For envy is a kind or praise. 

Had not thy forward noisy tongue . 

Proclaim’d thee always in the wrong, 
ThouTnight’st have mingled with the rest. 

And ne’er thy foolish nose confess’d. 

But fools, to talking<ever prone, 

Am sure to make their foiUcs known." 
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FABLE XLV. 


The Pott and the Rote. 


1 HATE the man who builda his name i 
On ruins of another’s fame. 

Thus prudes, by characters o’orthrown, 
Imafpne that they raise their own. 

’I’hus scribblers, covetous of praise. 

Think slander can transplant the l>ays. 
Hoauties and bards have equal pride ; 

With both all rivals are decried. 

AVIio praises I>esl)ia's eyes aiul feature. 

Must call her sister, awkward cre.rture; 

For the kind flatt’ry’s sure to charm. 

When we some other nymph disarm. 

As In the cool of early day 
A Poet sought the sweets of May, 

'i'hc garden’s fragrant breath ascends. 

Anil ev’rj stalk with odour Itends. 

A Rose he pluck'd, he gaz’d, admir’d, 

Thus singi^ as the Muse inspir’d : 

“ Go, Rose, my Chloe’s bosom grace ; 

How happy should I pn»ve, 

Might I supply that envied place 
With never-fading love ! 

There, Phoenix-like, beneath her eye. 
Involv’d in fragrance, hum and die ! 

" Know, hapless flow’r, that thou shalt find 
More fragi^t rones there ; 

I see thy with'ring head reclin’d 
With envy and despair 
One common fete we noth must prove ; 

You die with envy, I with love.” 

“ Spare your comparisons,” replied 
An angry Rose, who grew beside ; 

“ Of all tnanki^ you should not dout us ; 
What can a Poet do without us if 
In ev’ry love -song roses bloom ; 

W e lend you colour and perftirne. 

Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 

I'o found her praise on our abuse ? 

Must we, to flatter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine, and fade ?” 


FABLE XLVI. 

The Cur, the Horte, and the Shepherd's Dog. 


THE lad, of all-cuflBciwt merit. 

With modesty ne’er dimipt his spirit ; 
Presuming on his own deserts. 

On all alike bis tongue exerts ; 

His noisy jokes at random throws. 

And pertly spatters friends and foes ; 

In wit and war the buUy.raee 
Contribute to their own disgrace. 

Too late the forward youth shall find 
That Jokes are sometimes paid in kind ; 
Or if they canker In the breast. 

He makes a foe who makes a Jest. 

A Village-cur, of snappish irnce, 

I’he pertest T»uppy of the place. 
Imagin’d that ois treble tnroat 
Was blest’d with music’s sweetest note ; 
In the mid-road be basking lay, 

The Yelping nuisance of the way ; 

For not a creature pois’d along. 

But had a sample of his song. 

Soon as the trotting steed he hears. 
He starts, he cocks his dapper ears} 
Away be scours, assaults ms hoof: 
n Now near him snarls, now barks aloof; 
With shrill impertinence attends; 

Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chanc’d, upon his evil «tay, 

A Pad came pacing down the way; 

'J'he cur, with never-ceasing tongue. 
Upon the passing trav’ller sprung. 

The horse from scorn provok’d to ire, 

FI unp backward ; rolling in the mire 
The Puppy howl’d and bleeding lay : 
The Pad In peace pursu’d his way. 


A Shepherd’s Dog, who taw the deed. 
Detesting the vexatious breed. 

Bespoke nim thus : “ When coxcombs prate. 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate : 

Thy tearing tongue had judgment ty’d. 
Thou had’st not like a puppy dy’d.” 


FABLE XLVII. 


The Court Death. 


DEATH, on a solemn night of state, 

In all his pomp of terror sate : 

The attendants of his gloomy reign. 

Diseases dire, a ghastly train ! 

Crowd the vast court. With hollow tone 
A voice thus thunder’d from the throne : 

“ This night our minister we name, 

I.et ev’rj servant speak his claim ; 

Merit shall Itear this ebon wand.’’ 

All, at the word, stretch’d fortli their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat possess’d, 
Advanc’d, and for the wand address’d : 

•* I to the weekly hills appeal, 
liet those express my fervent zeal ; 

On ev’ry slignt occasion near. 

With violence 1 persevere." 

Next Gout api^ars with limping pare. 
Pleads how he shifts from place to place ; 
From head to foot how swift he flies, 

And ev'ry joint and sinew plies ; 

Still working when he seems suppress'd, 

A most tenacious stubborn guest. 

A haggard Spectre Grom the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus asserts his due 
“ ’Tls I who taint the sweetest joy, 

’ And in the shape of love destroy : 

My shanks, sunk eyes, and noseless face, 
Prove my pretension to the place.” 

Stone urg’d his ever growing force. 

And, next, Consumption’s meagre corse, 
Witli feeble voice that scarce was heard. 
Broke with short coughs, his suit preferr’d s 
“ Let none object ray llng’ring way, 

I gain, like Fablus, by delay { 

Fatigue and weaken ev*nr foe 
By long attack, secure, tho’ slow.” 

Plague represents his rapid pow’r. 

Who thinn’u a nation in an hour. 

All spoke their claim, and hop’d the wand. 
Now expectatidn hush’d the band. 

When thus tho Monarch from the throne ; 

“ Merit was ever modest known. 

What ! no phyfician si>eak his right 
None here I but fees tneir toils requite. 

Let then Intcmp’rance take the wand. 

Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 

You, Fever, Gout, and all the rest, 

(Whom wary men, as foes detest,) 

Forego your claim, no more pretend : 
IntempVance is esteem’d a friend ; 

He shares their mirth, their social joy.s. 

And, as a courted guest, destroys. 

The charge on him must justly fall, 

I Who finds employment far you all.” 


FABLE XLVIII. 


The Gardener eutd the Bog, 


A G ARD'NER of peculiar taste, 

On a young Hog his fevour plac’d ; 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferr’d. 

He wallow’d underneath the board. 

Or in his master’s chamber snor’d ; 
Who ibndly strok’d him ev’ry day, 

And taught him all the puppy’s play. 
Where’er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail’d hli pleasure to attend. 

As, on a time, the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden’s care. 
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The Master thus address’d the f5wine: 

“ My house, my garden, all is thine. 

Ofi turnips feast whene’er you please. 

And riot in my beans and peas ; 

If the potato’s taste delight. 

Or the red carrot’s sweet invito, 

Indulge thy morn and ev’ning hours. 

But let due care regard my flow’rs : 

M\ tulips are my garden’s pride. 

What vast expense those beds supply’d!” 

The Hog by chance one morning roam’d 
Where with new ale the vessels foam’d. 

Ho munches now the stceming grains. 
Now with full swill the liquor drains, 

I niiiiii rtimg fimwi ari,e ; 

Ho rteU, he rolls his ninkingefes; 

’I’lien siagg’ring thro' the gar.i.n -t -'iir*. 
And triMiUdown painted ranks I'l d-iui rs- 
^Vith delving snout he turns the soil. 

And cools hfs palate with the sjioil. 

The master came, the ruin spy’d, 

“ Villain, suspend thy rage !” he cry’d ; 

“ Hast thou, thou most ungrateful wot. 

My charge, ray only charge forgot? 

Wiat, ail my flowers !” — No more he said, 
Hut gaz'd, and sigh’d, and hung his head. 

The Hog with stutt’ring speech returns : 
“ Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 

See there, untouclrd, your tulips strown. 
For I devour’d the roots alone.” 

At this the (iard'ncr's passion grows; 
From oaths and threats he fell to lilows. 
The stubborn brute the blow sustains ; 
Assaults his leg, and tears tlie veins. 

Ah foolish swain . too late you find 
That sties were for such friends design’d ! 
Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
jReflocting thus on nast disjp'ace : 

“ Who cherisites a nnual mate, 

Shall mourn their folly soon or late.” 


FABLE XLIX. 


The Man and the Flea, 


■WHETHER on earth, in air, or main. 
Sure ev’ry thing alive is vain ! 

Does not the hawk all fowls survey. 

As destin'd only tor his prey ! 

And do not tyrants, prouder things, 

Think men were bom for slaves to kings ’ 
When the crab views the pearly strands. 
Or Tagus, bright with golden sands ; 

Or crawls beside the coral grove. 

And hears the ocean roll above ; 

“ Nature Is too profuse,” — says he, 

“ Who gave all these to pleasure me !” 
When bord’ring pinks and roses bloom, 
And ev’ry garden breathes perfume ; 

'Vhen peaches glow with sunnv dyes. 

Idke Laura’s cheek, when blushes rise ; 
When with huge figs the branches bend. 
When clusters from the vine depend ; 

The snail looks round on flow’r and tree, 
And cries, “ All these were made for me !” 

“ Wliat dignity's in human nature ?” 
Says Man, the rhost conceited creature, 

'Vs from a clitf he cast his eye, 

And view’d the sea and arenrf sky ; 

The sun was sunk beneath the main ; 

The moon and all the starry train. 

Hung the vast vault of Heav’n. The Man 
His contenmiatlon thus began : 

“ When I behold this glorious show. 

And the wide wat’^ world below, 

'i'he scaly people or Lhe main. 

The beasts that range the or plain^ 
The wing’d inhabitants 'of air. 

The day, the night, the various year. 


And know all these by heav*n design’d 
As gifts to pleasure human kind ; 

1 cannot raise my worth too higli ; , 

Of what vast consequence am 1!” 

“ Not of th’ importance you suppose, ’ 
Reillies a Flea upon his nose. 

" Be humble, learn tliyself to scan. 

Know, pride was never made for man. 
’Tis vanity that swells thv mind. 

Wliat, heav’n and earth for thee design’d ! 
For thee made only for our neiKl, 

That more important Fleas might feed.” 


FABLE L. 


The Hare ami many Friendt. 


FRTENDSH II’, like love, is but a name, 
Unless to one you stint the flame. 

Tlie ch'iM, ali -m iiiiiiv fiiln r. .hiri-, 
li .Ih -..l.l ..II ki|..vvii I |.nh, r .. m- 

' I i< th.i. .11 III ii.i.inps . 1. 1.., I 

On II, m,. r ,r. lind i Ir,. ii.l. 

A II il.-, Wli , III a ( ivil ; , . 

t ..niplvM uiih ,-v’rv II I k,, i', is. 

U lin..Mrn t-v all II,,* l.i,l,jl ir i.ii 
That haunt the wood or graze the plain ; 
Her c.are was, never to olleiitl, 

And ev'ry creature was her friend. 

As forth she went at ctrly dawn, 

To taste the dew -besprinkled lawn, 

Behind she hears the hunters’ cries, 

And from the deep-mouth’d thunder Ihi's. 
’^he starts, she M.qi^ she pint, I’.r hr, ,ili , 
>li.- be ,r« the near advaiii e ■.I'd.-, ill, , 

She doubles to mislead the hound, 

And measures back her mazy round ; 

Till, fainting in the public way, 

Half dead with fear she gasping I.av. 

IVhat transport in her bosom grew. 
When first the Hors^ ajipear’d in view ! 

“ Let me,” savs she, '‘your back ascend. 
And owe my safety to a friend. 

You know my feet betray my flight ; 

To friendship ev'ry burden’s light." * 
The Horse reply’d, “ Toor honest I’u .s, 
It grieves my heart to see thus thus. 

Be comforted ; relief is near, 

For all your friends are in tlie rear.” 

She next the sutely Bull implor’d : 

And thus reply’d the mighty lord ; 

" Since ev'ry beast alive can tell 
That 1 sincerely wish you well, 

I may, without oRence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 

Ia>ve calls me hence ; a fav’rile cow 
Expects me near yon barley-mow ; 

And when a lady’s in the case. 

You know all other things give place. 

To leave you thus might seem unkind. 
But see, the Goat is just behind." 

The Goat remark’d her pulse was high. 
Her languid head, her heavy eye : 

“ My back,” says he, " may do you harm ; 
The sheep’s at hand, and wool is warm.” 

The sheep was feeble, and complain’d 
His sides a load of wool sustain’d ; 

Said he was slow, confess'd his fears ; 

For hounds eat Sheep as well as Hares. 

She now the trotting calf address’d, 

To save from death a friend distress’d. 

“ Shall I,” says he, ” of tender age, 

In tliis important care engage ! 

Older and abler pass’d you by ; 

How strong .’we those ! how weak am 1 ! 
Should I presume to bear you henw. 
Those friends of mine may take oRence. 
Excuse mo then. You know my hear4 
But dearest friends, alas ! must part. 

How shall we all lament ! Adieu : 

For see the hounds are just in view.” 


B8 
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PART II. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Thtse FaUes rvere finilhed by Mr. Gay, and intended for the prest, a ihort titne before hit death ; tvkm they 
rrere left, vith hit other j)ajiert, to the care (f hit noble friend and patron the Duke qf Queenebury, n'ht 
permitted (hem to be printed from the orif'inalt in tlte Author's own hand-writing. 


FABLE I. 


The Dog and the Fox. 


To a Lawyer. 


I KNOW you Lawyon can, with ease, 

Twist words and meaning as you please ; 

That lanniaKe, by your skill made pliant, 

'Will bend to favour ev’ry client ; 

That 'tis tl\e fee directs the sense, 

To make out either side’s pretence. 

When you peruse the clearest case. 

You see it with a double face : 

For scepticism’s your profession ; 

Vou hold there’s doubt in all exy>rcs8jon. 

Hence is the bar with fees supply 'd, 

Hei'ce eloouencc takes cither side. 

Your hand would have but paltry gleanln.^, 

Could ev’ry man express his meaning. 

Who dares presume to pen a deed, 1 

Unless you previously are fiee'd ? 

'Tis drawn ; and to augment the cost, j 

Tn dull prolixity engross’d. I 

And now we're well secur’d by law. 

Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Head o’er a Will. Wast ever known. 

But you could make the will your own ? 

For when you read, ’tis with Intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 

Since things are thus, te ^jefhndendo, 

1 bar fallacious inu^do. 

Sagacious Porta's skill could trace 
Some beast or bird in ev’ry face. 

The head, the eye, the nose’s shape, 

I’rov’d this an owl and that an ape. 

Whan, in the sketches thru design’d, I 

Resemblance brings some fViend to mind, | 

You show the piece, and give the hint, ! 

And find each feature In the print ; 

So monstrotu-Uko the portrait’s found, ! 

All know it, and the laugh goes round. 

Like him I draw from gen’ral nature ; 

Is’t I or you then fix the satire ? 

So, Sir, I beg you spare your pains 
In making comments on my strains. 

All private slandar I detest, 

, I Judge not of my neighbour’s breast ; 

Party and prejudice I hate. 

And write no libels on the state. 

Shall not my fable censure vice. 

Because a knave Is over>nica ? 

And. lest the guilty hear and dread. 

Shall notHlte&ealogue be read ? 

If I laih vice in genTal fiction. 

Js’t I apply, or sdf.convlction f 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame. 

If men in morala ane the same ? 


I no man call an ape or ass ; 

’Tis bin on n conscience holds the glass. 

Thus void of all oflence I write : 

Who claims the fable, knows his right. 

A 'hp|ilii.*rd‘> Dog. uii.kiird in eipuri>, 

Pi. li’il up ai'i^uainraui'e of all soru: 

Among the rest a fox he knew : 

By frequent chat tlteir friendship grew. 

Says Reynard, “ ’Tis a cruel case, 

That man should stigmatize our race. 

No doubt, among us rogues you find. 

As among dogs and human kind : 

And yet (unknown to me and you) 

There may be honest men and true. 

Thus slander tries, whafe’er it can, 

To put us on the find with man. 

Let my own actions recommend ; 

No prejudice can blind a frUmd : 

You know me free from all disguise • 

My honour as my life I prize." 

By talk like this, from all mistrus' 

The dog was cur’d, and thought him just. 

As on a time the Fox held forth 
On conscienre, honesty, and worth , 

.sudden he stopp’ik; he cock’d his ear ; 

Low dropp’d his brushy tail with fear. 

“ Bless us ! the hunters ;iro abroad ! 

BTiat’s all that clatter on the road ?" 

“ Hold,’’ says the Dog, “we’re safe from harm, 
’Twas nothing but a false alarm ; 

At yonder town 'tis market-day : 

Jsome farmer’s wife is on the way ; 

’Tis so (I know her pyebald mare) 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry- ware." 

Reynard grew hull’. Kays he, “ This sneer 
From you I little thought to hear : 

Your meaning in your looks I see : 

Pray what’s dame Dobbins, friend, to me ? 

Did 1 e'er make her poultry tbinuer r* 

Prove that I owe the dame a dinner !’’ 

“ Friend,*’ quotli the Cur, “I meant no barm, 
Then why so captious ? why so warm ? 

My words, in common acceptation. 

Could never give this provocation. 

No lamb (for ought I ever knew) 

May lie more innocent than you.” 

At Uiis, gall'd Reynard winc’d, and swore 
Such language ne’er was giv'n h^re. 

“ What’s lamb to me ? This saucy hint 
Shows me, base ktsave, which way you M]uint. 

If t'other night your master lost 
Three lambs, am I to pay the cost ? 

Your vile reflectlom would imply 
'That I’m the thief* You Dog, you lie I” 

“ Thou knave. Chon fool,” the Dog 
“ The napae is Just take aither side j 
Thy guilt tliese applications speak ; 

Sirrah, ’tis conscience makes you squeak 1* 

So saying, on the Fox he fliin. 

The self-convicted felon dies. 



FABLE II. 


FilBZiSS Uf 


The Vulture, Sparrotv, and other Birde. 
To a Friend in the Country. 


KRK I bPRin, 1 must premise 

t)ur ministers are ffocKl and wise ; i 

So, Ihon^'tr malicious tonf^ues apply. 

Fray, what care they, or what t’are 1 ? 1 

IF I am free with courts, be ’t known, 

I ne’er presume to mean our own. 

If li, ri’ul M-em 1.1 i-ike 

On inn. .liters, r.ii.J sii.h liki- t-jlk, ' 

.\ I apt. .Us I....1 III V i.ike oileiice , j 

Ak'ti II tlien -< He kiiiiuis bin own preten.'e. ' 

J n-ieiliile with n.i si, He .illairs, 1 

But spare my iest to save iny ears. 

Oar present schemes are too jirofound | 

For Machiavel himself to sound : I 

To censure ’em I’ve no pretension ; j 

I own they're past my comprehension. i 

You say your brotlier wants a place, 

(’Tis many a younper brother’s case,) I 

kiiii ihjt h..- virv .-i.'n inii niK j 

l.ipl< an. I it a/e liia iVietuI-. 

It I'lere his MU III. . ham e to fiinJ ' 

A patriot of an o}>en mind, ! 

Wnose constant actions prove him just ' 

To both a king’s and people's trust ; 

May he, with gratitude, attend, 

And owe his rise to such a friend. 

You praise his parts, for bus’ness fit, | 

His le irning. pr.'if itv, and wit; 

Mill itiiiM.* .il.ine will never do, j 

I nless hi> |. iiroii have ’em loo. 

I've heartl ol'iiuiev (pray <io<l deb ml ii«, i 

We’re not so good but he can mend us) i 

When wickeri ministers have trod, | 

On kings and people, law and (Jod ; i 

With arrogance they girt the throne, | 

A nd knew no int’rcst hut their own. i 

Then virtue, from preferment barr'd, ; 

(lets nothing but its own reward. i 

A gang of petty knaves attend 'em, I 

With proper parts to recommend ’em. | 

Then If his patron bum with lust, I 

The first in favour’s pimp the first. I 

His doors are never clos'd to spies, 

A Yho ( beer his heart with double lies ; 

They flatter him, his foes defame. 

Ho lull the pangs of guilt .and shame. 

If schemes of lucre haunt his brain, ■ 

Frojectors swell his greedy train ; : 

Vile brokers ply his private ear | 

With jobs of plunder for the year ; i 

All consciences must liend and ply ; . 

You must vote on, and not know why ; 1 

Through thick and thin you must go on ; 

One scruph'i and your place is gone. 

•Since plagues like these have curs’d a land. 

And fav’ritps cannot always stand ; I 

(lood courtiers should for change be ready, i 

And not have principles too steady ; 

For should a knave engross the pow'r, 

((Jod shield the realm from that sad hour,) 

He must have rogues, or slavish fools ; 

For what’s a knave without his tools ? 

Wherever those a people drain. 

And strut with infamy and gain ; 

I envy not their guilt and state, 

And scorn to share the public hate. j 

Iiet their own servile creatures rise, i 

By screening fraud, and venting lies ; 

Cive me, kind Heaven, a private station, : 

A mind serene for contemplation : 

Title and profit I resign ; 

The post « honour shall be mine 
My fable read, their merits view, \ 

Then herd who will with such a crew. i 

In days of yore (my cautiotu rhymes I 

Always except the present times) j 

h greedy Vul ture, skill’d in game* I 

Inur’d to guilt, unaw’d by shame, I 

Approach’d the throne in evil hour, I 

And step by step intrudes to pow’r ; 

Wi^ at the royal Eagle’s ear. 

He longs to ease the mooaroii’s cue. ! 

Fne monarch grants. With pride elate, I 

Behold him raS^ter o? > tate 1 > 


Around him throng the ffeathcr’d rout ; 
Friends must be serv’d and some must out. 
E.-ich thinks his own the best pretension ; 

This asks a place, and that a pension. 

The Nightingale was set aside, 

A Ibrwara Daw his room supplied. 

“ This bird,” says he, “for bus’ness fh. 
Hath Ixith sagacity and wit. 

AVith ail his turns, and shifts, and tricks. 

He's d...-ile, and at n.athing sticks. 

'1 ln.n 1 * .ill Ills iii-ighbi.uri one i»o lice 
At III tiin, s will I onnive at me." 

1 be llaw k had due dibliin lion show ii. 

For parts and talents like his own. 

ThouciniM of hireling Pocks attend him, 

A' blusi'iii.g loilhes t.) ileli.nil him. 

.\t i.ii. e ibf Havens re diwardeii. 

And Magines witli their posts rewarded. 

“ Those fowls of omen I detest 
That pry into another’s nest, 

•itafe lies must low? all gooil intent : 

I'.-r ih. J f.iri si-e and i r.. .k ih' eveni. 

Mv friend., ne'er ibink, but laU bv rote. 

''Iieik wh.it ihev're laiii-lit, .'iiiil m'. io "-.ip " 
When roRuev like tie .i '*p .ire* i nts, 
“ To honours and employments rise, 

I c..iiirt n.o fav.iur, ask no pl.a. e : 
f.-r .111 li prelV-rmeiii l^ iJi.ef.i' e. 

Vk iililii inv thsl. Ii'd n ir..*i I i.nd 

(W hat tlieve ne'er feel) nut piuLC .'i mirm.' 


FABLE HI. 

The Baboon and the Poultry. 
To a Leveo-Hunter. 


AA'E frequently misplace esteem, 

By judging men by what they seem. 

'J'o birth, wealth, pow’r, we should allow 
J’rccetlence, and our lowest bow. 

In that is due distinction shown. 

Esteem is Virtue’s right alone. 

With partial eye we’re apt to see 
The man of noble pedigree. 

We’re prepossess’d my lord inherits 
In some degree his grandsire’s merits, 

For those we find upon record : 

But find him nothing but my lord. 

When we, with superficial view. 

Gaze on the rich, we’re dazzled too. 

We know that wealth, well understood. 

Hath frequent pow’r of doing good ; 

Then fancy that the thing is done, - 
As if the pow’r and will were one. 

Thus oft the cheated crowd adore 
'rhe thriving knaves that keep ’era poor. 

The crin^ng train of pow’r survey ; 

AVhat creatures are so low as they ! 

With what obsequiousness they bend ! 

To what vile actions condescend ! 

Their rise Is on tlicir meanness built. 

And flatt’ry is their smallest guilt, 

What liomage, rev’rence, adoration. 

In cv'ry age, In every nation, 

Have sycophants to pow’r address’d ! 

No matter who the pow’r fiosscss’d. 

I^t ministers be what (hey will. 

You find their levees always (ill. 

Kv’n those who have perplex'd a state. 

Whose actions claim oontempt and hate. 

Had wretches to applaud their schemes, 
Though more absurd than madmen’s dreams. 
AVhen barb’rous Molotdi was invok’d. 

The blood of infants only smok’d ! 

But here (unless all hlst’ry lies) 

Whole realms have been a sacrifice ! 

Look through all courts : ’(is pow'r we find 
The gen’ral idol of mankind ; 

There, worshlpp’d under ev’ry shape. 

Alike the lion, tox, and awe. 

Are follow’d by iime-serving slaves. 

Rich prostitutes, ami needy knaves. 

AVho then shall glory In’his post ^ 

How fkail his pride, how vain nit booat ! 

The fbll’wcrs of his prosp’rous hour 
Are as unstable aa hb pow’r. 
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Pow’r, by the breath of flatrty nurs’d. 

The more It swcllii, is nearer burst. 

The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends. 

And in a dirty tear descends. 

Once on a time, an ancient maid, 

Ry wishes arid by time decay'd. 

To cure the pangs of restless thought, 

] n birds and beasts amusement sought : 

Dops, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd; 

With these alone she talk’d and toy’d. 

A huge Balloon her fancy took, 

(Almost a man in size and look) 

He finger'd ev’ry thing he found, 

A nd mimick’d all the servants round. 

Then, to<i, his parts and ready wit 
Show d him for ev’ry bus’ness fit. 

With all these talents 'twas but just 
That Pug should hold a place of trust: 

!^o to her fav’rite was assim'd 
The charge of all her featlier’d kind. 

’Twas his to tend ’em eve and mom. 

And portion out their daily com. 

Benold him now, with naughty stride. 
Assume a ministerial pride. 

I'he morning rose. In hope of picking 
Swans, turkeys, peacocks, aucks, and chicken, 
Fowls of all ranks surround his hut. 

To worship his important strut. 

The minister appears. The crowd. 

Now here, now there, obseouious bow’d. 

This prais'd his parts, and that bis face, 

Th’ other his dignity in place. 

From bill to bill the flatt’ry ran ; 

He hears and liears It like a man : 

For, when we flatter self-conceit. 

We but his sentiments repeat. 

If we’re too scrupulously just, 

What profit’s In a place at trust ! 

The common practice of the great. 

Is, to secure a snug retreat. 

So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 

.\n apple-woman’s stall was near. 

Well stock'd with fruits through all the year ; 
Here ev’ry day he cramm’d h5 guts ; 

Hence were his hoards of pears and nuts; 

For ’twas agreed, in way of trade. 

His payments should in com lie made. 

The stock of grain was quickly spent. 

And no account which way it went. 

Then too the Poultry's starv’d condition 
t’aus’d speculations of suspicion. 

The facts were nrov'd beyond dispute; 

Pug must refund his hoartls of fruit : 

And, though then minister in chief, 

Was branded as a public thief. 

Hisgrac’d, despis’d, confin’d to chairts. 

He nothing hut bis pride retains. 

A goose pass’d by ; he knew the face, 

Seen ev’ry levee wnile in place. 

" What, no respect I no rev’rence shown I 
How saucy are these creatures grown ! 

Not two days since,” says he, “you bow’d 
The lowest of my fawning crowd.” 

" Proud fool 1” replies me goose, “’tis true. 
Thy com a flutt’ring levee £ew ; 

For that I join'd the hungry train. 

And sold tnee flatt’ry for thy grain. 

But then, as now, conceited ape. 

We saw thee in thy proper shape.” 


FABLE IV. 


Ant in (tfflee. 
To a Friend. 


YOU tell me, that you apprehend, 

My verse may touchy folks oflbnd. 

In prudence, too, you think ray rhymes 
Hhould never squint at courtiers’ crimes ; 
For though nor this not that Is meant, 
Can we another's thoughts prevent ? 

You ask me, if I ever knew 
Court-chaplains thus the lawn punme P 
I meddle not with gown or lawn ; 

Poets, I grant, to rise must fawn. 


They know great ears arc over-nice 
And never shock their patron’s vice. 

But 1 this hackney-path despise ; 

'Tis my ambition not to rise. 

If I must prostitute the Muse, 

Tbc h'l'.p conditions I refuse. 

I neillier lldller ii-.t (lil ime, 

Vel •■uii I wiiiilti bring guill il'Siiic. 

If I « .-rriii.ii.in ^ hand i 

1 III iki. • ■•irii|)i<sl iiicii iii\ 

\\ ii.ii then r' 1 hate llii' p.ilirv iril», 

Be iirtii.- iiiiru , in- theirs the I'tll-i. 

I no man’s property invade; 

(’orruption’h yet no lawful trade. 

Nor would it mighty ills ]>rodure, 
t'ould I shame bribery out of use. 

I know 'ivvould cramp most politicians. 
Were they tied down to these conditions. 
'Tuould ilint thiir pnwiT, their ri. li. s t-Mii 
Ami ik, tlieir iMil. stem ll^^ i-r-ifoLinil. 
Were lilt \ dt iiii.ll ibeir j>ro[»er tool-. 

How could they lead their knaves and fools 
Were Ibis the ease, let’s take a view, 

What dreadful mischiefs would ensue; 
Though it might •’cgr-iiidizo the state. 

< --ulil priiaie liix'r. iline ou plate 
Knur', luii.-bi iinleiil ilieir iriend.i reu.iril. 
But M■llll>(l r-. liiid less reg ird. 
liifurmer-, sycopb ml', diid "lues. 

Woiilil lil t .iiigmenl llie te.ir's supplii s. 
Perhaps ton, take away this prop, 

An annual joli or two might drop. 

Besides, if pensions were denied, 
t'ould avarice support its pride ? 

It might cv’n mimsfer.s confound, 

And yet the state lie safe and sound. 

1 care not though 'tis understood 
I only mean my country's good : 

And (let who will inv freedom blame) 

1 w ish ail courtiers did the same. 

Nay, tiiough some folks the le.ss might get, 

1 wish the nation out of debt. 

I put no private man’s ambition 
U^lh public good in comiietition ; 
i Bather than liave our law defac'd, 

’ I’d vote a minister disgrac’d. 

I strike at vice, bo’t where it will ; 

And what if great folks take it ill 
I luqie corruption, bril/ry, pension, 

One may with detestation mention ; 

Think you the law (let who will take it) 
r.,ii «. oii./.i/iioi uhiffifijtufti make it ? 

I vent no si iiider, nwe no unidire. 

Nor td anoilur's conM tmre Judge 
At him or him I take no aim, 

Yet dare against all vice dec'Inim. 

.Shall I not censure breach of trust. 

Because knaves know themselves imjustP 
That steward whose account is clear. 
Demands his honour may appear ; 
ills actions never shun the light. 

He is, and would be prov’d, upright. 

But then you think iny fable bears 
Allusion too to state-affairs. 

I grant it does : And who’s so great. 

That has the privilege to cheat ; 

If then in any future reign 

(For ministers may thirst for gain) 

Corruptfd hands defraud the nation ; 

I bar no reader’s application. 

An Ant there was, whose forward prate, 
Controll’d all matters in debate ; 

Whether he knew the thing or no, 

His tongue eternally would go. 

For he had impudence at will, 

And boasted universal skill. 

Ainliition was his point in view ; 

Thus by degrees to pow’r he grew. 

Behold him now his drift attain : 

He's made chief treas’rer of the «ain. 

But as their ancient laws are just. 

And punish breach of putilic trust, 

’Tis order’d (lest wrong application 
Should starve that whe, industrious nation) 
That all accounts he stated clear. 

Their Mto«;k, and what defray’d the year ; 
That auditors should these inspect, 

And public rapine thus be check’d. 

For this the solemn day was set. 

The auditors in council met. 

The gran’ry-keeper must explain. 

And halance his account of grain. 
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Ife brought, since he coula not refuse ’em, 

}50me scraps of paper to amuse 'em. 

An honest pismire, warm with zeal. 

In justice to th^iublic weal. 

Thus sjjoke ; “ Trie nation’s hoard is low ; 

From whence does this profusion flow ? 

1 know our annual ftmd’s amount ; 

Why such expense ; and where’s th’ account ?” 

With wonted arrogance and pride. 

The Ant in oflice thus replied : 

Consider, Sirs, were secrets told, 
flow could the be>t-3r;hem’d projects hold? 

Should we state-mysteries disclose, 

’Twould lay us open to our foes. 

My duty and my well-known zeal 
Hid me our nreseut schemes conceal : 

Hut, on iny nonour, all the expense 
'J’hough vast, was for the swarm's defence.” 

They pass’d th’ account as lair and just. 

And voted him implicit trust. 

Next year again the gran’ry drain'd. 

He tlius his innocence maintain’d ; 

“ I'hink how our present matters stand ; 

What dangers threat from ev’ry hand. 

What hosts of turkeys stroll for food. 

No farmer’s wife but bath her brood. 

Consider, when invasion’s near. 

Intelligence must cost us dear ; 

And, in this ticklish situation, 

A secret told betrays the nation. 

IJut, on my honour, all the expense, 

Though vast, was flir the swiurm’s tlefence.” 

.4gain, without examination. 

They thank’d his sage administration. 

The ^ear revolves, 'fhe treasure spent, 

Again tn secret service went. 

His honour too again was pledg'd 
To satisfy the chatge alleg’d. 

When thus with panic shame possess’d. 

An auditor his friends address’d : 

“ What are we ? ministerial tools. 

We little knaves are greater fools. 

At last this secret is explor'd ; 

'Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 

For ev’ry grain we touch’d, at least 
A thousiind his own heaps mcreas’iU 
Then, fur lili kin and fuv’rlto spies, *' 

A hundred hardly lUuM sutlice. 

Thus, fur a paltry , ant <king brihe, 

We iheai out selves, and all the tribe ; 
f’.ir 1/1 (he niagaznie c-mialn", 

(iniws from our annual toil and pains.” 

1 hey vole th a< count shall be inj|ie(.ted 
The (. un/iing plutul'n-r is detected , 

The fraud is sentenc 'd ; and his hoard. 

As due to public Use, resior d. 


FABLE V. 

The Bear in a Boat. 

To a Coxcomb. 

THAT man must dally wiser grow, 
Whose search Is bent himself to know : 
Impartially he weighs his scope. 

And on firm reason founds his hope ; 

He tries his strength before the race, 

And never seeks nis own di^ace ; 

He knows the compass, sail, and oar. 

Or never launches from the shore ; 

Before he builds, computes the cost, 

A I'd in no prouu pursuit is lost : 

He learns tne bounds of human sense. 
And safely walks within the fence. 

'rtiub, conscious of his own defect, 

Are pride and self-importance check’d. 

If then, self Jiruiwledge to pursue. 
Direct our life in eVry view, 

Of all the fbols that pride can boast 
A coxcomb claims distinction most 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind ; 
Thev’re not to sex or age confin’d, 

'^r r(ch or poor, or great or small , 

Tis vanity besots 'era all. 

Bv Ignorant** Is pride increas’d : 

Tho&e most assun>e who know Uie least t 


Their own false balance gives ’em weight. 
But ev’ry other finds ’em light 
Not that all coxcombs, finlies strike. 

And draw our ridicule alike ; 

'To difl ’rent merits each pretends. 

'This in love-vanity transcends ; 

That smitten with his face and shape, 

IJy dress distinguishes the ape ; 

Th’ other with learning crams his shelf. 
Knows hooks, and all things but himself., 
All these are fools of low condition, 
roinpar’d w'ith coxcombs of ambition. 

For iliose, puff'd up with flatt’ry, dare 
A Mime i n iti.in’s varimu care. 

Tt iie'ir the grii.Mjsi pr.il>e llll•«lru.-^, 

I III ir lYi ■■ph'iiU' •.eern hunlly ju^i , 

F-t , III pvti alieie. Biii-'l 

1 lit- il III n ilifir i>u II ihoiizhiv sugge<t. 

Ill tin, umIc -phtie a i'"Si.omh , iliowii 
In .iilier re Uin- hesiJt- lii< own 
■| he - It lit lin’d Mathiaiel af lirge 
Hy turns controls in ev’ry charge. 

Hops commerce suffer in her rights ’ 

' f'l-. hi- ilir. ■ I- (be naval iln.biv. 
tv li -I ' iil.ir litres dunnie hi-, sV ill ' 

11 - II l-e .111 admir!il when hi- w ill. 

Now, middling in thes-tlilii r't irnle, 
l‘r->ip. iiiu-t lie hir'd, and levie, niaUc. 
lie give.s ambassadors their cue. 

His cobbled treaties to renew ,* 

And annual taxes miut suffice 
'J'be current blunders to disguise. 

Wlien his crude schemes in air are lost. 
And millions scarce defray the cost.' 

His arrogance, nought undismay’d, 

Tru-fi-'g in -i-lf surricienf aid, 

( )n ..thi 1 ris ks ml^gull{efc the roaljp, 
n.l iliiiik« a pilot at the helm. 

He ne’er suspects his want of skill* 

Jtut blunders on from ill to ill; 

And, when he fails of all intent, 

Hlamcs only unforeseen event. 

.Lest you mistsko (he application,^ 

'The table calls me to relation, 

A Betir, of Khag and manners rough, 

At ciindiitig trees expert enough ; 

For dext’rou&ly, and safe from harm, 

Vear after year he robb’d the swarm. 

•Thus thriving on industrious toil. 

He gloried in his pilfer’d spoil. 

’riiis trick so sweil'd him with conceit. 
He thought no enterprise too great. 

Alike in sciences and arts. 

He boasted universal parts ; 

I’ragmatic, busy, bustling, bold,' 

His arrogance was uncontroll’d; 

And thus he made his party good; 

And grew dictator of the wood. 

'rhe beasts with admiration staro. 

And think him a prodigious bear. 

Were any common booty got, 

"Twas his each portion to allot ] 

For why, he found there might be picking, 
F>*n in the carving of a chi^en. 

Intruding thus, he by denees 
Claim'd to the butcher's larger fbes. 

And now his over- weaning pride 
In ev'ry province will prestae. 

No task too difficult was found : 

His blund’ring nose misleads the hound. 

In sUatagem and subtile aru. 

He over-roles the fox’s parts. 

It chanc’d as, on a certain day. 

Along the bank he took his way, 

A boat, wifli rudder, sail, and onr. 

At anchor floated near the shore. 

He stopt, and turning to ids train, 

Thus pertly vents his vaunting strain ; 

“ What nlujid’ring puppies are mankind 
In ev'ry science always blind ! 

I mock the pedantry of si^hools. 

Wliat are their compasses and rule* ? 

From me that helm shall conduct learn. 
And man hjs Jmoranre discern.” 

So saying, with audacious pride 
He gains the boat, and climbs the |ide. 

The beasu astonish’d line the strand- 
The anchor’s weigh’d, he drives from land t 
The slack safi shifts from side to side ; 

The boat untrim'd odmite the tide. 

Borne down, adrift, at random tott. 

His oar breaks short, fhe rodder’s lost 
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Thft l)ear presumine In his skill. 

Is here and ihcre omciout still ; 

Till, striking on the dang’rous sands, 

Aground the shatter’d vessel stands. 

To see the bungler thus distress’d. 

The very fishes sneer and Jest, 

K v'n gudgeons join in ridicule. 

To mortiij tlie meddling fool. 

The clain’rous yratermcn appear ; 

Threats, curses, oaths, jnsult his ear : 

Seiz’d, thr.a.sh’d and chain’d, he’s dragg'd to land, 
PeriSion sliouts along the strand. 


FABLE VI. 


The Squire and hi* Cur. 

To a country Gentleman. 

THE man of pure and simple heart 
Thro' life di-sctains a double part. 

He never needs the screen of lies 
His inward liosom to disguise. 

In vain malicious tongues assail ; 

Let Envy snarl, let Slander rail, 

From Virtue’s shield (secure from wound) 
Their blunted, venom’d shafts rebound. 

So shines his light before mankind. 

His actions prove his honest mind. 

If in his country’s cause he rise 
Debating senates to advise, 

IJnbrib’d, unaw’d, ho dares impart 
The honest dictates of his heart. 

No ministerial frown he fears, 

But in his virtue perseveres. 

But would you play the politician. 

Whose heart’s averse to intuition, 

Your lips at all times — nay, your reason 
Must be controU’d by place and season. 
WTiat Statesman eoula his pow’r support, 
Were lying tongues forbkL the court J* 

Did prmewy ears to truth attend , 

What minister could gain his end ? 

How could he raise his tools to place, 

And how his honest foes disgrace? 

That politician tops his part, 

Vrno readily can lie with art : 

The man’s proficient in his trade ; 

His pow’r is strong, his fortune’s made. 
Bytha t the int’rest of the throne 
Is nude subservient to his own ; 

By that have kings of old, deluded. 

All their own friends for his excluded. 

By that, his selfish schemes pursuing. 

He thrives Upon the public ruin. 

Antiochus, with hardy pace. 

Provok’d the dangers of the chase, 

And, lost from alihis menial train, 

Travers’d the wood and pathless plain. 

A cottage lodg'd the royal guest ; 

The ParllUan clown brought forth hli best. 
The king, unknown, his feast enjoy’d. 

And various chat the hours employ’d. 

’ From wine what sudden friendship springs ! 
Frankly they talk’d of courts and kings. 

“ We country folks," the clown replies, 

" Could ope our gracious monarch’s eyes. 
The king (as all our neighbours say) 

Might he (God bless him I) have his way, 

Is sound at heart, and means our good, 

And he would do it if be could. 

If truth in courts were not forbid. 

Nor kings nor subjects would bo rid. 

Were he in pow'r we need not doubt him ; 
But that transferred to those about liim. 

On them he throws the regal cares : 

And what mind they ? Their own aiToirs. 

If such rapacious hands he trust. 

The best of men may seem ui^Just. 

From kings to cobblers ’tis the same: 

Bad servants wound their master's feme. 

In this our neighbours all agree : 

Would the king knew as much as we 
Here he stopp'd short. Repose they sought. 
The peasant slept, the monarch thought. 

The i:ouTti«n leam'd, at early dawn. 
Whore their lost sovetoign was withdrawn. 


The guards’ approach our host alarms ; 

With gaudy coats the cottage swarms. 

The crown and purple robes they bring. 

And prostrate faU liefore tltc king. 

The clown was call’d, the royal guest 
By due reward his thanks express’d. 

The king then, turning to tfie crowd. 

Who fawningly before niin Low’d, 

Thus spoke : “ Since bent on piivate 
Your counsels first misled my reign, 8 
Taught and inform’d by you alone. 

No truth the royal ear hath known. 

Till here conversing. Hence, ye crew ! 

For now I know myself and you.’’ 

Whene'er the royal ear's engross’d. 

State lies but little genius cost. 

The fav'rite then securely robs. 

And gleans a nation by his jobs. 

Franker and liolder grown in ill. 

He daily poisons dares instil, 

And as his jirescmt views suggest, 

Inflames or soothes the royal breast. 

Thus wicked mitusters oppress. 

When oft the monarch means redress. 

Would kings their jirivate subjects hear, 

A minister must talk with fear. 

If honesty oppos’d Itis views, 

He dare not innocence accuse. 

’Twotild keep him in such mrrow bound. 

He Could noi light and «r<)ng ii-nfiainiJ. 
Hapi'V were kings, could they iIi'lIo-l 
T heir real friends, oiid real I'ue. 

W'ere both themsplvps and siil.jecis knouii. 

A monarch’s will might be bis own. 

Had he the use of ears and eyes, 

Knaves would no more be counted wise. 

Hut then a minister might lose 
(Hard case !) his own ambitious views. 

When such as these have vex’d a state. 
Pursu’d by universal hate, 

The false support at once hath foil'd. 

And persevering truth prevail’d. 

Expos’d, their train of fraud is seen ; 

Truth will at least remove the screen. 

A country ’Squire, by whim directed, 

The true, rtaunrb dogs rbas«- lu-glecled. 

K ni.uh Ins board no nouna wa, led : 

His hand ne’er ^lrok'd ihe spaniel » head. 

A siM|>pi>h ( ur, alone cariss'U, 

By lies h.id banish'd all the rcM. 

Yap had bis ear ; and delamaiion 
Gave liim full scope of conversatiou. 

His sycophants must be preferr’d. 

Boom must be made for all his herd*. 
Wherefore, to bring his schemes about. 

Old faithful servants all must out. 

The Cur on ev'ry creature flew, 

(As other great men’s puppies do,) 

Unless due court to him were shown. 

And both their face and bus’ness known. 

No honest tongue an audience found : 

He worried all the tenants round ; 

For why ? he liv’d in constant fear, 

I.est truth, by chance, should interfere. 

If any stranger dar’d intrude, 

'The noisy Cur his heels pursu'd. 

Now fierce with rage, now struck witli dread, 
At once he snarled, bit and fled. 

Aloof he hays, with bristling hair. 

And thus in secret growls his foar; 

" Who knows but truth in this disguise. 

May frustrate my best guarded lies ? 
iShould she, thus mask'd, admittance find. 
That very hour my ruin’s sign’d." 

Now in his howl’s continu’d sound, 

'Their words were lost, the voice was drown’d. 
Ever In awe of honest tonmes, 

Thus ev’ry day he strain'd iiis lungs. 

It happen’d, in ill-omen’d hour. 

That Yap, unmindful of his pow’r, 

Forsook his post, to love inclin'd; 

A fav’rite bitch was in the wind. 

By her seduc’d, in am’rous play. 

They frisk’d the joyous hours away. 

Thus, by untimely love pursuing. 

Like Antony he sought his ruin. 

For now the squire, unvex'd with noise 
An honest neighbour’s chat enjoys. 

“ Be free,” says he, " your mind impart ; 

1 lore a friendly open heart. 

Methinks my tenants shun my gate : 

Why such a sthuiger grown of late ? 
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Tray to*.! me what offence they find ; 

'Tis plain they’re not so well inclin’d.” 

•' Turn o/fyour Cur,” the fanner cries, 

'• Who feeds your ear with daily lies. ^ 

His snarlinff insolence offends : 

'Tis he tliat keeps you from your friends. 

Were but that saucy puppy check'd. 

You'd find af^ain the same respect. 

He.-u- only him, he’ll swear it too. 

That all our h.itred is to you : 

Hut Ic.arn firotn us your true estate; 

’Tis that curs’d Cur alone we hate.” 

'The 'Stiuire heard truth. Now Yap rvibh’d in ; 
The wide hall echoes with his din ; 

Vet tnitli prevail’d; and with dis^jrace, 

'i'he dojf waa cudgelTd out of place. 


Thr Couvtnjman and Jupiter. 
To mysclt 


HAVE you a friend (look round and spy) 

So fond, so pri'possessM as I ? 

Your fault*, so obvious to mankind, 

Mv partial eyes could never find. 
tVlien by the breath of Fortune blown. 
Your aii^ castles wore o’erthrown ; 

Have 1 been over-nronc to hl.ame, 

Or mortify’d your hours witli shame? 

Was I e’er known to damp your spirit. 

Or twit you with the want of merit ? 

"I'is not so strange, that Fortune’s frown 
Still perseveres to keep you down. 

I.ook round, and st>e what others do. 
lY'.ulit >011 hp ri.li md hi'rir'i rmi ,> 

1 1 ine you like ihnic • he r.ii» d i.i pt u e, 
i;ii'U i.pp..riiincl> iiiiTii and li.i«e ' 

II i>f \i.ii, An times rei^iiir’d. ii Ign’d 
1 ruth, honour, virtue, peace of mind ? 

If these are scruples, give her o'er ; 

Write, practi.se morals, and be poor. 

The gifts of Fortune truly rate ; 

Then tell me what would mend your state. 
If happiness on wealth were built, 

Rich rogues might comfort finci in guilt; 

As grows the miser’s hoarded store, 

His fears, his wants, increase the more. 

Think, (iay, (what ne’er may he the case) 
Should fortune take you into grace. 

Would that your happiness augment ? 
What can slie give beyond content ? 

Suppose yourself a wealthy heir. 

With a vast annual income clear I 


In nil the allluencc you possc.ss, 

You might not feel one care the less. 
Might you not then, like others, find. 
With change of fbrfunc. rhangf of mind 
lViii„p,^ profuse beyoii'l all rule, 

^ mighi start out a glaring f,i,.l ; 

Your luxury might break all bounds; 
IM.atp, table, horses, stewards, hounds. 
Might swell your ilebts : then, lust of play 
No regal Income can defVay. 

Sunk is all credit, writs assail. 

-Ynd doom your future life to jail. 

Or, were you dignify’d with pow'r. 
Would that avert one pensivj; fiour 
You might give Avarice Its swing, 

Defraud a nation, blind a king; 

Then, from the hirelings in your cause, 

1 hough daily fed with false applause. 
Could it a real joy Impart ?— 

Hreat guilt knew never joy at heart. 

Is happiness your point In view ? 

(I mean ih’ intrinsic and the true) 

Nhe nor in camps or courts resides, 

Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 

found alike In ev’ry sphere ; 

Who finds Content, will find her there. 
U’erspent with toil, beneath the shade, 
rested on his spade. 


Jove heard ihe discontented strain, 

And thus rebuk’d the murm’ring swain : 

“ Speak out your wants then, honest friend . 
Unjust complaints the g^s offend. 

If you repine at partial Fate, 

Instruct me what coiild mend your state. 
Mankind in ev'iw station See. 

What wish you ? Tell me what you’d be.” 

ho said, upborne upon a cloud. 

The (Town survey’d the anxious crowd. 

“ Yon face of care,” says .Tove, “ behold. 

His bulky bags are fili’a with gold. 

See with what joy he counts it o’er 
That sum to-day hath swell’d his store. 

“ Were I that man,” the reas.nnt cry’d, 

“ What blessing could I ask beside ?” 

“ Hold,” say.s the god, “ first Itam to know 
True hapjiiness from outward show. 

This optic glass of intuition — 

Here, take ir, view his true condition.” 

He look’d, and saw the miser’s breast, 

A troubled ocean, ne’er at rest ; 

Want ever stares him in the face. 

And fear anticipates disgrace ; 

W’ith conscious guilt be saw him start ; 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ; 

And never, or In thought or dream, 

His breast admits one happy gleam. 

“ May Jove,” he cries, ’* reject my pray’r. 
And guard my life from guilt and care. 

My soul abhors that wretch’s fate: 

0 keep me in my humble state ! 

But, .see ! amidst a gaudy crowd. 

Yon minister, so gay ana proud ; 

On him what happiness attends. 

Who thus rewarus his grateful friends !" 

“ First take the glass,” the god replies ; 

“ .Man views the world with partial eyes. ’ 

“ (rood gods !” exclaims the startled wight, 

" Defend me from this hideous sight ! 
Comii>tion with coirosive smait, 

Lies cank’ring on his guilty heart; 

1 see him with polluteii hand, 

Siiread the contagion o’er Uie land. 

Now .Av’rice with insatiate jaws, 

Now Rapine with her harpy claws. 

His bosom tears. His conscious breast 
(iroans, with a load of crimes oppress’d. 

See him, mad and drunk with pow’r. 

Stand tott’ring on Ambition’s tow’r. 
SomeUraes, in speeches vain and proud, 

His boasts irsult the nether crowd ; • 

Now, seiz’d with giddiness and fear, 

He trembles lest his fall it near. 

“ Was ever wretch like this !” he cries ; 

“ Such misery in such disguise ! 

I'he change ! O Jove ! I disavow ; 

Still be my lot the spade and plough.” 

He next, confirm’d by speculation. 

Rejects the lawyer’s occupation ; 

For he the statesman seem’d in part, 

And bore similitude of heart. 

Nor did the soldier’s trade inflame 
His hopes with tliirst of spoil and fame 
The miseries of war he mourn’d ; 

Whole nations into deserts turn’d. 

By these have laws and rights been brav’d; 
By these was free-bom man ih&lav’d : 

When battles and invasion ceas^ 

Why swarm they in the lands of peace ? 

Such change,” says he, “ may I decline. 

The scythe and c ivil arms be mine !” 

'Thus, weighing life in each condition, 

The (Town withdrew his rash petition. 

When thus the god: “ How mortals errs 
If you true happiness prefer, 

’Tis to no lanV of life confin’d, 

But dwells in ev’ry honest mind. 

Be .Tustice then your sole pursuit : 

Plant virtue, ancl content’s the fruit.” 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 

Where first he found him set him down. 


FABLE Vlir. 

7’/ie Man, tM* Cat, the Dog, and (he Fly, 

To my Native Country. 

HAIL, happy land ! whose fertile crounde 
’The liquid Hsice o( Neptune bounds ; 
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Hy bounteous Nature set apart, 

Tne seat of Industry and art ! I 

O Britain ! chosen port of trade, i 

May lux’ry ne’er thy sons invade ! j 

May never minister (intent 

His private treasures to au^ent) ! 

Corrupt tliy state ! — If jealous foes 
Thy rights of commerce dare oppose, 

Sh.ill not thy fleets their rapine awe ^ 

\t'ho ii ’t prescnlks ilio oiean * 

UTienever neigt.ir'niig biaiPk cimiend, 

'Tis iliine 10 t.e the gen ral I'riend 
W hat lb !, who riUvs in other lands ^ 

On trade alone thy glory stands. 

That benclit is unconfin’d, 

Dirt'using good among mankind 
That first gave lustre to thy reigns. 

And scatter’d plenty o’er thy plains ; 

•'I'is that nl'-ne |ti\ u-c-alth Mippii*-', j 

And ilr.iw' all Kurope'a envi.iiiu t-yes. j 

Be commerce then thy sole desigii ; j 

Ke^ that, and all the world is thine. j 

\vhen naval trufiic ploughs the main, I 

Who shares not m the merchant’s gain ? I 

’Tis that supports tlie legal state, I 

Anti makes the farmer’s Wart elate ; 

The nuin’rous flocks that clothe the land. 

Can scarce Bupjilv the loom's demand ; 

Prolific culture glads the fields. 

And the bare heath a harvest yields. 

Nature expects mankind should share 
The duties of the public care. 

Who's born for sloth ? To some we find 
The plough-share’s annual toil assign’d ; 

Pome at the sounding anvil glow ; 

Pome the swift-sliding shuttle throw ; 

Some, studious of the wind .and tide. 

From pole to pole our commerce guide : 

Homo, taught bv industry, Impart 
With hands and feet the works of art : 

While some, of genius more refin’d, I 

With head an<l tongue assist mankind : 

Kach aiming at one common end. 

Proves to Uie whole a needful friend. 

Thuj, liom each other’s useful aid. 

By turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table’s spread, 

Is to tlie clown oblig’d for bread ; 

And when in all his glory dress'd, 
f)wcs to the loom his royal vest. 

Do pot the mason's toll and care 
Protect him from Ih’ inclement air ? 

Does not tlie cutler’s art supply 
The ornament tiiat guards his thigh ? 

All these, in duty todhe throne, 

Their common obligations own. 

’Tis he (his own and people’s cause) 

Protects their propi^rties and laws : i 

Thus they their honest toil employ. 

And with content their fruits enjoy. 

In ev’ry rank, or great or small, 

’Tis industry supports us all. 

The animals, by want oppress’d,' 

To Man their services address’d : 

While each pursu’d their selfish good, i 

They hunger’d for prec.arious food. I 

Their hours with anxious cares were vex'd; 

One day they fed, and starv’d the next. 

They saw that plenty, sure and rife. 

Was found alone in social life ; 

That mutual indust.iv profess'd. 

The varioas wants or man redress’d. 

The Cat. half-famlsh’d, lean and weak. 

Demands tne privilege to speak ; 

" Well, Puss," says Man, “and what can you 
To benefit the public do ?" 

The Cat repues : “ These teeth, these claws. 
With vigilance shall serve the cause. 

The mouse, destroy’d by my pursuit. 

No longer snail your feasts pollute; 

Nor rau, from nightly ambuscade, 

^ With wasteful teeth your stores Invade." 

“ I grant," says Man, “ to gen’ral use 
Your parts and talents may conduce ; 

For rats and mice purloin our (yraln. 

And threshers whirl the flail in vain : 

Thus shall the Cat, a foe to spoil. 

Protect the farmer's honest toll." 

Then turning to the Dog, he ( ry’d, 

" Well, Sir, be next your merits try’d." 

“ Sir," says the Dog, ** by self-applause 
We aeem to own a frlendlets c$XM. 


Ask those who know me, if distrust 
K’er found me treach’rous or unjust ? 

Did I e’er faith or friendship lireak ? 

Ask all those treatures ; let them speak. 

My vigilance and trusty zeal 
Perhaps might serve the public weal. 

Might not your flocks in safety feed. 

Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 

Did I the nightly watches keep, ^ 

Could thieves invade you while you sleep ?" 

I'hc man replies : “ ’Ti.s Just and right. 
Rewards such service should requite. 

So rare, in property, we find 
Trusts uncorrupt among mankind, 

7'h.nt. t-iken in a piib'ir view 
■| hr- iir-i di-.iiii('tii>n >oiir iIup. 

Miih iiieriii .all rew irJ imiiM i-rid ■ 

Be liitii ins lOtiirade .I'l.i niv iVn ii.l " 


.\d.lre«('iiig II.1W il..- l'|» i'l .in vou 
What puldic siTvice ran accrue 

“ From me the fluU’ring insect said, 

“ I tliought you knew me heller bred. 

Sir, I'm a gentleman. Is’t fit 
That I to industry submit ? 

I-et mean mechanics, to lie fed. 

By bus'ness earn ignoble bread. 

I.ost in excess of daily joys^ 

No thought, no care my life annoys 
At noon (the lady’s matin hour) 

I sip the tea’s delicious flower. 

On cates luxuriously I dine. 

And drink the fragrance of the vine. 

'^lij.ii.iUb of elegance and c ise, 

Mr -til alone I seek to i>le.ibe." 

I he Man his i>en loiireit dpridei. 

A od ilius the u&eleiut con oiiib < liidi - 1 

" llen<e,from Uiat pe.ii li, that downy it; 
No idle r<«»l deserves to eat. 
t oiild vou have k.ipp'd ihi Mushing rind, 

Amt on that pulp ambrosial din'd. 

Had not some iiand, with ski’.! and toil. 

To raise the tree, prejiar’d the soil ? 

Consider, sot, what would ensue. 

Wore all such worthless things as you. 

You’d soon be forc’d (by hunger slung) 

To make your dirty meals on dung; 

On which such despicable need, 
l/npitied, is reduc’d to feed. 

Besiiles, vain selfish insect, lc>am, 

(If you can right and wrong discern) 

That he, who with industrious zeal 
Contributes to the public weal, 

Bv adding to the common good, 

His own hath rightly understood." 

So saying, with a sudden blow. 

He laid the noxious vagrant low. 

(Crush'd in his luxury and pride. 

The sponger on the public died. 


FABLE IX. 

The Jackal, Leopard, and other Beasts. 

To a Motfern Politician. 

I (JRANT corruption sways mankind ; 
That int’rest too peperts the mind ; 

'That lirihes have blinded common-sense. 
Foil’d reason, truth, and eloquence : 

I grant you too, our present crimes 
(ban equal those of former times. 

Again.st plain facts shall I engage. 

To vindicate our righteous age ? 

I know that in a modem fist, 

Rritics in hill energy subsist. 

Since then these arguments prevail. 

And itching palms are still so frail. 

Hence politicians, you suggest. 

Should drive the nail that goes the best : 
That It shows parts and penetration, 
Toply men with the right temptation. 

•To this I humbly must dissent: 
Prembiing, no reflection’s meant. 

Does justice, or the client’s sense, 

Teach lawyers either side’s defence? 

'Pho fee gives eloquence its spirit ; 

That otity is the olient's ment. 
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Does art, wit, w isdom, or address, 

Obtain the prostitute’s caress ? 

The niiin.M (a, iu ottier Iraile.i 
Kroin tVfv hand alike jvet-uaiU*. 

Man, Scriiiture says, is prone to evil. 

But does that vindicate the devil ? 
ih^ides, the more mankind are prone, 

1 he h-s the devil’-, jiarts an- duiwn. 

I •'rriiiiiioirs lint of iiush-i-n dale ; 

I I hatn la-en irs'd inn'r^ -i.iTe. 

Iiri-ai knaves 0^ old ih. ir p'lu, r have unr J, 
B) pla,t». peii'ion., hi diapeiis’il , 

By ihe'>e iliev »{l,. rv il in ‘Ui ir-s, 

A nd iriipiideriily d ird i..pi>rr»- ; 

By these desiMi'i, Iv ihes bviay d, 

And slaves extoll'd the hand that paid ; 

Nor parts nor genius were employ’d. 

By these filone were realms destroy’d. 

Now see these wreti hes in disgrace, 

Stript of their treasures, |>ower, and place: 
A'icw ’em abandon'd and forlorn, 


^\'hal now is all your pride, your itoast ? 

W here are your slaves, your flatt’rlng host ? 
W'hat tongues now feed you with applause? 
VN’herc are U\e ciiattmions of your cause ? 
Now cv’n that very fawning train 
AV^hich shar’d the gleanings of your gain, 
Press (Ijremost. who shall first accuse 
Your selfish jobs, your paltry views, 

A'our narrow schemes, your breach of trust. 
And want of talents to W just. 

What fools were these amidst their pow’r ! 
How tlioughtless of their adverse hour ! 
AVhat friends were made ? A hireling herd. 
For temporary votes jirefexr'd. 

AV’as it, these sycophants to get. 

Your bounty swelPd a ualion's debt ? 

You're bit. For these, like Swis.s, attend ; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 

The lion is, lieyond dispute, 

Allow’d the most majestic brute; 

His valour and his gen’rotis mind 
Prove him superior of his kind. 

Yet to Jackals, as ’tis averr’d, 

Some lions have tlieir pow’r tranaferr'd : 

As if the parts of pimps and spies 
To govern forests could suffice. 

Once, studious of his private good, 

A proud Jackal oppressed the wood; 

To cram his own insatiate jaws, 

Invaded property and laws. 

The forest groans with discontent, 

Fresh wrongs the gcn’ral hate foment. 

The spreading murmurs reach’d his ear ; 

His secret hours were vex’d with fear. 


Night after night he weighs the case. 

And feels the terrors of dis^ace. 

“By friends," say* he, “I’ll guard my seat, 
' fues defeat: 


By those malicious tongues d 
I’ll strengthen pow’r by new aiiies, 

And all my clam’rous foes despise." 

To make the gen’rous beasts his friends. 
He cringes, ftiwns, and condescends ; 

But those repuls’d his abject court. 

And scorn’d oppression to support. 

Friends must be had. He can't subsist : 
Bribes shall new proselytes enlist. 

»ut these nought weigh’d in honest paws ; 
For hriluHi eonress a wi< ked cause ; 

A et think not ev’ry paw withstands 
AVhat hath prevail’d In human hands. 

A tempting turnip’s silver skin 
Drew a base Hog through thick and thin ; 
^ught with a stag’s delicious haunch, 

1 he marceni^ was staunch ; 

J he convert Fox grew warm and hearty, 

A pullet gain’d him to the party : 

* he golden pippin in his fist, 

A ^att’ring Monkey join’d the list. 

But soon, expos’d to public hate, 

The fav’rite’s fill redress’d the state, 
i he Leopard, vindicating right. 

Had brought his secret frauds to light. 

As rats, before the mansion falls. 

Desert late hospitable walls, 

Mi^Uo creatures run 
^ fhdng sun. 

AiSd'wil express’d his real. 


Since saving measures wore profe-.t, 

A lamb’s lioad was the Wolf’s request. 

The 1 ox bulimitted,— if to touch 
A gosling would be deem’d too much ? 

'i'he Monkey thought his grin and chatter, 
Might ask a nut, or some such matter. 

" Ye hirelings, hence," the Leopard ones, 
“ Your venal conscience I despise. 

He wlio the puhlic good intends. 

By bribes needs never imrchase friends. 

Who acts this just, this open part, 

Is propp’d by ev’ry honest heart, 
t 'omiptii'n now t.m late hn'h show’d, 

'I rml l-iil-i . Jill' .il'« ill hPbti.w'il. 
lt> >011 ><'iir hlil-hlt.l maoier s taught, 

1 irne .M;rvng toi-I-., not liiends, arc bought. ’ 


FABLE X. 


The degenerate Dees. 

To the Ilev. Dr. Swift, Dean of St. Patrick's. 


THOUGH courts the nrartice disallow, 

A friend at all times I’ll .avow'. 

In iiolitics 1 know ’tis wrong: 

A friendship may bo kept too long ; 

And what they call the prudent part, 

I.s to wear int’rcst next the heart. 

As the times take a diff’renl face, 

Old friendships should to new give place. 

I know, too, you have many fbes, 

That .'.wning \(iu is sharing tln-be ; 

•| I..11 . V I> fciMVe In tv’ry sMIm.ii, 

Of high and low denomination, 

For what you spcftk, and what you write, 
Dread you at once, and bear you spile. 
Such freedoms in your works are snown, 
'I'hoy can’t enjoy what’s not their own. 

All dunces, too, in church and state. 

In frothv nonsense show their hntc ; 

U iih all the petty si ribhling < rew, 

(.And those pi-ri sols are not a few ,1 
fiainsi sou and I’ope their envy spurt ■ 

The booksellers alone are hurt,' 

Good gods ! by what a powerful race 
(For blockheads may have power and place 
Are scandals rais’d and libels writ. 

To prove your honesty and wit ! 

Think with yourself: those worthy men. 
You know, have suffer’d by your pen. 

From them you’ve nothing hut your due. 
From hence, 'tis plain, your friends are few 
Except myself, I know of none, 

Besides the w ise and gowl aloue. 

To set the case in fairer light. 

My fable shall the rest recite; 

Wliich (though unlike our present state) 

1 for the moral’s sake relate. 

A Bee of cunning, not of parts, 
Luxurious, negligent of arts. 

Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 

Greedy of power, but more of gain, 
(Corruption sow’d tliroughout the hive. 

By petty rogues thcCTcat ones thrive. 

As pow’r and wcuth his views supplied, 
'Twas seen In overbearing pride. 

With him loud impudence had merit; 

The Bs« of conscience wanted spirit ; 

And those who follow’d honour’s rules. 
Were laugh’d to scorn for squeamish fools. 
Wealth claim’d distinction, favour, grace ; 
And poverty alone was base. 

He treated industry with slight, 

Unless he found his profit by’t. 

Rights, laws, and liberties gave way, 

To tiring hi.s selfish schemes in play. 

The swarm foigot Bie common toil, 

To sltare the g(eanin|n of his spoil. 

“ While vulgar souls, of narrow parts. 
Waste life in low mechanic arts, 

Ja»t us,” says he, “ to Muius born. 

The drudg’ry of our fathers scorn. 

The wasp and drone, you must agree. 

Live with mote elegance than we. 

I,ike gentlemen they sport and play ; 

No bus'ness intenrupu th* day ; 
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Their hours to luxury they ffire. 

Anti nobly on their neijjhhours live.** 

A stul)li)rn Bee, among the swarm, 

With honest indign.it ion w.ann. 

I'hus from his cell witti ae.il replied : 

“ I flight Uiy frowns, and hate thy pride. 

'I'ho laws our native rights protect ; 

Oilhnding thee, I those respect. 

Siiall luxury corrupt the Inve, 

.And none against the torrent strive? 

Kxert the honour of your race : 

He builds his rise on your disgrace. 

■ J is industry our state maintains ; 

' fwas honest toils and honest gains 
That rais'd our sires to pow’r and tame. 

Be virtuous ; save vourseives from shame. 
Know, that in selnsh ends pursuing. 

You scramble for the public ruin." 

tfe spoke : and, from hi.s cell dismiss’d. 

Was insolently siiofF’d anti hiss’d. 

With him a mend or two resign’d, 

DiMjIaitiiiig tpe degenerate kind. 

" The.se drones," says he, “ these insects vde, 
( I treat them in their proper style) 
jM ay tor a time oppress the slate. 

They own our virtue by their hate ; 

By that our merits they reveal. 

And recommend our public zeal : 

Disgrac’d by this corrupted crew, 

We re honour'd by the virtuous tew." 


FABLE XL 


Tht Pack Horte and the Carrier. 
To a young Nobleman. 


BKtilN, my Lord, Ln early youth, 

'l o iUtf'er, nay, entourai^ truth 
\nd liljnfie me not fir di.r(kptt.i, 

It' I the llait'rer’s style reject ; 

Witii that, by menial tongues supplied. 
You’re daily cocker'd up m prtae. 

The tree’s distinguish'd by the fruit. 

Ba virtue then your first pursuit ; 

Met your great ancestors in view, 

J.ike them deserve the title too; 

Like them ignoble actions scorn : 

Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Though with less plate tneir side-bo.ird shot 
Their conscience always was their own; 

They ne’er at levees meanly fawn’d. 

Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd; 

Their hands by no corruption stain'd, 

The ministerial bribe disdain'd ; 

They serv’d the crown with loyal zeal ; 

Yet, jealous of tlie public weal. 

They stood the bulwark of our laws. 

And wore at heart their country's cause ; 

Bv neither place nor pension bought. 

They spoke and voted as they thougtd, 

'i’h js did your sires adorn their seat ; 

Atid such alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning slight, 

You're but a dunce in stronger light ; 

In foremost rank the coward plac'd. 

Is more conspicuotuly disgrac’d. 

If you, to servo a paltry end. 

To knavish jobs can condescend, 

'We pay you the contempt that’s due ; 

In that you have precedence too. 

Whence had you this illustrious name ? 
From virtue ana unblemish’d fame. 

By birth the name alone descends ; 

^ur honour on yourself depends : 

Think not your coronet can hide 
Assuming ^^orance and pride. 

Learning by study must bo won, 

'Twas tJw'er entail’d from ton to son. 

Superior worth your rank requires : 

For that mankind reveres your sires ; 

If you degen’rate from your race, 

Their merits heighten your disgrace. 

A Catrier, ev'ry night and morn. 

Would sec his horses eat thehr com ; 

This .sunk the hostler's vails, ’tis true ; 

But then bis horses had their due. 


Were we so cautious in all cases. 

Small gain would rise from greater places. 

The manger now had all its meastire • 
lie hoard the grindiitg teeth with pleasure : 
When all at once confu-.lon rung ; 

They snorted, justled, bit, and thing. 

A Fackhorso turn’d hi.s head aside, 

Foaming, hi« eve halls swcH'd with pride. ^ 
d goth ' ’ sa>s lie. ■■ how hard’s my l". 
]>lh. II iiiv l.iiih ile.i eni I'oig.it .> 

Reduc’d to drudg’ry and disgrace, 

(A life unworthy of my racel 
Must 1, too, he.ir the vile attacks 
Of raggwl .Ncrulw, and vulgar hacks ? 

Hc-e scurvy Koan, that lirute ill-bred, 

Dares from the manger tiirust my liead ! 

Shill I, »h.. b.ia.i a i,.>b1e line, 
loi .iil.thoi these crcaiiitr. rime 
K>< k d by ul.l Ball ' •>n ini an a lix'.’ 

M\ honinir surfers bv the bi-iw. 

Newmarket speaks niy grandsire’s fame. 

All Jockeys still revere his name : 

'i’here yearly are his triumphs told. 

There all his m^sy plates enroll'd. 

Whene’er Itrd forth upon the plain, 

You saw him with a liv'ry tram ; 

K«*tuming too with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums and trumpets .vjuwd, 

Let it then, Sir, be understood, 
llemiect's iny due ; for I have blood.” 

“ Vain-glorious fool !" the Carrier r rie . , 

" Respect was never paid to pride. 

Know, ’twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to tliis slavish part. 

Did nut tiiy headstrong youth disiluiii 
To learn the conduct of the vein ? 

Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit. 

In vicious frolics fancy spirit. 

What is’t to me by wliom begot ? 

Thou restive, pert, coiu’eitcd sot. 

Your sires I rev’rence; 'tis their du» : 

But, worthless fool, what’s that to yon ^ 

Ask all the carriers on the road, 

They’ll say thy keeping’s ill-bcstow’d. 

Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 

That neither mends thy strength or jj.o e. 
What profits me thy boast of blood ? 

An ass hath more intrinsic good. 

By outward show let’s not be cheateil ; 

An ass should like an ass be treated." 


FABLE Xir. 
Fan and t'ortime. 
To a young Heir. 


SOON a.s your father’s death 'was known, 

(As if th’ t state had been thwr own) 

The gamesters outwardly exuress’d 
The decent joy within your oreast. 

So lavith in youfpralse they wew. 

As spoke their certain hopes In you. 

One counts your income of the year, 

How much in ready money clear. ^ 

“ No house,’’ says he, “ is more complete ; 
The garden’s elegant and great : 

How line the park around it lies 1 
The timber’s of a noble size I 
Then, count his Jewels and his plate J 
Besides, ’tis no entail’d estate. 

If cash run low, his lands in foe 
Are, or for sale, or mortgage free." 

Thus they, before you threw the main, 
geem to anticipate their gain. , 

Would you, when thieves were known abroau. 
Bring furtn your treasures in the road ? 

Would not the fool abet the stealth. 

Who rashly thus expos'd his wealth ? 

Yet this you do, whene’er you play 
Among the nntleinen of prey. 

Could foofi to keep their own contrive. 

On whyt. on whom ctmld gamesters thrive ? 

Is it in charity you game. 

To save your worthy gaiv fro™ shame ? 

Unless you furnish’d daily bread, 

Which way could idleness be fetl? 
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Gould these profcisoxs of deceit 
Within the law no longer cheat. 

They must run bolder risks for prey. 

And strip the trav’ller on tlie way. 

Thus in your annual rents they share. 

And S» ai>e the n.»■>^^.‘ fV-ini vfar in vi-ar. 

ere ><<u nuke the liet, 

Tn.n sum might IT.J^S y.-iir lai|.>r\ debt. 
When you the pill 'ring raiile duke. 

Is not your honour too at stake ? 
tfu.l > ‘II n II by iniMri lie. i » ide 
■| o iiurPin dun.. Ir.iin i v ry ira.le ■* 

Ms proiniM. « s.j often piiil, 

I . .. I your l iilor'ii hill ileir i\'d ? 

^Iu.t v-jU n.ii nliil'ully l.i»ii, 

I I ri lie y>ur hiiU'her'n writs wiih.Iriwii 
I Ills inusl he d.'iie. In debts ul pUy 
k "lur hiini.iir suif. rs n.i delay ■ 

A nd not this year’s and next year’s rent 
The sons of rapine can content. 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold, 
Estates dLismeralter’d, mortgag’d, soldi 
Their owners, now to jails oontin’d, 

Sh.iw equal poverty of mind. 

Some, who me spoil of knaves were made. 
Too late atterrnit to learn their trade. 
Some, for the mlly of one hour, 
liecome the dirty tools of pow’r. 

And, with the mercenary list. 

Upon court-charity subsist. 

You’ll find at last this maxim true. 
Fools are the game which knaves jnirsue. 

The forest (a whole cent’ry's sluide) 
Must he one wasteful ruin made. 

No mercy’s shown to age or kind ; 

The geii’ral massacre is sign’d. 

The park too shares the dreadful fate, 

For (tuns grow louder at the gate. 

Stern clowns, obedient to the ’smiire, 
'What will not barb’rous hands for hire 
With brawny arms repeat tlie stroke; 
Fall’n are the elm ana rev’rend oak. 

I hruugh the long wood loud axes sound, 
•knd Echo groans with ev'ry wound. 

To see the desolation spread, 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 

His bosom now with fury uurns : 

Beneath his hoof the dice he spurns. 

Cards too, in poevlsh passion torn, 

I'he sport of whirling winds are borne. 

" To snails invet'rate hate I bear. 


Who spoil the verdure of the year. 

The caterpillar I detest. 

The hlouintng spring's voracious pest ; 

The locust too, whose rav'nous band 
.Spread.s sudden famine o'er the land. 

But what are these ?— The dice's throw 
At once hath laid a forest low. 

The cards are dealt, the liet is made. 

And the wide park hath lost its shade. 

Thus Is Illy kingdom's pride defac'd. 

And all its ancient glories waste. 

All this,” he cries, “ Is Fortune’s doing ; 

’Tis thus she meditates my ruin. 

By Fortune, that false, fickle jade. 

More havoc in one hour is made. 

Than all tne hungry insect race. 

Combin’d, can in an age deface." 

Fortune, by chance, who near him pass’d, 
C’erheard the vile aspersion cast. 

" Why, Pan," says she, “ what’s alt this rant ? 
’Tis ev’ry country-bubble's cant. 

Aral tlie patroness of vice ? 

Is’t I who cog or palm the dice ? 

Did I the shuffling art reveal. 

To mark the cards, or range the deal? 
lb all the employments men pursue, 

I mind the least what gamesters do. 

There may (if computation’s just) 

One now and then my conduct trust ; 

Iblame the fool, for what can I, . 

When ninety-nine my pow’r defy ? 

These trust alone their fingers’ ends. 

And not one stake on me depends. 

^en’er the uaming-board ts set, 

I wo classes or mankind are met ; 

But if we count the greedy race, 

1 he knaves fill up the greater space. 

TU a ^088 error, held In schoofi, 
r« favours fools. 

play It never bean dhuute j 
That doctrine these fklPiT oaks conftite. 


Then why to me such rancour shoi 
'Tis Folly, I’an, that is thy foo. 

By me bis late estate he won. 

But he by Folly was undone." 


FABLK XIII. 


Ptutua, Cupid, and Time. 


OF all the burdens man must bear. 

Time seems most galling and severe ; 

Beneath this grievous load oppress’d , 

W«! <laily meet some friend distress’d. 

“ What can one do ? 1 rose at nine. 

'Tis full six liours before we dine : 

Six hours • no earthly thing to do ! 

Would I had dozd in bed till two." 

A paniplilet is before him spread, 

And almost h.alf a page is read ; 

Tir'd witli the study of the day. 

The tlutt’ring sheets are toss’u away. 

He opes his snufi-box, hums an air. 

Then vawns and stretches in his chair. 

“ Not twenty by the minute-hand ! 

Good gods !" says he “ ray watch must stand . 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore ! 

1 tliought I’d read an hour or more. 

The morning of all hours, I hate. 

One can’t contrive to rise too late." 

To make the minutes faster run, 

Then, too, his tiresome self to shun, 

'J'o the next coff’eu-hoose he speeds, 

Talce.s up the news, some scraps he reads. 

S iunt’ring, from chair to chair he tniils: 

Now drinks his ie.i, now biicsIiLaii ii>>. 

Me «pii a pariucr ul his wo , 

Jiy iliai. ulihciloiis lighti>r grow ; 

Ki, h oihcr’s gTicv.nu es thi y sh.irf, 

And ili.K their dreadful huiir* comp ir, 

> 11 s Tom, “ jsmec all mm miiii onli i , 
That 'J’lme lies heavy more or less; 

Why should it be so hard to get. 

Till two, a party at piquet ? 

Play might relieve the lagging morn ; 

By cards long wintry nights arc borne. 

Docs not quadrille amuse the fair, • 

Night after night, throughout the year ? 
Vapours and spleen forgot, at play 
Tiicv , hc.it unrniinied hour- aw .ij.’’ 

” My ci»e,’'ha\s Will, “ Ihi-ii mii'i br liard, 
By wu'it of xkill from play dcbiirr'iL 
(.'•'•urn, r . kill Time bv v irMiii^ wass ; 
Dependence wears mu lialf their days. 

How happy these whoi« time ne’er stands I 
Attendance takes it oiFtheir hands. 

Were it not f.ur tins cursed dmw’r, 

'I he p irk h.id wild <1 .iw.iy an hour. 

At court, without or place or view, 

1 daily lose an hour or two. 

It fully answers my design, 

When I have pick’d up friends to dine. 

The tavern makes our burden light ; 

Wine puts our time and care to (light 
At six (hard case !) they call to pay. 

Where can one go? I hate tlie play. 

From six till ten ! Unless in sleep, 

< )ne cannot spend the hours so cheap. 

The comedy’s no sooner done. 

But some assembly is begun ; 

I,nit*ring from room to room I str.ay ; 

Converse, but nothing hear or say ; 

^uite tir’d, fVom fair to fair I roam. 
s,a soon 1 1 dreaii the thoughts of home. 

From tlienc.', t.) quicken slo-'-pi 'd .''■g'", 
Ag'un ray lavem-ft'ieiida imir.' . 

Hero too our early morning, pi-s 
Till drowsv sleep retard the gl aS'." 

Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 

And make each other’s case tlielr own. 

Consider, friends, no hour rolls on, 

But something of your grief is gone. 

Were you to schemes of bus’ness bred. 

Did you the paths of learning tread, 

Vour hours, your days, would fly too fust; 

You'd then regret the minute post. 

Time’s fugitive and light as wind ! 

•Tis indolence tiiat clogs your mind » 

C8 
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That load from off your tplrits shake ; 

Vou’ll own and grieve for your mistake. 

A while your thoughtless spleen suspend. 

Then read, and, if you can, attend. 

As Plutus, to divert his care, 

W alk’d forth one morn to take the air, 

Cupid o'ertook his strutting pace. 

Each star'd upon the stranger's face. 

Till recollection set 'em riglu; 

For each knew t’other but by sight. 

After some complimcntal talk. 

Time met ’em, bow’d, and join’d their walk. 
Their chat on various subjects ran, 

But most, what each had done for man. 

Plutus a-ssunies a haughty air. 

Just like our purso-proutf fellows here. 

“ Let kings,” says he, “ let cobhlcrs tell. 
Whoso gifts among mankind excel. 

Consider courts, wtiat draws their train ? 

Think you 'tis loyalty, or gain ? 

Tliat statesman hath the strongest hold. 

Whose tool of politics is gold ; 

By that in former reigns, 'tis said. 

The knave in pow’r hath senates led. 

By that alone ne sway’d debates, 

I'Jnrirh’d himself, and beggar’d states. 

Forego your boast. You must conclude. 

That’s most esteem'd that’s most pursu'd. 

Think too, in what a woful plight 

That wretch must live whose piK'ket’s light. 

Are not his hours by want depress’d ? 

Penurious care corrodes his breast. 

Without respect, or love, or friends. 

His solitary nay descends.” 

“ Vou might,” says Cupid, “ doubt my parts. 
My knowledge too in human hearts, 

Should I the pow'r of gold dispute, 

APhich great examples might confute. 

I know, when nothing else prevails, 

IVrsuasivo money seldom falls ; 

That beauty u»o (like other wares) 

Its price, as well as conscience, bears. 

'I'hen marriage (as of late profess’d) 
is but a money -jub at best. 

Consent, compliance may be sold : 

But love’s beyond the price of gold. 

Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 

Expose what they call love, to sale; 

Such bargains are an arrant cheat ; 

Vou purchase flatt’ry and deceit. 

Thoge who true love hare ever try'd, 

(The common cares of life supply’d,) 

Xu wants endure, no wishes inaite, 

Bui e»’rv real joy partake. 

All comfort on themselves depends ; 

' They want nor pow'r, nor wealth, nor friends. 
Jyore then hath ev’ry bliss in store 
•Tis friendship, and 'tis something more. 

Each other ev’ry wish they give, 

Not to know lore, is not to live. 

“ Or love, or money/' Time rcpiy'd, 

*' Were men the question to decide, 

Would bear the pnxe: on both intent, 

My boon’s neglected or mispent. 

'I’is I who measure vital space, 

And deal out years to human race. 

Tho’ little pri:^d, and seldom sought; 

Without me lore and gold are nought. 

Ifow does the miser 'Pime employ ? 

Did I e’er see him life enter ? 

By me forsook, the hoards ne won, 

Are scatter’d by his lavish son. 

By me all useful arts are gain’d ; 

Wealth, learning, wisdom is attain’d. 

Who then would think (since such my pow’r) 
That e'er I knew an idle bpur i 
So subtle and so swift 1 fly, 

Ixivf’s not more fugitive than I. 

Who hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, mispent In vain ? 

For Time misus’d they pine and waste, 

1 And love’s sweet pleasures never taste. 

Those who direct their time aright. 

If love or wealth their hopes excite. 

In each pursuit fit hours employ’d. 

Arid both by time have been enjoy’d. 

How heedless then are mortals grown ! 

How little is their int’rest known ! 

In eVry view they ought to mind me : 

For, when once lost, they never find me.” 

He spoke. The gods no more contest. 

And his superior gift CMifess’dj 


That time (wheh truly understoo<l) 
Is tire uurst precious earthly good. 


FABLE XIV'. 

Thd Owl, the Swan, the Cock, the Sjnder, the Ait: 
and the Farmer. 

To a Mother. 


CONVERSING with your sprightly hoys, 

V'our eyes have spoke the mother's joys. 

With what delight I've heard you quote 
Their sayings in imperfect note ! 

I grant, iit body arid in mind. 

Nature appears profustdy kind. 

Trust not to that. Act you your part ; 

Imprint iust morals on their heart ; 
Impartially their talents scan : 

Just etiucation forms the man. 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 

Each lot of life’s already thrown ; 

'That this shall plead, the next shall fight, 

Tlie last assert the church’s right. 

I censure not the fond intent; 

But how precarious is th’ event! 

By talents misapply’d and cross’d, 

Consider, all your sons are lost. 

One day (the tale’s by Martial penn’d) 

A father thus address’d his friend ; 

“ To train my boy, and call forth sense, 

Vou know I’ve stuck at no ex)>ense ; 

I’ve try’d him in th’ several arts, 

(The lad, no doubt, hath latent pjurts) 

S'et trying all, he nothing knows ; 

But, crab-like, rather backward goes. 

Teach me what yet remains undone , 

'Tis your advice shall fix my son.” [tei 

” sir,” says the friend, “ I’ve weigh d the ma 
Excuse me, for I scorn to flatter; 

Make him (nor think his genius check’d) 

A herald, or an architect.” 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 

He heard th’ advice, and took his own. 

The hoy wants wit ; he’s sent to school, 
Where learning but improves the fool : 

The college next must ^ve him p.-irts, 

And cram liim with the lih’ral arts. 

Whether he blunders at the bar. 

Or owes his infamy to war; 

Or if by license or degree 

The sexton share the doctor's fee ; 

Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly fIoo<ls of nonsense pour; 

We find (th’ inlent of Nature foil’d) 

A tailor or a butcher spoil’d. 

Thus ministers have royal boons 
Conferr’d on iilockheadt and bufloons : • 

In .spite of nature, merit, wit, 

'J'lielr friends for ev’ry post were fit. 

But now let ev’ry muse confess 
That merit flnd.s its due success, 

Th’ examples of our days regard ; 

Where’s virtue seen without reward ? 
Distinguish’d and in place you find 
Desert and worth of ev’ry kind. 

Survey the rev’rend bench, and see 
Religion, learning, piety : 

The patron ere he recommends. 

Sees nis own image in his friend’s. 

Is honesty disgrac'd and poor ? 

What is’t to us what was before ? 

We all of limes corrupt have heard, 

When paltry minions were preferr’d ; 

When all great oflicea, by dozens. 

Were fill’a by brothers, sons, and cousins. 
What matter ignorance and pride ? 

The man was happily ally’d. 

Provided that his clerk was good. 

What tho’ he nothing understood ? 

In church and state, the sorry race 
Grew more conspicuous fools in place. 

Such heads, as then a treaty made. 

Had bungled in the cobbler’s trade. 

Consider, patrons, that such elves 
Expose your folly with thenvetves. 

'Tis yours, as ’tis the parent’s care, 

To fix each genius in its sphere. 
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Your partial hand can wealth dispense, i 

But never give a blockhead sense. I 

An Owl of magisterial air, 

Of solemn voice, of brow austere, 

Assum'd the pride of hum.an race. 

Anti bore his wisdom in his face. 

Not to depreciate learnetl eyes. 

I've seen a ptdant look as wise. 

Within a barn from noise retir’d. 

He scorn’d tho world, himself admir’d ; 

And, like an ancient sage, conceal’d 
The fnllle-, public life reve d’d. 

I'hiiotopheri of olil he rt-id, | 

Their country’s vouth, to science bred. 

Their manners form’d for every station. 

And destinfd eat;h his occupation. 

When Xenophon, by numbers brav’d. 

Retreated, and a people sav’d. 

That laurel was not all his own ; 

The plant by Socrates was sown. 

To Aristotle’s greater name 
The M.acedonian ow’d his fame. 

Th’ Athenian bird, with pride replete, 

Their talents equall'd in conceit; 

And, copying the Socratic rule. 

Set up for master of a school. 

Boginatic jargon, leam’d hy heart. 

Trite sentences, hard terms of art. 

To vulgar ears seem'd so profound. 

They fancy’d learning in the sound. 

Tne school had fame : the crowdetl place 
M’ith pupils swarm’d of every race. 

With these the Swan’s maternal care 
Hatl sent her scarce-fledg’d cygnet heir: 

The Hen, tl»o’ fond and loth to part. 

Here lodg’d the darling of her heart : 

The Spider, of mechanic kind. 

Aspir’d to science more refin'd : 

'J'he Ass leam’d metaphors and tropes. 

But most on music fix’d his hopes. 

Tha pupils now, advanc’d in ago. 

Were call'd to tread "♦e's busy stage; 

And to the master 'twa* submitted, 

Th<at each might to his part bo fitt^. 

•' The Swan," says he, " in arms shall 8h*nt : 

The soldier’s glorious toil be thine." 

“ The Cock shall mighty wealth attain : 

Go seek It on the stormy main." 

“ The court shall be the Spider’s sphere ; 

I’ow’r, fortune, shall reward nlin there." 

“ In music’s art the Ass’s fame 
Shall emulate Corelli’s name.” 

Each took the part that he advis'd. 

And all were equally despis'd. 

A Parmer, at his folly mov'd. 

The dull preceptor thus reprov'd : 

Blockhead," says he, “ by what you've done. 

One would have thought 'em each vour son; 

For parents, to their olfiipring blind, 

Consult nor parts, nor turn of mind ; 

But ev'n in Infancv decree 
What this, what t'other son shall be. 

Had you with judgment weigh’d the caae. 

Their genius tnus had fix’d their place ; 

The Swan hod learnt the sailor’s art ; 

The Cock had play’d the soldier’s part ; 

The spider in the weaver’s trade 
With credit had a fortune made ; 

But for the fool, in ev’ry class 
'I'he blockhead had appear’d an Ass." 


FABLE XV. 

TAe Cooknuiid, the Turnspit, and the Or. 
To a Poor Man. 

CONSIDER man in ev’ty sphere. 

Then tell me, is your lot severe ? 

Tls murmur, discontent, distnut, 

That makes you wretchra. ('odisjnst* 

I grant that hunger must be tfed. 

That toil too earns thy daily bread. 

What then ? thy wants are seen and known j 
But ev’ry mortal feels hU own. 

We’re bom a restless', needv crew ; 

Show me the happier man than vou. 

Adam, though bless’d alrave h'is kind. 

For want of social woman pin’d* 


I 

I 


Eve’s wants the subtle serpent saw, 

Her fickle taste transgress’d the law : 

Thus fell our sire ; and their disgrace 
'I’he curse entail'd on human race. 

When Philip’s son, by glory led. 

Had o'er the globe his emj)ire spread ; 

AV'hen altars to his name were dress’d. 

That he was man, his tears confess’d. 

The hopes of avarice are check’d ; 

The proud man always wants respect. 

What various wants on pow’r attend J 
Ambition never gains Its end.* 

Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of surfeits and corporeal pain ? 

He, b.arr’d from ev’ry use of wealth. 

Envies the ploughman’s strength and healili. 
Another in a beauteous wife 
Finds all the niiserie.s of life: 

Domestic jars and jealous fe.ar 
Embitter all his days with care. 

'Phis wants an heir ; the line is lost : 

Why was that vain entail engross’d ? 

Canst thou discern another’s mind ? 

What is’t you envy ! Envy’s blind. 

Tell Envy, when she would annoy, 

That thousands want what you enjoy. 

“ The dinner must be disti’d at oncj 
Where’s this vexatious 'I'umspit gone ■' 
Unless the skulking cur is caught. 

The sirloin’s spoil’a, and I’m m fault.” 

Thus said ; (for sure you’ll think it lit 
That 1 the Cookmaid’s oaths omit,) 

With all the fury of a cook, 

Her cooler kitchen Nan forsook. 

The broomstick o’er her head she waves ; 

She sweats, she stamps, she puffs, she r.ives. 
'Phe sneaking cur before her files : 

She whistles, calls ; fair speech she tries. 
These nought avail. Her choler burns , 

The fist and cudgel threat by turns. 

With hasty stride she presses near ; 

He slinks aloof, and howls with fear. 

“ Wa-s ever cur so curs’d !” he cried, 

“ What RUr did at my birth preside. 

A m I for life by compact bound 
To tread the wheel’s eternal round ? 
Inglorious task ! Of all our race 
No slave is half so mean an^ base. 

Had fate a kinder lot assign’d. 

And form’d me of the lap-dog kind, 

I then in higher life employ’d, 

Had indolence and ease eiyoy’d ; 

And, like a gentleman caress’d. 

Had been the lady's fuv'rite miest. 

Or were I sprung from spaniel line. 

Was his sagacious nostril mine, 

Byrne, tholr never- .-rring guide. 

Prom wood and plain their feasta supply ’d, 
Knights, squires, attendant on my pace, 

Had shar’d ihe pleasures of the chase. 

Endu'd with native strength and fire, 

Why call’d I not the lion sire ? 

A lion ! such mean views I scorn : 

Why was I not of woman born ? 

Who dares with reason’s pow’r contend ? 

On man we brutal slaves depend ; 

To him all creatures tribute pay. 

And luxury employs his day." 

An Ox by chance o’erheard his moan. 

And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone : 

Dare you at partial fate repine ? 

How kind’s your lot compar’d with mine > 
Decreed to toil, the barOTous knife 
Hath sever’d me from social life ; 

Urg’d by the stimulating goad, 

I drag the cumbrous wagfron’s load ; 

"Tls mine to tame the stubborn plain, 

Break Uie stiff soil, and house the grain ; 

Yet I, without a murmur, bear 
The various labours of the year. 

But then consider that one day, 

( Perhaps the hour’s not fer away) 

You, by the duties of yopr post, 

Shall turn the spit, when I'm the roast .* 

And for reward shall share the feast ; 

I mean, shall pick mf bones at least." 

Till now,*’ th’ astonish’d cur replies, 

" I look’d on all with envious ejea. 

How false we judge by what appears ! 

All creatures reel their sev'rai cares. 

If thus yon mighty beast complains. 

Perhaps man knows superior pains. 
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l/et envy tl>en no more torment : 

Think on the Ox, and learn content.” 

Thus said ; close following at her heel, 
M'ith cheerful heart he mounts tlie wheel. 


FABLE XVI. 

Thf Ravens, Sexton, and Earthworm. 
To Laura. 


LAUR/^ methlnks you’re over nice. 

True. Flatt'ry is a shocking vice. 

Vet sure, whene’er the praise is just, 

One may commend without disgust. 

Am 1 a privilege deny'd, 

Indulg’d hy ev’ry tongue beside ? 

How singular are all your ways 
A woman, and averse to praise.' 

If ’Us olFence such truths to tell. 

Why do your merits thus excel ? 

Since then I dare not speak my mind, 

A truth conspicuous to mankind I 
Though in full lustre ev'ry grace 
Distinguish your oelestial face : 

Thou^ipt beauties of inferior ray 
(Like stars before the orb of day) 

'Turn pale and fade : I check my lays. 
Admiring what 1 dare not praise. 

If you the tribute due diMain, 

'Phe Muse’s mortifying strain. 

Shall, like a woman in mere spite. 

Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though such revenge might shock the ear 
Of many a celebrated fair ; 

I mean that superficial race 
Whose thoughts ne’er reach beyond their face, 
What’s that to you ? I but displease 
Such ever-girlish ears as these. 

Virtue can brook the thoughts of age. 

That lasts the same through ev’ry stage. 
Though you by time must suil'et more 
Than ever woman lost before ; 

I’^^e is.such IndlfT’rence shown. 

As if your face were not your own. 

Were you by Antonipus taught. 

Or is it native strength of tliought 
7'hat thus, without concern or fright, 

Vou view yourself bv reason’s light ? 

Those eyes of so divine .t ray, 

What are they ? — Mould'ring mortal clay : . 
Those features, cast in heavenly mould. 

Shall, like my coarser earth, grow old; 

Idke common grass, the fairert flow’r 

S iust feel the hoary season’s pow'r. 

ow weak, how vain is human pride ! 

Dares man upon himself confide ? 

The wretch who glories In his gain 
Amasses heaps on heaps In vain. 

Whv low we life in anxious cares. 

To in hoards for fhture years ? 

Tan tliose (when tortur’d by disease) 

( 'heer our sick heart, or purchase ease ^ 

('an those prolong one gasp ^breath. 

Or calm the troubled hwr of death ? 

What’s lieauty ?— Call ye that your own, 

A flow’r that fades as soon as blown ? 

What’s man in all his boast of sway ? 

Perbaut the tyrant of a dav. 

Alike the laws of life take placf 
Through ev’ry branch of human rpce. 

The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais’d from dust as hrail as mine. 

Can he pour health into his veins, 

Or cool the fever’s restless pains ? 

Can he (worn down in Nature’s coprsc) 
New-brace his feeble iierves with force ? 

( 'an he (how vain is mortal pow’r !) 

Stretch life beyond the destin'd hour ? 

Consider, man ; weigh well thjr frame , 

'J'he king, the beggar is the same. 

Dust form’d ut allT Each breathes bij day, 
7'hen sinks into his native day. 

Beneath a venerable yew. 

That In the lonely church -yard grew, 

’1 wo Kavetw sat. In solemn croak 
Ttios one his hungry friend bespoke : 


*' Metliinks I scent some rich repast j 
The savour strengthens with the blast; 

Snuff then, the promis’d feast inhale 
I taste the carcase in the gale. 

Near yonder trees, the fiurmer’s steed. 

From toil and every drudg'ry freed. 

Hath groan’d his last. A dainty treat ! 

To birds of taste delicious meat.” 

A Sexton, busy at his trade. 

To hear their chat suspends his spade : 

Death struck him with no farthei thought. 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 

“ Was ever two such blnnd’ring fowls, 

In brains and manners b .hN than owls ! 
Blocklieads,” says he, “ learn more respect, 

I Know ye on whom ye thus reflect ?• 

I In this same grave (who does me right. 

I Must own tl\e work is strong and tight) 

I The ’suuire that yon fair hall possess'd, 
To-nignt shall lay his bones at rest. 

I Whence could the gross mistake proceed ? 
The ’squire wa.s somewhat fat indeed. 

What then ? the meanest bird of prey 
Such want of sense could ne’er lietray, 

! For sure some diff’rcnce must be found 
(Supjiose the smelling organ sound) 

In carcasses (say what we can), 

Or where’s the dignity of man ?” 

With due respect to human race, 

The Ravens undertook tlie case. 

In such similitude of scent, 

Man ne’er could think reflection meant. 

As epicures extol a treat. 

And seem their sav’ry words to eat, 

They prais’d dead horse, luxurious food. 

The ven’son of the prescient brood. 

The Sexton’s indignation mov’d. 

The mean contparison reprov’d ; 

Their undiscernlng palate blam’d. 

Which two-legg’d carrion thus defam’d. 

Reproachful speech from either side 
The want of argument supplied ; 

They rail, revile: as often ends 
The contest of disputing friends. 

“Hold.” says the Fowl, “ since human prid< 
With confutation ne’er complied^ 

I^t’s state the case, and then refer 
The knotty i>olnt v for taste may err.” 

As thus he spoke, from out the mould 
An Earth-worm, huge of sixe, unroll’d 
His monstrous length. They straight agree 
To choose him as their referee. 

8o to th’ experience of his laws. 

Each state.s the merits of the cause. 

He paus’d, and with a solemn tone 
Thus made his sage opinion known : 

“ On carcasses of ev’ry kind 
This maw hath elegantly din’d ; 

I’rovok'd by luxury or need. 

On beast, or fowl, or man, I feed 
Such small distinction's in the savour, 

By turns I choose the fancied flavour. 

'V'et I must own (that human beast; 

A glutton, Is the rankest feast. 

Man, cease this boast ; for human pride 
Hath various tracks to range beside. 

The prince, who kept the world in awe, 

'I'he Judge, whose dictate fix’d the law. 

The rich, the poor, the great, tht sraall. 

Are levell'd; aeatn confounds 'em all. 

Then think not that we reptiles share 
Such cates, such elegance of fare ; 

The only true and real good 
Of man was never vermin’s food : 

*Ti 8 seated in th’ immortal mind ; 

Virtue dlstinguisiies mankind. 

And tliat (as yet ne’er harbour’d here) 

MounU with the soul, we know not where. 

So, good mail Sexton, since the case 
Appears with such a dubious face, 

'X’o neither I the cause determine, 

For ditf’rcnt tastes please diff-rent vermin.* 


FABLE XVII. 

Ay and No. 

IN Fable all things hold dlscoune t 
Tlien Words, no doubt, must tala of couna. 



FABXiBS. 


Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hostilo Adverb*, Ay and No. 

Were hastening to the field of fignt. 

And front to front stood opposite , 
Jiefore each general join’d the van. 

Ay, Uie more courteous kniglit, began; 

“ Stop, peevish Particle ! beware ! 

T’in told you arc not 'iuci* a boar, 

Mol -l■lnl■lll^JC'S yield u li- n odi-r d lair, 
''ulli.r you folks a » hih tu i t'l'r ; 

• I'is ue who must dci ulr il.e b 
Whene'er we war on \iindi r -i tke, 

Wiih v.iPiiUs fate and r tge. 

The iiaiJim in mliles ,ii e;ich hiow 
Tliat No gives Ay, and Ay gives No; 
Yet in exjjensive long contention, 

We gain nor afTiee, grant, or (lension. 
Why then shoul*. kinsfolk quarrel thus ? 
iP'or two of yov -nake one of us.i 


To some wise statesman let us go, 

Where each his proper use may know ; 
lie may admit two such commanders. 

And make those wait who serv’d in Flanders. 
Let’s quarter on a great man’s tongtie, 

A treasury-lord, not Maister Y g. 

Obsii^uious at his high command, 

Ay shall march fortli to tax the land ; 
Impeachments No can best resist. 

And Ay support the Civil List : 

Ay, quick as C«;sar, wins the day. 

And No, like Fabius, by delay, 

Sometimes in mutual sly disguise, 

J.ft Ay’s seem No’s, and No’s seem Ay's ; 

Ay ’s be in courts denials meant, 

And No’s In bishops give consent.’* 

'J'ha,s Ay propos’d— and, for reply. 

No, for the first time, answer’d “ Ay !” 

They parted with a thousand kisses. 

And right e’er since for pay, like Isw iske*. 


KND OF THE FABLES. 



POEMS 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


RURAL SPORTS. 


A GEORG IC. 


TO MR. POPE. 


YOU, who Oie sweet* of rural life have known, 
Dekjiise the ungrateful hurry of the town ; 

Jn Windior groves your easy hours, employ, 

And, undisturh'd, yourself and muse enjoy. 
Thames, ll.sten* to thy straini, and silent flows, 
And no rude wind* through rustling osiers Mow s, 
While all hi.s wondering nymplis around thee 
throng. 

To hear die Syrens warble in thy song. 

But I, who ne'er was Mess'd by fortune's hand, 
Nor bi^hten'd plough- shares in paternal land, 
J/Ong in the nolsv town have been immur’d. 
Respir'd its smoke, and all its cares endur'd. 

Where news .and politics divide mankind. 

And schemes of stale involve the uneasy mind ; 
Faction embroils the world ; and every tongue 
Is mov'd by flattery, or with scandal hung; 
Friendship, for sylvan shades, the palace (lies. 
Where all must yield to interest's dearer ties. 

Each rival Machiavel with envv bums, 

And honesty forsakes them all bv turns ; 

While calumny upon each party’s thrown. 

Which both promote, and both alike disown. 
Fatigu'd at last ; a calm retreat I chose. 

And sooth’d my harass’d mind with sweet repose, 
Where fleld.s, and shades, and the refreshing clime. 
Inspire ray silvan song, and prompt my rhyme. 

My muse shall rove wrou^ flowery meads and 
plains. 

And deck with rural sports her native strsuns. 

And the same road amoitiously pursue. 

Frequented by the Mantuan swain, and you. 

'Tis not that rural sports alone Invite, 

But all the grateful country breathes delight ; 

Here blooming health exerts her gentle reign. 

And strings the sinews of the industrious swain. 
Soon as the morning lark salutes the day, 

Phroui^ dewy flelds I take my frequent way. 
Where I behold the farmer’s early care, 

Jn the revolving labours of the year. 

When the fresh spring in all her sUte I* crovn’il, 
A .id high luxuriant grass o’erspreads the grouiul, 
'i'he labourer with the bending scythe is seen, 
Shaving the surface of the waving CT«en, 

Of all her native pride disrobes the (and, 

And meads lays waste before his sweeping hand : 
While with the mounting sun the meadow glows. 
The fading herbage round he loosely throws ; 

But if some sign portend a lasting shower, 

The experienc'd swain foresee* the coining hour. 
Hi* sun humt hands the scattering fork forsake, 
Asid ruddy damsels ply the saving rake ; 


I In nsmg hills the fragrant harvest wows. 

And spread.s along the field in equM rows. 

Now when the height of heaven bright I’lioebus 
gains, 

Atnl level rays cleave wide the thirsty plains, 

I W'iien In.ifers seek the shade and cooling lake. 

And in the middle path-way ba.sks the snake . 

O lead me, guard me from the Bultry hours, 

J I ide me, ye forests, in your closest bowers : 

Where the tall oak his spreading arms entwines, 
And witli the beech a mutual shade combines ; 
Where flows the murmuring brook, inviting 
dreams, 

Where bordering hazle overhangs the streams. 
Whose rolling current winding round and round. 
With frequent falls makes all the woods resound , 
Upon the mossy couch my limbs 1 cast, 

And even at noon the sweets of evening tn-ste. 

Here 1 peruse the Mantuan’s Oeorglc, strains. 
And learn tlie labours of Italian swains; 

In every page I see new landsca(>es rise. 

And all Hesi>eria opens to my eyes. 

1 wander o'er the various rural toil, 

And know the nature of each different soil ; 

This waving field is gilded o’er with com, 

That spreading trees with blushing fruit adorn ; 
Here I survey tlie purple vintage grow. 

Climb round the poles, and rise in waceful row ; 
Now I beliuld the steed curvet and Dound, 

And paw with restless hoof the smoking ground ; 
I'he dewlap’d bull now chaffs along the plain. 
While burning love ferments In every vein; 

His well-orm’d front against his rival alms, 

And by the dint of war his mistress claims : 

The careful insect ’midst his works I view. 

Now from the flower* exhaust the franant dew ; 
With golden treasures load his little mighs, 

And steer bis distant journey through the skic;>; 
Some against hostile drones the hive defend ; 
Others with sweets the waxen cells distend : 

Each in the toil his destin’d office bears, 

And in the little bulk a mighty soul appears. 

Or when tlie ploughman leaves the task of day. 
And trudging homeward whistles on the way ; 
When the big udder'd cows with patience stand. 
Waiting the stroakines of the damsel’s hand ; 

No warbling cheers the woods ; the feather'd clioir 
To court kind slumbers to their sprays retire ; 
When no rude gale disturbs the sleeping trees. 

Nor aspen leaves confeM the gentlest breeze ; 
Engag'd in thought, to Neptune’s bounds 1 stray. 
To take my farewell of the parting day ; 

Fat in the deep the sun his glory hides, 

A streak of gold the sea and sky divides; 

The purple clouds tlieir amber lining show. 

And edg'd with flame rolls every wave below: 

I Here pensive I behold the fading light, 

I And o'er the distant billow lose my sight. 

I Now night in silent state begins to rise 
' And twinklitig orbs bestrew the uncloudy skies; 

I Her borrow’d lustre growing Cynthia lends, 
j And on the main a glittering path extends ; 
j MHIioaa of worlds hsaig in the spacious air, 

I Which round Uieir suds their annual circles steer. 
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5 wcL t Aontemplation elevav^s my sense, Examines ■well his form with curious eyes, 

VVhi e I survey the works of Providence. Ilii fr->udy vf»i, hi» n>inKi, hii linm» snd -i/p. 

U ^oiild the muse in loftier strains rehearse, 1 n r^und In- hnok ilie i lio-.eii fui he winiH, 

The glorious Author of the universe, And nn ihe hark a -.nei kltd tiaiher hinds, 

M^o reins the winds, gives the vast ocean bounds. So just the colours shine through every part. 

And cirrunncrihos the floating worlds tht^ir ro That nature seems to live again in art. 

Jil> <.oul •.liuiilJ ^.■^l■rIlow III MJiigs of nr ii'.e, I.et not thy wary step advance too near. 

And m. I n-ai.ir'- name nspire my L)'. ' While all thy hope hangs on a single hair; 

As iri successive courst* the seasons roll. The ncw-form’d insei t on the water moves. 

So circling pleasures recreate the soul. The speckled trout the curious snare approves 

When genial spting a living warmth bestows, I’^jnn the rnrling surface let it glide. 

And o’er the year her verdant mantle tlirows, 'k nli i-'iiiii i. llll•ll,)Il Iruiii ih\ hand suppht-d. 

No swillli.i: mund-ifion hiiles the grniind<, .Agun-i il,,- .treaiii nou |i.i n gmily pl.>y, 

Jtui « rjsial i urr. iiis glnie * nlnii ilmr l.uuiid . : Now in the rapid eddy roll away. 

I lie lirinj l.rn-nl i‘ ni \biiiiii-il liriinl^ l.-r'ili , The scaly shoals float by, and seiz’d with fear 

1 in iho 'iiii, arid skim .iiimu’ H e I iki-, llehold tlieir fellows toss’d in tlunner air ; 

\\ iih fri'quiiil leap (hi \ ringeiln ^b illow -treanis, Hui v-.n il„ y U jp, and r Ui 1i ihe su immi'ig iMii, 

■| lieir siln r '."jls lelK ■ I (lie dii//li>ig 1 1 nils. Pluiif.e <.ii ihc luroli, and share an (h|ii.iI I. Or. 

No ' let the h^hl■rmlll lii> [••ils jnepare, When a brisk gale against the cuirent blows. 

And arm himself with every watery snare ; watery plain in wrinkles flows, 

Ilis hooks, his llnira peruse with careful eve. Then let the fisherman his art repeat, 

III. rr i.e Ids ta. kle. and Ids nA re lie. ' Where hulihliiig eddies favour the dec-eit. 

k\ hen il.j.iiiiig eluiids their sp.-ot. tli r- e- .Ii o". If an enormous salmon chance to spy 

'I r III img the sire.iiiis with s»ili-.li-i ei.dm*: i nn, 'I'he wanton errors of the floating fly, 
ii.l u III rs, tUMii.liiig down ihe iii..iiii(. nil's snii , He lifts his silver gills above the flood, 

]: .r the li)..>i vjII into the .welling i-de , 'nd greedily nuks in the unfiithful food : 

Then, ‘.n.vn as vernal gales b^gin to rise. I I" •> downward plunge, with the Iraiidful pr.w, 

.\'>d drill- ihe li-|uiJ hnrtliiii thruugh llie .kiis, k nd L-i in wnii jui Ihe lillle .pod ,iwav. 

i fiL tl.lier |.i the 111 'ghl-.iuniii: i iirrein >pii .U, ''■'■•n, in >m irt pain, he feel, trie dne mistake, 

kk’iiose rapid surface tnirls, unknown to weeds ; J.ashes the wave, and beats the foamy lake. 

Upon a rising liorder of the brook kVith sudden rage he now aloft appears. 

He siu him down, and ties the treacherous hook ; -And in his eye convulsive anguish bears ; 

Now I spe. f ition .rficer- hi. l agcr theugid, And now again, impatient of the wound. 

Hi. glow. wMli irc.tfure. vet un. augld. He rolls and wreaths his shining body round ; 

Before his eyes a banquet seems'to stand, 'I'l'fn headlong shooU beneath the dashing tide, 

Vk'here every guest applauds his skilful tiand. The trembling fins the boiling wave divide ; 

Far up tlie stream the twisted hair ho tlirows. Now liope exalts the fisher’s heating heart. 

Which down the murmuring current gently flows ; N’t'W he turn, pale, and fears his dubious art : 
kVhrti if or I’lianre or hunger’s powerful sway Be ii>«». the luinblmg ii.h witli longing eye*, 

f-ireetb the roving trout this fatal way, kk iiile ihe hue siretclies wiili the unwielily prize ; 

He gree^lily sucks in the twining bait, Each motion humours with his steady hands, 

.\nd tugs ,nd nihi-les the fallarlc.u. mcif : And one slight hair the mighty bulk commands; 

Now, h.ippN ii.herman, now iwiivli liie line ' Till tir’d at last, despoil'd of all his sttength, 

How till r.sl land. ! behold, the piize i. ibn..* ! I'he gam.- athwart the .iream unfi ld. hi. Imgili. 

Ca.l . n the bank, he Un. with g.i.pn.g p.mi., lU’ n-.w with pleasure views ihe g.i.ping pri/e 

And trickling blood his silver mail disiain.s. tm.i .h hi. sharp teeth, and roll hi. bU>od-shot eyea 

You must not every worm promiscuous use, 'fben draw . him to ilio shore, with anlul can , 

•ludgmont will tell thee proper bait to chuo.se ; '"‘I bits his noainls m the slikening air . 

'I'heworm that draws a long Immoderate size I'pon the burihen'd .treatn he iluauiig lie., 

The trout abhors, and the rank morsel flies; ''“eK hes hi. qulviring hns, and ga.ping die. 

And if too small, the naked fraud’s in sight, , kk i-uld >ou preserve a numerous finny rare 7 

And fear forbids, while hunger does invite. * *'• hcrce dogs the ravenou* otter cha.c . 

'I'hose baits will best rewaref the fisher’s piuns, 1 1" aiii|.hil.i^.u» mon.ier ranges all the shi les, 

Whose polish’d tails a shining yellow sums- ihnugh the vvaves, and evtry h-unt ispiurci , 

Cli-anse them from filth, to give a tempting gloss, B'' the gin his roving steps betray. 

Cherish the sullied rejitile race with moss ; And save from hostile jaws the scaly prey. 

Aiiiia the verdant beef they twine, they toil, I nwer wander where the bordering reeds 

And from their bodies wipe tiieir native soil. O’crlook the muddy stream, whose tangling weeds 

But when tfio sun dispfays his glorious beams. Perplex the fisher ; I, nor choose to bear 

And shal'ow rivers flow with silver streams. The thievish nightly net, nor barbed spear ; 

Then the deceit the scaly breed survey. Nor drain I ponds the golden carp to take. 

Bask in the sun, and look into the day. Nor troll for pikes, dispeoplers of the lake. 

You now a more delusive art mu.st try. Around the steel no tortur’d worm shall twine, 

And tempt their hunger with the curious fly. No blood of living insect stain my line; 

To fVame the little animal, provide Let me less cruel cast the feather'd hook, 

A 11 the gay hues that wait on female pride, With pliant rod athw.-u-t the pebbled brook. 

Let nature guide thee ; sometimes golden wlr Silent along the mazy margin stray. 

The shlnmg bellies of the fly require ; And with the fur- wrought fly delude the prey. 

The peacock plumes thy tackle must not Pail, 

Nor tlie dear purchase of the sable's tail. 

Each gaudy bird some slender tribute bring.s, — 

And lends the growing insect proper wings: 

Silks of all colours must their aid impart. 

And every fur promote the fisher's art. CANTO II. 

So the gay lady, with expensive care, 

Borrows the pride of land, of sea, and air ; 

Furs, pearls, and plumes, the glittering tiling dis- NOW, sporting muse, draw in the flowing reins, 
plays. Leave the clear streams a while for sunny plains. 

Dazzles our eyes, and easy hearts betrays. Should you the various arms and tolls rehearse, 

Mark well the various seasons of the year. And all the fisherman adorn thy verse ; 

How the succeeding insect race appear ; Should you the wide-encircling net display. 

In this revolving moon one colour reigns. And in its spacious arch enclose the sea, 

^lich in the next the fickle trout disdains. ' Then haul the plunging load upon the land. 

On have I seen a skilful angler try And with the scale and turbot hide the sand ; 

'^•“'lous colours of the treacherous fly ; It would extend the growing theme too long. 

When he with fruitleu pain hath skimm’d the And tire the reader with the watery song. 

brook, j Let the keen hunter ft-om the chase rwain. 

And the coy fish rejects the skipping hooks. Nor render all the ploughman's labour vain, 

bokighs that on the margin grow, When Ceres pour* out plenty from her horn, 

J^lch o'ev the stream a waving fortst throw ; And clothes the field* with golden ear* of com- 

kj^en if an insect fklL (his certain guide) New. now, ye reaper* to your task repair. 

He gently takes him from the whirling tide; Haste, save the product of the bounteous roar 
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To the wide-gatherinj; hook long ftirrow* yield. 
And risiiw sheaves exten<l through all the lieid. 

Yet if w silvan sport thj bosom glow, 
r^et thy fleet greyhound urge his flying foe 
With what delight the rapid course I view ! 

How does my eye the circling race pursue ! 

He snaps deceitful air with empty Jaws, 

The suDtle hare darts swift beneath his paws ; 

She flies, he stretches, now with nimble bound 
Eager he presses on, but overshooU his ground < 
She turns, he winds, and soon regains the way, 
Then tears with goary mouth the screaming prey. 
What' various sport does rural life afl'ord ! 

What unbougnt dainties heap the wliolesome 
board ! 

Nor less the spaniel, skilful to betray. 

Rewards the fowler with the feather'd prey. 

Soon as the lab’ring horse with swelling veins. 

Hath safely hous’d the farmer's doubtful gains. 

To sweet repast the unwary partridge flies, 

With joy amid the scatter’d harvest lies; 
Wamfeiing in plenty, danger he forgets. 

Nor dreads the slavery of entangling neU. 

The subtile dog scowrs with sagacious nose 
Along the field, and sniiffg each breeze that 
blows. 

Against the wind he takes his prudent way, 

While the strong gale directs him to the prey ; 

Now the warm scent assures the covey near. 

He treads with caution, and he points with fear 
Then (lest some centry fowl the fraud descry. 

And bid his fellows from the danger fly) 

Close to the ground in expectation lies, 

TUI in the snare the fluttering covey rise. 

Hoon as the blushing light begins to spread 
And glancing Phoebus gilds the mountain’s head, 
His early flight the IH-fited partridge takes. 

And <iuits the fHendly shelter of the brakes : 

Or wlien the sun casts a declining ray, 

And drives his chatiot down the western way, 

Jyet your obsequious ranger search around, 

Where yellow stubbie withers on the ground: 

Nor will the roving my direct in vain. 

But numerous coveys gratify thy pain. 

When the meridian surt contracts the sliade. 

And fHsking heifers seek the cooling glade ; 

Or when the country floats with sudden rains. 

Or driving mists deface the moUl'ned plaiits; 

In vain his toils the unskilful fowler tries, 

Wlu^e in thick woods the feeding partridge lies. 
Nor nust the sporting verse the gun forbear. 

But what’s the fowler's t>e tlie muse’s care. 

See bow the well>taught pointer leads the way : 

The scent grows warm ; he stops ; he springs the 
The fluttering coveys from the stubble rise, fl'i'ey ; 
And on swift wing divide the sounding skies ; 

The scattering lead pursues the certain sight. 

And death in thunder overtakes their flight. 

Cool breathes the morning air, and winter’s hand 
Spreads wide her hoary mantle o'er the land ; 

Now to the copse thy lesser spaniel Uke, 

Teach him to range the ditch and force the brake ; 
Not closest coverts can protect the game : 

Hark ! the dog opens ; take thy ceruin aim ; 

The woodcock flutters ; how he wavering flies ! 

The wood resounds : he wheels, he drops, he dies. 

The towering hawk let future poets sing. 

Who terror bears upon his soaring wing : 

Let them on high the firighted hem survey. 

And lofty nunriMrs paint their airy fray, 

Nor shall the mounting lark the muse detain. 

That greets the morning with his early strain ; 
When, ’midst his song, the twinkling glass betrays ; 
While from each angle flash the glancing rays. 

And in the sun the transient colours blaze. 

Bride lures the little warbler from the skies : 

'The light>enamour’d bird deluded dies. 

But still the chgse, a pleasing task, remains ; 

The hound most open in these rural strains. 

Soon as Aurora drives away the night, 

And edges eastern clouds with rosy light. 

The hewthv huntsman, with the cheerful horn. 
Summons tnc don, ana greets the dappled mom ; 
The Jocund thunder warn the enliven'd hounds. 
They route from sleep, and answer sounds for 
sounds. 

Wide through the flirty field their rout they take. 
Their bleeding bosoms force the thorny brake : 

The dyinji game their smoking nostrils trace. 

No bounding hedge obstructs their eager pace ; 

The distant mountains echo from afiir, 

And hanging woods resound the flying war : 


FATT. 

The tuneful noise the sprightly courser hears, 
I’aws tile green turf, and pricks his trembling ears 
The slacken’d rein now gives him all his speed. 
Back flies the rapid ground beneath the steeil ; 
Hills, dales, and forests far behind remain, ftrain. 
While tlie warm scent draws on the deep 
Where shall the trembling hare a shelter find ? 
Hark ! death advances in each gust of wind ! 

New Stratagems and doubling wiles she tries. 

New circling turns, and now at large slie flies ; 

Till spent at last, she pants, and heaves for breath 
Then lays lier down, and waits devouring death. 

But stav. adv,^nl‘riius musp, hist thou i ■<% 
To Wind ilip iwisiifl horn, to giiiJe ilio her ■ ' 

I'-i kivp tli> seat unmov'il ha.i ib n ilie sViH 
■ » er lilt high gilp, and down the hiM'lbnit; In'l 
t H'ist iliou tile sttg's itborioini chas,- direi i. 

< >r ilie 'irung Ins through all hi* arts Jei-‘, i . 

The ih.-iiit- 110111111119 a more experienc'd I i\ 

Ye mighty hunters, spare this weak essay. 

Oil liappy plains, remote from war's alarms, 

And all the ravages of hostile arms ! 

A nd h.ippy shephertis, who, secure from fear. 

On ojien downs preserve your fleecy care ! 

Whoso si/acious barns groan with increasing store. 
Ami whirling fliiU disjoint the crarlting floor 
'^lo liirbirniis si'IJicr, ht-nl on i niel sp.,,!, 

'spreails desolaiinn o'er your fi-ruiv noil ; 

No iramiiling siee«l la)S wantc the npt n d gum. 
Nor crackling (ires devour the proiiii''d g iiii 
No flaming iieacons cant llieir bla/i- obir, 

The Jre idiui sign il of irivaaive uur ; 

No trumpet'a clangor wounds the niother'i ear, 

.\nd calls the lover from hi* sw.vming fair. 

Wh It happiness the rural maid attend*, 
in theerlul labour while each day die npeiid*.' 

She gratefully receives what heaven has sent, 

And, rich in poverty, enjoys content: 

(Such happiness, and such tmblemisii'd fame 
Ne’er glad the bosom of the courtly dame) 

Slip never feels the spleen's Imagin’d pains. 

Nor melancholy stagnates in her veins ; 

She never loses life in thoughtless ease. 

Nor on the velvet couch invites disease ; 

Her home>spun dress in simple neatness lie 
And for no glaring equipage she sighs : 

Her reputation, wldch is all her boast. 

In a malicious visit ne’er was lost : 

No midnight masquerade her beauty wears, 

And health, not paint, the fading bloom repairs. 

If love's soft passion in her bosom reign, 

An equal passion warms her happy swain ; 

No home-bred jars her quiet state conuol. 

Nor watchful jealousy torments her soul ; 

With secret joy she sees her little race 

Hang on her breast, and her small cottage grace 

The floccT ball their little fingers cull. 

Or from the spindle draw the lengih'ning wool : 
Thus flow her hours with constant peace of mind, 
Till age the latest thread of life unwind. 

Ve nappy fields, unknown to noise and strife. 
The kina re warders of industrious life , 

Ye shadv woods, where once I used to rove ; 

Alike indulgent to the muse and love ; 

Ye murmuring streams that in meanders roll. 

The sweet comp#ers of the pensive soul, 
Farewell— The city calls me from your bowers. 
Farewell amusing thoughu and peaceful liours. 


THE FAN. 


A POE.M. 


BOOK I, 


I SING that graceful toy, whose warinif play, 
With gentle gales relieves the sultry day. 

Not the wide fan by Persian dames display’d. 
Which o’er their beauty casts a gratefrl shade; 
Nor that long known in China's artful land. 
Which, while it cools the face, fiitlgues the hand: 
Nor shall the muse in Aslan climates l ove. 

To seek in Jndostan some spicy grove. 

Where stretch’d at ease the panling lady Ilea, 

To shun the fervour of meri^an skies. 




While sweatiiiK slaves catch everv breere of air. 
And with widc-8i)readin^j fans refresh the fair; 

No i>UHv Knats her pleasing dreams molt»st. 

Inflame her cheek, or ravage o’er her breast. 

But artificial zephyrs round her fly. 

And mitigate the fever of the sky. 

Nor sliall Bermudas long the muse detain, 
Whose fiiigran^ forests bloom In Waller’s strain. 
Where breathing sweets from every field aseeiul. 
And the wild woods with golden apples bend ; 

Yet let me in some orlorous shade repose. 

Whilst in my verse the fair Palmetto grows: 

Jdke the tall pine it shoots its stately head. 

From the broad top depending liran'ches spread ; 

No knotty limbs the taper body bears. 

Hung on each bough a single leaf appears, 

'Vitich shrl veil’d in its infancy remains, 

Jake a clos’d fan, nor stretches wide its veins. 

But as the seasons in their circle run. 

Opes its ribb'd surface to the nearer sun ; 

Beneath this shade the weary peasant lies, 

Plucks the broad leaf, and bids the breezes rise. 
Stay, wandering muse, nor rove in foreign 
climes, 

I'o thy own native shore confine thy rhymes. 
.Issist, ye Nine, your loftiest notes employ, 

Kay what celestial skill contriv’d the toy ; 

Say how this Instrument of love began, 

AikI in immortal strains display the fan. 

Stiepbon hatl long confest his amorous pain. 
Which gay Corinna rally’d with disilain : 
Sometimes in broken words be sigh'd hi's care, 
L'lok’d pale, and trembled when he view’d the 
fair; 

\\'iib bolder freislnmi now the ynulh advani M. 
lie died, be laugh'd, he sung, he rhym'd, he 
danc'd 

Now call’d more powerful presents to his aid. 

And, to seduce the mistress, brib'd the maid ; 
Kvtooth flattery In her K«»fter hours apply'd. 

The surest charm to bind the force of pride. 

But still unmov'd remaitu the scornful dame. 
Insults her captive, and derides his flame. 

'A'lten Strephon saw his vows dispers’d in air. 

He sought in solitude to lose his care ; 

Relief in solitude he sought in vain. 

It serv’d, like music, but to feed his pain. 

To Venus now the slightetl boy complains, 

And c.ills the goddess in these tender strains. 

() potent queen, Atom Neptune's empire sprung, 
Whose glorious birth admiring .Vereius sung. 

Who 'midst the fragrant plains of Cyprus rove. 
Whoso radiant presence ^Uls the Paphian grove. 
Where to thy name a thousand altars rise, 

And curling clouds of incense hide the skies ; 

< ) beauteous goddess, teach me how to move. 
Inspire my tongue with eloquence of love. 

If lost Adonis e’er thy bosom warm’d. 

If e’er his eyes or godlike figure charm’d, 

Think on those hours when first you felt the dart. 
Think on the restless fever of thy heart ; 

'I'hlnk how you pin’d in absence of the swain : 

By those uneasy minutes know my pain. 

Kven while Cydlppe to Diana bows, 

And at fier shtine renews her virgin vows, 

The lover, taught by thee, her pride o’ercaine ; 

•She roads his oaths, and feels an equal flame 1 
Dh, may my Dame, like thine, Acontius, prove, 
May Venus dictate, and reward my love. 

When crowds of suitors Atalanta try’d, 

.She wealth and heautr, wit and fame def^’d; 

Bach daring lover with advent’rons pace 
Pursu'd bis wishes in the dan^rous race ; 

Like the swift hind, the bounding damsel flies. 


Ktralns to the goal, the distanc’d lover dies. 
IHpporaenes, O Venus, was thy care. 

You taught the swain to stay the flying fair, 

'i'hy golden present caught the virj^n's eyes. 

She stoops; ne rushes on, and gains the prize. 

Cyprian deify, what gift, what art, 

Shall humble into love Corlnna’i heart, 

If only some bright toy can charm her sight, 

Teach me what present may suspend her flight. 

Thus the desjftondlng youth his flame declares. 
Tl^ goddess with a nod his passion hears. 

Far in Cythera stands a spacious grove. 

Sacred to Venua and the god of love ; 
h ere Ae lunriant mmie rears her bead, 

Like the toil oak the fragrant branches spread ; 
Here nature all her sweets profiMely pours, 

And paints the enameli’a ground with various 
flowmi 


Deep in the gloomy glade a grotto bends, 

Wine thro’ the craggy rock an arch exteruls, 

The rugged stone is cloth’d with mantling vines. 

And routul the cave the creeping woodbine twines. 

Here busy Cupids, with pernicious art, 

Form the stiff bow, and forge the fatal dart ; 

All share the toil ; while some the liellows ply. 
Others with feathers teach the shafts to fly : 

Some with joint force whirl round the stony wh<‘f l , 
Where streams the sparkling fire from tempcr’cl 
steel ; 

Some point their arrows with the nicest skill, 

.Vnd with the warlike store their quivers fill. 

A ditllTent toil another forge employs ; 

Here the loud h.ammer fasliions female toys. 

Hence Is the fair with ornament supply'll. 

Hence sprung the glittering Implements of pride ; 
Kach trinket that adorns the modern dame, 

First to these little artists ow’d its frame. • 

Here an unfimsli'd diamond-crosslet lay. 

To whic|| soft lovers adoration pay ; 

There was the polish’d crystal battle seen. 

That with quick scents revives the motlish spleen 
Here the yet rude uniointerl snufl'-box lies. 

Which serves the rally’d fop for smart replies; 

There piles of paper rose in gilded reams. 

The future records of the lover’s flames ; 

Here clouded canes 'midst heaps of toys are found. 
And inlaid tweezer-ca-ses strow the ground. 

There .stands th<! toilette, nursery of charms. 
Completely furnish’d with bright Wauty’s arms; 

The patch, the powder-box, pulville, perfume'., 

Fills, paint, a flattering glass, and black-lead 
combs. 

The toilsome hours in diflerent labour slide, 

S .me Wi.rk the file, mil some the graver guiib ; 

I’n.m lb.- b.ud anvil ihe .juirk blow n-bouml-, 

And their rat'd arms dea end In tuneful viUii.l . 
Thus when Semiramis, in ancient days. 

Bade Babylon her mighty bulwarks raise; 

A swarm of labourers different tasks attend : 

Here pullies make the uond’rous oak ascend. 

With echoing strokes tne craggi’d quarry groans, 
\Vhile there the chissel forms the snaneless stones ; 
The weighty mallet deals resounding nlows. 

Till the proud battlements her towers em lose. 

Now Venus mounts her car, she shakes the 
And steers her turtles to Cythera’s plains ; [reni', 
Siraight to the grot with graceful step she goes. 

Her loose ambrosial hair behind her flows : « 

The swelling liellows heave for breath no more, 

All drop their silent hammers on the floor ; 

In deep suspense the mighty labour stands. 

While thus the goddess spoke her mild oommanils. 

Industrious Loves, your present toils forbear, 

A more important task demands your care ; 

I.oiig has the scheme employ’d my thouid^tfui 
mind, 

By judgment ripen’d, and by time refin’d. 

'I’hat glorious bird have ye not often seen 
Who draws the car of the celestial queen ? 

Have ye not oft survey’d his varrying dyes. 

His tail all gilded o’er with Argus’ eyes ? 

Have ye not seen him in the sunny day 
Unfurl his plumes, and all his pride display, 

'Then suddenly contract his dazzling train. 

And with long-trailing featlfers sweep the plain ? 
Learn from tins hint, let this instruct your art ; 

Thin taper sticks must from one centre part : 

Let these into the quadrant’s form divide, 

The spreading ribs with snowy paper hide ; 

Here shall the pencil bid its colours flow. 

And make a miniature creation grow. 

Let tbe machine in equal foldings close. 

And now its plaited surface wide dispose. 

Ho shall the fair her idle hand employ. 

And grace each motion with the restless toy. 

With various play bid grateful zephyrs rise. 

While love in ev’ry grateftU zephyr flies. 

The master Cupid traces out the lines. 

And wiUi judicious hand the draught designs, 

I The expecting Ixives with joy the model view, 

I And ihe joint labour eagerly pursue. 

Some sill their arrows with the nicest art, 

•And into sticks convert the shiver'd dart ; 
rhe breathing bellows wake the sleeping sire. 

Blow otFtiie cinders, and tbe sparks aspire ; 

Their arrow’s point they soften in the flame, 

And sounding hammers break its barbed frame : 

Of this, the little pin they neatly mold, 

From whence their arms the spreading sticks ar 
I folds 



36 


THS FAIOr, 


In (>qual plaits they now the paper betid, 

And at jast distance the wide ribs extend, 

Then on the frame they mount ib.e limlH*r skreen, 
And (inish instantly the new nia- hine. 

The ffoddess pleas’d, the eurioiir work reeeivcs. 
Remounts her chariot, and the jfrotto leaves ; 

With the lijtht fan she moves the yielding air. 

And Kales, till then unknown, play rountl the fair. 

Unhappy lovers, how will you withstand, 

'A'hen these new arms shall grace your charmer’s 
hand ? [pure. 

In ancient times, when maids in thought were 
AVhen eyes were artless, and the look demure, 
AVhen the wide rulf the well-turn’d neck en- 
clos’d. 

And heaving breasts within the stays repos’tl. 

When the close hood conceal’d the motlest ear, 

Kre bhack lead-combs disown’d the virgin’s hair; 
*'l’bcn In the muff un active fingers lay. 

Nor taught the fan in fickle fortns to play. 

How are the sex improv'd in amorous a»ts, 

A’hat new-found snares they bait for human 
hearts ! 

"When kindling war the ravish’d globe ran o’er. 
And iatten’d thiisly plains with human gore. 

At first, the brandish’d arm the javelin tnrew. 

Or sent wing’d arrows from the twanglne yew ; 

In the bright air the dreadful faurhion shone, 

< )r whistling slings dismiss’d the uncertain stone. 
Now men those less destructive arms despise, 
Wide-wasted death from thundering cannon flies. 
One hour with more battalions strows the jdain. 
Than were of yore In weekly battles slain. 

So love with fatal airs the nymnh supplies. 

Her dress disposes, and directs her eyes. 

The bosom now its panting beauty snows. 

The experienc’d eye resistless glances throws ; 

Now vary'd patches wander o’er the face, 

And strike each gazer with a borrow’d grace ; 

The fickle head-dress sinks and now aspires 
A towery front of lace on biatu hlng wires. 

'I’he curling hair in tortur’tl ringlets flows, 

Or round the fat e in labour’d order grows. 

How shall I soar, and on uuweary’d wing 
Trace varying habits upward to their spring ! 

^Vhat force of thought, what numbers can ex- 
press, 

The Inconstant equipage of female dress ? 

How the strait stays the s. .•nder waist constrain, 
How#o adjust the manteau’s sweeping train ? 

Wliat fancy can the petticoat surround, 

>Vith the capacious hoop of whalebone hound ? 

But stay, presumptuous muse, nor boldly dare 
The Toilette’s sacred mysteries declare,* 

I-et a just distance be to beauty paid ; 

None here must enter but the trusty maid. 

.Should you the wardrobe’s magazine rehearse. 

And glossy maateaus rustle in thy verse ; 

Should you the rich brocaded suit unfold. 

Where rising flowers grow sUff with frosted gold. 
The da/'/Jea muse would from her subject stray. 
And in a maze of passions lose her way. 


BOOK II. 


fILVMPUS' gates unfold; in heaven's high lowers 
Appear In council all the immortal powers; 

(ireal Jove aliove the rest exalted sate. 

And in his mind revolv’d succeeiliDg fate, 

His awftil eye with ray superior shone. 

The thunder-grasplng eagle guards his throne 
On silvei clouds the great assembly laid. 

The whole creation at one view survey'd. 

But see, fair Venus comes in all lirr state ; 

*■ The wanton Loves and (iraces round her wait ; 
With her loose roI>e officious Zephyrs play, 

And stiow with odoriferous flowers the way. 

In her right hand she waves the flutlerlng fan, 
And thus in melting sounds her speech began. 

Assemblad powers, who fickle mortals guide, 
Who o'er the sea, the skies and earth pteslde, 

Ve fountains whence all human blessings flow. 
Who pour year bounties on the world below f 
Bacchus first rais'd and prun'd the climbing vine. 
And taught the grape to stream with ^erous 
wine; 


Industrious Ueres tam’d the savage ground, 

And pregnant fields with golden harvest crown’d 
Flora with bloomy sweets enrit h’d the year, 

And fruitful autumn is Pomona's care. 

I first taught woman to subdue mankind^ 

A»id all her native charms with dress relin’d 
Celestial synod, this machine survey. 

That shades the face, or bids cool zephyTt play ; 

If conscious blushes on her cheek arise, 

With this she veils them from her lover’s eyes; 

No levell’d glance betrays her amorous heart. 

From the fan’s ambush she directs the dart. ^ 
The roy tl sceptre shines in .Tuno’s hand, [niaW 
•And twisted thunder speaks great .love’s to;!, 
On Pallas’ arm the (lorgon shield apuears, 

And Neptune’s mighty grasp the trident bears ; 
Ceres is with the bending sickle seen, 

And the strong how points out the Cynthian queen 
Henceforth the waving fan my hand shall grace, 
The waving fan supply the sceptre’s place. 

Who shall, ye powers, the forming pencil hold ? 
\Vhal story shall the wide machine unfold j* 

I.ct Ix)ves and Graces lead the dance around. 

With nr.vrtJe wreaths and flowery rlmplets crown'd 
; Let Cupid’s arrows strow the smiling plains 
With unresisting nymphs, and amorous swains : 
May glowing picture o'er the surface shine. 

To melt slow virgins with the warm design. 

Diana rose; with silver crescent crown’d. 

And fixt her modest eyes upon the grouml ; 

'J'iien with lienoming mien she rais'd her head, 
And thus with CTaceful voice the virgin said. 

lias woman llien forgot all former wiles. 

The watchful ogle, and delusive smiles ? 

Does man against iier charms too powerfiil prove, 
Or are the sex grown novices in love ? 

Why then these arms ? or why should artful fy» 
From this slight ambush, conquer by surpHsc ^ 

No guilty ihnughf the spotless virgin know* , 

I \iid o'er her cheek no i >>ii*rl*)u>> i rinisi.n glo* ■ , 
Sm. e blushes then from shiime alune . 1 ; '-i , 

Why should we veil ihi-iri from her l<>ii r'sc\i» 

I,ei Vupid frtthir give np his . .iiurinnil, 

And trust los orrows in 1 icinulc hand. 

Ha>e n-*! the gods 'dre.idv do iish'd pride. 

And woman wjili destructive arms supply 'd .3 
Neptune on her bestow*' liis choicest stores, 

For her the chambers of the deep exjilores ; 

'i'hc gaping shell its pearly charge resigns, 

And round her neck the lucid bracelet twines: 
riutUH for her bids earth its wealth unfold. 

Where the warm oar is rii>cn‘d into gold ; 

Or where the ruby reddens in the soil, 

Where tlie green emerald nays the searcher’s toil. 
Docs not the diamond sparkle In her ear. 

Glow on her hand, and tremble in her hair? 

From the gay nymph the glancing lustre files. 

And imitates the lightning of her eyes. 

But yet if Venus’ wishes must succeed, 

And this firntastic engine he decreed. 

May some chaste story from the pencil flow. 

To speak the virgin's’ joy, and Hymen's wo. 

H»*re let the wrelclictl Ariadne stand. 

Seduc'd by Theseus to some desert land. 

Her locks dishevtH'd waving in the wind, 

The crystal tears confess her tortur’d mind; 

The jHjrjur’d youth unfurls his treacherous sails, 
And their white Imsoms catch llie swelling gaits. 
Be still, ye winds, she cries, stay, Theseus, stay ; 
But faithless Theseus hears no more than they. 

All desperate, to some craggy cUff'she flie®. 

And spreads a well-known signal in the skies; 

His less’ning vessel ploughs the foamy main. 

She sighs, she calls, she waves the si^ in vain. 

Faint Dido there amidst her last distress, 

Fale cheeks and blood-shot eyes her grief express 
Deeii in her breast the reeking sword is drown’d, 
Ann gushing blood streams purule from the woum’. t 
fler sister Anna hovering o'er her stands. 

Accuses liearen with liftM eyes and hands. 
Upbraids the Trojan with repeated cries. 

And mixes curses with her broken sighs. 

View this ye maids ; and then each swain believv 
'I'hey’re 'iTojans all, and vote but to deceive. 

Here draw Oenone In the lonely grove. 

Where Paris first betrayed her into love ; 

Ia.‘t wither’d garlands hang on every bough. 

Which the false youth wove for Oenone’s brow, 
The garlands lose their sweets, their pride is sheu 
And like their odours all his vows are fled; 

On her feir arm her pensive head she lays. 

And Xantbus’ waves with mournful look surteys 



rAir. 


That flood which witness’d his inconstant flame. 
When thus he swore, and von tlie yielding dame : 
“ 'J’hese Streams shall sooner tt) their fountain 
Than 1 forget my dear Oenone’s love.*’ [move, 
Koll back, ye streams, back to your fountain run, 
Paris is false, Oenone is undone. 

Ah wretched maid ! think how the moments flew. 
Ere you the pangs of tins curs’d passion knew. 
When groves oould phrase, and when you lov’d the 
plain, 

Without the presence of your jierjur’d swain. 

'rhus may the nymph, whene'er she spreads the 
In his true colours view pertidiuus rnun, [fan. 
Pleas’d with hdr virgin state in forests rove. 

And never trust the dangerous hopes of love. 

The goildess ended. Merry M omus rose. 

With smiles and grins he waggish glances throws. 
Then with a noisy laugh forestalls his joke. 

Mirth flashes from his eyes while thus he sfioke. 

Ratlier let heavenly deeds lie painted there. 

And by your own examples teach the fair. 

JvCt chaste Diana on the piece be seen. 

And ihe bright cnscent ov«ii ihe Cyihian qut*cn : 
On l.adiiun' u p n'e young Kiidyiniun lies, 

Teign'd bleep liaih clod'll (he blouiiiv lo tier's eyes, 
.Vw', (o bln still embraies how she sleds, 

And on his lips her warm caresses seals ; 

No more her hand the glittering javelin holds, 

Hui Iiiimd hit, lie. k her i.tHi-r ariii.. ~tie |■.■lll•. 

\V hy are our -.ei rei^ l.v our Mu»heb shown i* 

Virgins are virgins sufl — while 'us unknown. 

Here let her on some flowery bank be laid. 

Where meeting beeches weave a grateful shade. 
Her naked bosom wanton tresses grace. 

And glowing expectation paints her face. 

O’er her fair limbs a thin loose veil is spread, 

Stand off, ye shepherds; fear Actaeon's head; 

Let vigorous Pan the unguarded minute seize. 

And in a shaggy goat the vir^n please. 

Why are our secrets by our blushes shown ? 

Vidius are virgins still — while 'tis unknown. 

'Ttiere witlt just warmth Aurora's passion trace. 
Let spreading crimson stain her virgin face : 

See Cephalus her wanton airs despise, 

While she provokes him with desiring eyes : 

To raise Ills passion she displays her charms. 

His modest hand upon her bosom warms : [suade. 
Nor looks, nor prayers, nor force his heart per- 
Dut with disdain he quits the rosy maid. 

Hero let dissolving Leda grace the toy. 

Warm cheeks and heaving breasts reveal her joy ; 
Beneath the pressing swan she pants for air. 

While with his fluttering wings he fans the fair. 
There let all-conquering gold exert its power. 

And soften Danae in a glittering shower. 

Would you warn beauty not to cherish pride. 

Nor vainly in the treacherous bloom confide. 

On the machine the sage Minerva place. 

With lineaments of wisdom mark her face ; 

See, where she lies near some transparent flooil. 
And with her pipe cheers the resounding wood : 
Her Image in tne floating glass she spies, 

Her bloated cheeks, worn Ups, and shrivell’d eyes; 
She breaks the guiltless pipe, and with disdain 
Its shatter’d ruins flings ujKin the plain. 

With the loud reed no more her cheek shall swell. 
What, spoil her face ! no : warbling strains, -fare- 
Shall arts, shall sciences employ the fair ? [well. 

Those trifles are beneath Minerva’s care. 

From Venus let her learn the married life. 

And all the virtuous duties of a wife. 

Here on a couch extend the V-yprian dame, 

Ut her eye sparkle with the growing flame 
The god of war within her clinging arms, 

.Sinks on her lips, and kindles all lier charms. 

Taint limping Vulcan with a husband's care. 

And let his brow the cuckold's honours wear ; 
Beneath the net the captive lovers place, 

Their limbs entangled in a close embrace. 

Let these amours adorn the new machine. 

And female nature on the piece Ik; seen ; 

So shall the fair, as long as fans shall last. 

Learn from your bright examples to be chaste. 


BOOK III. 


THUS Momiu spoke. When sage Mhierva rose. 
From her syreek Upe smooth eloention flows. 


Her skilful hand an ivory pallet grac’d, 

Where shining colours were in order plac’d. 

Asgofls are bless’d with a superior skill. 

And, swift as mortal thought, perform their will, 
Straiglit she proposes, by her art divine. 

To bid the paint express her great design. 

The assembled powers consent. She now began, 
And her tre.-UinV pencil stain’d the fan. 

O’er the fair field, trees spread, and rivers flov'. 
Towers rear their heads, and distant mountains 
grow ; 

Life seems to move within the glowing veins, 

And in each face some lively passion reigns. 

Thus have I s<;en wocxls, hills, and dales apjx'ar. 
Flocks graze the plains, birds wing tlie silent air 
In il.irkvil'il r..i.iii>, where light .nil only piss 
'f hiuugh ll.i- sii.ad . .r. le i.t ,i i .mvex glils.. ; 
dll the while ..lieei ihe iii..virig ngures ri^e. 

The forest waves, clouds flo.'it along the skies. 

She various fables on the piece ilesign’d, * 

That spoke the follies of the female kind. 

The fate of pride in Niobe she drew : * 

Be wise, ye nymphs, that scornful vice subdue, 
in a wide plain the im|ierit us mother stood. 

U’lioM' diat.int li.iund' ro.e in a winding wcsl ; 

I 'p.oi her shoulib r'. ilow > her rii.'iniliiig hair, 

I'ride in.irks her bro«, and u'l van s hrr mr ; 

.V jiiitple r.jbe behind her s« .-tp. ihe gr.-unil, 

W iiii.e ..pai'iuus Imrder gulden llnwers Mirruui.d : 
>he ii.Biie l.aiona'.. aliars lease lo tlaniH, 

.Viid ul'due h'.niiurs robb’d her ~acred name, 

To her own charms she bade iresh incense rise. 

And adoration own her brighter eyes. 

Seven daughters from her fruitful loins were born. 
Seven graceful sons her nuptial bed adorn, 

Who, from a mother’s arrogant disdain. 

Were by I.atona’s double oflspiing slain. 

Here Phoebus his unerring arrow drew. 

And from his rising steed tier first.bom throw. 

His opening fingers drop the slacken’d rein, 

And the pale cotse falls headlong to the plain. 
Beneath nef pencil here two wrestlers bend, 

See, to the grasp their dwelling nerves distend, 
Diana's arrow joins them face to face. 

And death unites them in a strict embrace. 

Another here flies trembling o’er the plain ) 

When heaven pursues we shun the stroke m vain. 
This lifts his supplicating hands and eyes. 

And midst his humble adoration dies. 

As from his thigh this tears (he barbed dart, 

A surer weapon strikes this throbbing heart 
While that to raise his wounded brother tries" 
Death blasts his bloom, and locks his frozen eyes 
The tender sisters bath’d in grief appear. 

With sable garments and dishevelt’u hair, 

And o’er thdr gasping brothers weeping stood ; 
Some with their tresses stopp’d the gushing blood. 
They strive to stay the fleeting life too late. 

Ami in the pious action share their fate. 

Now the proud dame o’ercome by trembling fear 
With her wide robe protects her only care; 

To save her only care in vain she trira. 

Close at lier feet the latest victim dies. 

Down her fair cheek the trickling sorrow flows. 
Like dewy spangles on the blushing rose, 

Fix'd in astonishment she weeping stood, 

The plain ail purple with lier children’s bb od ; 

She 'iiriens vviih tier wees: no niure her liiUr 
In easjr ringlets wantons in the air; 

Motion fersakee her e^es, her veins arc dried. 

And lieat no lunger with the sanguine tide ; 

All life is fled, finn marble now she grows. 

Which still in tears the mother's anguish shows. 

Ye haughty fair, your painted fans display. 

And the just fate onofty pride survey ; 

Though lovers oft extofyour beauty’s power. 

And in celestial similics adore. 

Though from your features Cupid borrows arms, 
And goddesses confess inferior charms, 

Do not, vain maid, the flattering tale believe. 

Alike thy lovers and thy glass deceive. 

Here lively colours Procrls’ passion tell, i 

Who to her jealous fears a victim fell. 

Here kneels the trembling hunter o'er his wife. 
Who rolls her slck’nlng eyes, and gasps for life; 

Her drooping head upon her shoulder lies. 

And purple gore her snowy bosom dies. 

What guilt, what horror on his face appears ! 

Bee, his red eye-lids seem to swell with teanu 
With agony his wringing hands he strains. 

And strong convulsions stretch his branchini 
veins. 

D 
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T/eam hence, yc arfm; bid vain suspicion cease, 
I.O.M3 not in sullen discontent your peace. 

For when licrce love to jealousy ferments, 

A thousand doubts and fears the soul invents, 

N<» more the days in pleasing converse flow. 

And nights no more tluir .soft endearments know. 

There on the piece the Volscian ^ueen expir’d. 
The love of spoils her female bo.som fir’d ; 

< r.iy dhloreus’ arms attract her longing eyes, 

.Vnd for the painted nlume and helm she sighs; 
b'earless .she follows, bent on gaudy prey, 

‘^I'ill an ill-fated dart obstructs her way ; 

Down drops the martial maid ; the hlo^y ground, 
Floats with a torrent from the purple wound. 

The mournful nymphs her drooping head sustain. 
And try to stop the gushing life in vain. 

I'hus the raw maid some tawdry coat surveys, 
\V'here the fop’s fancy in embroidery plays; 

His snowy feather etfg’d with crimson dies, 

'■ And his bright sword-knot lure her wandering eyes ; 
Fring’d gloves and gold brocade conspire to move, 
'nil the nymph falls a saoritlce to love. 

Here young Narcissus o’er the fountain stood, 
ml view’d his image in the crystal floml ; 

The crystal flood reflects his lovely charms. 

And the pleas'd image strives to meet his arms. 

V<i ]iym|di hi.i uiiesperieiic'd hrc.i>t subdu’d, 
ill ho III valii the living boy pursu'd, 

Himself alone the foolish youth admires. 

And with fond look the smiling shade desires; 

O'er the smooth lake with fruitless tears he grieves. 
His spreading fingers shoot in verdant leaves. 
Through his pale veins green sap now gently flows. 
And in a short-liv’d flower his i^auty mows. 

I/Ct vain Narci$su.s warn each female bread. 
That beauty's but a transient good at best. 

Like flowers it withers with the advancing year. 
And age, like winter, robs the blooming tair. 

Oh Araminfa, cease thy wonted pride, 


Nor longer in thy faithless charms confide; 
»en while the glass reflects thy sparkling eycf 
Their lustre ana thy rosy colour flies ! 


Thus on the flin the breathing figures shine. 
And all the powers applaud the wise design. 

The Cyprian Queen the painted gift receives. 
And with a grateful bow the synod leaves. 

To the low world she bcnd.s her steem way 
IVliere Strephon pass’d the solitary day; 

•She found him in a melancholy grove, 

HU down-cast eyes betray'd desponding love, 

The wounded bark confess'd his slights flame, 
And^bvery tree bore false Corlnna's name ; 

In a cool shade he lay with folded arms, 

Curses his fortune, and upbraids her charms. 
When Venus to his wondering eves appears, 

And with these words relieves his amorous cares. 

Rise, happy youth, this liright machine survey 
Whose rattling slicks my busy Angers sway. 

This present snail thy cruel charmer move. 

And in her fickle bosom kindle love. 

The tan shall flutter in all female hands. 

And various fashions learn from various lands. 

For this, shall elephanU their ivory shed ; 

And polish'd sticks the waving enmne spread : 

His clouded mail the tortoise shall resign. 

And round the rivet pearly circles shine. 

On this shall Indians all their art employ, 

And with bright colours stain the gaudy toy ; 

Their paint shall here in wildest fancies flow. 
Their dress, their customs, their religion show 
So Shalt the British fkir their minds improve. 

And on the fan to distant climates rove. 

Here China’s ladies shall tneir pride display. 

And silver figures gild their loose array ; 

This boasts her little feet and winking eyes; 

That tunes the fife, or tinkling cymbal pUe.4 : 

Here cross-legg’d nobles in ricti state shall dine. 
There in bright mall distorted heroes shine. 

The peeping fan in modern times shall rise. 
Through wmch, unaeen, the female ogle flies ; 
This shall in temples the sly maid conceal, 

And shfiuv love beneath devotion’s veil. 

\tay France shall make the fan her artists’ care. 
And with the costly trinket arm the fair. 

.ks learned orators that touch the heart, 

With various action raise their soothing art, 

Both bead and hand affect the listening throng. 
And humour each expression of the tongue. 

So shall each passion by the fan be teen. 

From noisy anger to the sullen spleen. 

While Venus spoke, Joy shone in StrepboD’s eyes, 
f rood of the gift, he to Corinna flies. 


But Cupid (who delights in amorons ill. 

Wounds hearts, and leaves them to a woman’s will) 
With certain aim a golden arrow drew. 

Which to Iveander’s panting bosom flew : 
liCander lov’d ; and to the sprightly dame 
In gentle sighs reveal’d his growing flame 
Sweet smiles Corinna to his .sighs returns. 

And for the fop in equal passion burns. 

Lo, Strephon comes ! and, with a suppliant bow, 
Offers the prestmt, and renews his vow. 

I U'limi -ibc the fate <'f N'iobe beheld, 

Why Ills my pride a|'.'iiiist mv heart lebell'd * 

'she sighing rried - disilani furs-sik her bte.ist^ 
.Xiiil '^trvpli--ii iiww was ihoughl a worihy giiA. 

Ill I’r.M'ris' hosiim when she saw the d.iri , 

She jii.ilv hi. lines her own suspicious heart, 
Imputes lur disiuriieiil in Jealous fear, 

.knd knows her .'sirephnn’s eonstancy sirii-ere. 

When nil « iiiiill.i’s f.itp her eye she iiirn., 

No more l-ir slmw and eqiiip.ige she burn.; 

She learns r,eiinder's iiassion to despise, 

,\nd looks on merit with dis,eriiing eyes. 

Nari.issu>' I haiige to the v im virmii shows 
Whn iriisisiij beJiiii. iiiisi. ilu f.imiig rose. 

Yuuth flies ,ip,, wiili youth loiirbiaiity liii-^. 
Love then, ve virgins, e'er iheblossoin dies. 

Thus Piliss laiijhi her, ''irephon weds the d ime. 
And Hymen's tori ii did usd the brightest il.iuie. 
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GREAT marvel hath it been, (and that not un- 
worthily to diverse worthy wits,) that In this our 
Island of Britain, in ail rare sciences so greatly 
abounding, more especially In all kinds of Poesy^ 
highly flourishing, no Poet (though otherwise of 
notalue cunning in roundelays) hath hit on the right 
simple Eclogue after the true ancltmt guise of The - 
ocritus, before this mine attempt. 

Other Poet travelling in this plain high-way of 
Pastoral know I none, x et, certes, such it behoveth 
a Pastoral to be, as nature in the country alfordeth ; 
and the manners also meetly copied from the rust- 
ical folk therein. In this also my love to my native 
country Britain much pricked me forward, to de- 
scribe aright the manners of our own honest and la- 
borious ploughmen, in no wise sure more unworthy 
a British Poet’s imitation, than those of Sicily or , 
Arcadie ; albeit, not ignorant I am, what a rout 
and rabblement of critical gallimawfty hath been 
made of late days by certain young men of insipid 
delicacy, concerning, I wist not what, Golden age, 
and other outra^ous conceits, to which they would 
confine Pastoral, whereof, I avow, I account nought 
at all, knowing no age so justlv to be instiled Gold- 
en as this of our Sovereign Laay Queen ANNE. 

This Idle trumpery (only fit for schools and 
school-boys) unto that ancient Doric Shepherd 
Theocritus, or his mates, was never known ; he 
.ightly, throughout his fifth Idyll, raaketh his louts 
give foul language, and behold their goats at rut in 
all simplicity. 

'flroXof e»ft‘ rk( f^tixUetg cTct /Sot- 

TIWVT/, 

’Tetxirat on i r^iyot etvrof Ty- 

tyro. 

Tuboc. 


Verily, as little pleasance recelveth a tme hotne- 
bred taste from all the fine finical new-fengled fool- 
eries of this gay Gothic garniture, erherewith they 
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M nlcelj bedeck their court clowns, or clown- , 
oirtirtiers, (for, which to c;.ll them rightly, I wot ] 
not) as would a prudent citizen, journeying to his i 
• ouniry farms, should he find them occupied by 
people of this motcly make, instead of plain dow'n- 
right hearty clcanly folk, such as be now tenants to 
the burgesses of this rcalme. 

Furthwinore, it is iny purpose, gentle reader, to 
tet before thee, as it were a picture, or rather lively 
landskin of thy own country, jtist as thou niightest 
see if, didest thou take a walk into the fields at the 
proper season : even as rnaister Milton hath ele- 
gantly set forAr the same- 

As one who long in populous city pent. 

Where houses thick, and sewers annoy the air. 
Forth issuing on a summer's morn to breathe 
Among the pleasant villages and farms 
Adjoin'd, from each thing met conceives delight. 
The smell of ^ain, or tedded grass, i>r kine. 

Or dairic, each rural sight, each rural sound. 
Thou wilt not find mv shewherdes-ses idly jiiping 
on oaten reeds, but milking the kine, t^ing up tlie 
slieaves, or if the hogs are astray driving them to 
their styes. My shepherd gathereth none other 
nosegays but what are the growth of our own fields, 
he sleepeth not under myrtle shades, hut under a 
hedge, nor doth he vigilantly defend his flocks from 
wolves, because there are none, as maister Si>encer 
well observeth. 

We'll is known that since the Saxon ICing 
Never was wolf seen, many or some 
Nor in all Kent nor in Christendom. 

For as much, as I have mentioned malstor Spen- 
ecr, soothly I must ackuowletlgc him a hard of 
sweetest memorial. Yet hath his shepherd’s boy 
at some times raised his rustic reed to rhymes more 
rumbling than rural. Diverse grave points also 
hath he handled of churchly matter and doubts In 
religion daily arising, to great clerks only, ajiper- 
taining. What Uketli me best are his names, in- 
do'd right simple and iru-ef foi tlie lounttv, such 
as l,iihhin,< uudy, Huhliinnl, Digeon. and others, 
•.line of will, h I haw made h<jhl to Imiitow. Mi.rc- 
o»er, as he called lii> hi logiieu the >he]>hrid » t al- 
i Ildar, and divided the same Into ttie twelve 
months, I have chosen (peradventure not over- 
rashly ) to name mine by tlie days of the week, omit- 
ting Sunday or the Sabbath, ours being supposed to 
be Christian shepherds, and to lie then at church 
worship. Vet further of many of maister Spencer’s 
Kclogues It may be olwerved, though months they 
iKf called, of the said months therein, nothing is 
specified ; wherein I have also esteemed him worthy 
mine imitation. 

'Phat principally, courteous reader, whereof I 
would have thee to bo advertisvd, (seeing I depart 
from the vulgar usage) is touching the language of 
my shepherds ; which is, soothly to say, such as is 
neither spoken by the country maiden, or the court- 
ly dame; nay, not only such as in the present 
limes is not uttered, Imt was never uttered in times 
past: and, if I judge aright, will never he uttered 
in times fhture. It having too mueh of the country 
to be fit for the court, too much of the comt to be 
fit for the country ; too much of tlie language of old 
times to be fit for the present, too much of the 
l>resent to have bwn fit (or the old, and too much 
of both to be fit for any time to come. Granted 
also it Is, that in this my language, I seem unto 
mvselfi as a Jxmdon mason, who calculateth his 
Work fbr a term of years, when he buildeth with 
old materials upon a ground rent that is not his 
own, which soon turneth to rabliish and mins. 
I'^or this point, no reason can I allege, only deep 
learned ensamples having led me thereunto. 

Gut here again, much comfort ariseth in me, 
from the hopes, in that I conceive, when these 
words in the course of transitory things shall decay, 
it may so bap, In meet time that some lover of sim- 
plicity shall arise, who shall have the hardiness to 
render these mine Eclogues into such more modem 
dialect as shall lie then umlorsiood, to which end, 
glosses and explications of uncouth pastoral terms 
are annexed. , 

Gentle reader, turn over the leaf, and enfert-ain 
thyself with the prospect of thine own country, 
ttntnod by tlie painful hand of 

thy Loving Countryman, 

JOHN GAY. 


PROLOGUE. 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 
THE I.OilD VISCOUNT BOLINGBIIOKB. 


LO, 1 who erst lieneath a tree 
Sung itumkinet and Bowzybee, 

And Blouzelindand Marian bright, 

In apron blue, or apron white, 

Noyy write my sonnets in a hook. 

For my gootl Lord of Bolinf'hroke. 

As lads and lasses stood around 
To hear my boxen haut-boy sound, 
tlur t'lerk i-aine o'l-r the gr>^<-n 

W ith diileliil tidings nl ihi- 1 >i.i eii 
That Oucen, he -aid, lo whom we i.w.. 

“ Sweet peace that inakcth ru hes flow 
That Queen who eas’d our tax of late. 

Was dead, alas .'—and lay in state. 

At this, in tears was Cic'ly seen, 

Buxonia tore her pinners clean, 

In doleful dumps stot>d every clown. 

The parson rent his hand and gown. 

For me, when as 1 heard that death 
Had snatch’d Queen Anne to Klzabelh, 

I broke my reed, and sighing swore 
I’d ween for Klouzelind no more. 

While thus we siootl as in a stound, 

And wet with tears, like dew, the ground. 

Full soon by bonefire and by bell 
We learnt cur liege was passing well. 

A skilful leach (so Gotl him speetl) 

They said had wrought this blessed deed. 

This ieach Arbuthnut was yclept, 

Who many a night, iiot once had slept : 

But watch'd our gracious sovereign still i 
For who coultl rest when she was ill ? 

Oh, may’st thou henceforth sweetly sleep ! 
Sheer, swains, oh sheer your softest sheep 
To swell his couch ; for well I ween, 

He sav’d the realm who sav’d the Queen. 

Quoth 1, Please Gotl, I’ll hye with gl«« 

To court, this Arbuthnot to sec. 

1 sold my sheep and lambkins too. 

For silver loops and garment blue ; • 

My boxen haut-boy sweet of sound, 

For lace that edg'd mine bat around . 

For Lightfoot and my scrip I got 
A gorgeous sword, and eke a knot. 

So mrth I far’d lo court with speed. 

Of soldier's drum, witliouten dreatl : 

For peace allays the shepherd’s fear 
Of wearing cane of grenadier. 

There saw 1 ladies all a-row 
Before their Queen in "seemly show. 

Ni> more I’ll sing Buxoma brown. 

Like Goldfinch in her Sunday gown ; 

Nor Clum.sllis, nor Marion bright. 

Nor damsel that Hohnelia hight. 

But Lansdown fresh as flower of May, 

And Berkley Lady blithe and ['ay. 

And Anglesey whose speech cxceevls 
The voice of pipe, or oaten reeds : 

And blooming Hyde, with eyes so rare. 

And Montague I>eyond comjiare. 

Such ladies fair would I depaint 
In roundelay or sonnet quaint. 

There many a worthy wight I’ve seen 
In ribbon blue and nhlion green : 

As Oxford, who .a wand doth bear, 

Like Moses, in our Bibles fair; 

Who for our traffic forms de.vigns. 

And gives to Britain Indian mines. 

Now, shepherds, clip your llcw y care. 

Ye maids, your spinning wheels prepare, I 
Yo weavers, all your shuttles throw, 

And bid broad cloths and serges grow. 

For tr.iding free shall thrive ag.ain, 

Nor le.tsings lewd affright the swain. 

There s-tw I .‘^t. John, sweet of mien. 

Full Btedfast both to cliurrh and Queen, 

With whose fair name I’ll deck my strain, 

St. John, right courteous to the swain; 

For thus he told me on a day, 

Tiim are thy sonnet*, gentle Gay, 

B 2 
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And certes^ mirth it were to see 
Thy joyous madrigals twice three, 

VVitli preface meet, and notes profound. 
Imprinted fair, nnd well y-b<nin<i. 

All suddenly then home I sped, 

And did even as my Lord Had said. 

Lo here, Ihon ha-t mine n Icgiirs fair, 
Itiil lei n-ii ii'iM ilr-i.iiii ihli-i-i. ir. 

I. et not il" .111 uT'. of iMie^ and kings 

ti'aii, i<<<u/,hru< sings. 

II. iihi-r (l> in M rsi- of simple 

•'ll. Ill M "I i» rhe trade I'f P runre or Spam 
I ir for ilii- I'l.iint of parson s maid, 

'i' .11 I mper .r'-. ji.u keU lie delay'd ; 

In sooth, I swear by holy Paul, 

I 'd hum hook, preface, notes and all. 


C THE 

S n E P H £ R D’S WEEK; 

IN SIX PASTORALS. 


M O N D A. Y ; 

OR, 

THE SQUABBLE. 

Lobbin Clout, Cuddy, Cloddipolc. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

'I’HY younglings, Cuddy, arc but just awake. 

No thrustles shrill the bramble-bush forsake 
No chirping lark the welkin sheen* Invokes, 

No damsel yet the swelling udder strokes ; 
t)’er yonder hill does scantf the dawn appear, 
I’heii -whj does Cuddy leave his colt so rear ?{ 

CUDDY. 

Ah Lobbin Clout I ween,g my plight la guest, 

" For he that loves, a stranger is to rest;” 

If swains belye not, thou bast prov’d the smart 
.Vnd Btouzellnda’s mistress of thy heart. 

I’liis rising rear betokenetli well thy mind. 

Those arms are folded for thy Blouzelind. 

.\nd t#ell, I trow, our piteous plights agree, 

'i'hee Blouzellnda smites, Buxoma me. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Ah Blouzelind ! I love thee more by half, 

Thau dues (heir fawns, or cows the new-fallen calf ; 
Wo w.irth the tongue ! may blisters sore It gall, 
T'hat names Buxoma, Blouzelind withal. 

CUDDY. 

Hold, witless I,obbin Clout, I thee advise. 

Lest blisters sore on tliy own tongue arise. 

Lo yonder Cloddiiwle, the bllthsome swain. 

The wisest lout of all tlie neighbouring plain I 
From Cloddipole, we learnt to read the skies. 

To know when hail will fall, or winds arise. 

He tauplit us errt || the heifer’s tail to view. 

When stuck alof^ that showers would strait ensue ; 
He first that useful secret did explain, 

'That pricking corns foretold the gathering rain. 
'When swallows fleet soar high and sport in air. 

He told us that the welkin would be clear. 

I.<et Cloddipole then hear us twain rehearse, 

And praise hu sweetheart in alternate verse. 


* Welkin, the same at Wtlken, an old Saxon word 
signifying a c/oud; by poetical license it is ft-eciuent- 
ly taken for the element or aky, as may appear by 
this verse in the dream of Chaucer. 

* ' N'e in all (he welkin was no cloud.’ 

Shetn or ahine, an old word for shining or bright. 

f Scant, used in the ancient British authors for 
scarce, 

i Rear, an expression in several counties of Eng- 
land, for early in the morning. 

{ To Keen, derived from the Saxon, io think or 
conceive. 

It Erst, a contraction of ers this, it signifies some 
time ago or formerly. 


I’ll wager this same oaken staff with thee. 

That Cloddipole shall give the prize to me. 

LOBBIN clout. 

Sec this tobacco-nourh that’s lin’d with hair. 
Made of tlie skin or sleekest fallow deer, 

This pouch, that’s tied with tape of reildest hue. 
I’ll wager, that tlie prize shall lie my due. 

CUDDY. 

Begin thy carrols then, thou vaunting slouch. 
Be thine the oaken staff, or mine the pouch. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. ^ 

My Blouzellnda is tlie blithest lass. 

Than priinro.sr sweeter, or the clover-grass. 

Fair is the king-cup that in meadow blows. 

Fair is the daisy tliat beside her grows. 

Fair is the gillyflower, of gardens sweet. 

Fair is the mafy-gcld, for pottage meet. 

But Blouzelind’s than gillyflower more fair. 

Than daisy, mary-goid, or king-cup rare. 

CUDDY. 

My brown Buxoma is the featest maid, 

That e’er at wake delightsome gambol play’d. 
Clean as young lambkins or the goose's down. 
And like the goldfinch in her Sunday pown. 

The witless lamb mav sport uj'on the plain, 

'I he frisking kid cleliglit tlie i:.i|iin;.' >unm, 

'I'll,, u iiii-'ii I'all II' IV skip uii'- iii.inv .1 Imimd, 
ikI tuy I Iir I'r ly pl.iy ib li,:s[* ^■1ls ar-'iiiitl, 

Hut tu i'thi.-r Idinb iiiir kill, iiur i.jM ni'r 'I rjy, 
Dame like Buxoma on the first ..f May. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Sweet is my toil when Blouzelind is near. 

Of her bereft ’tis winter all the year. 

With hyr no sultry surnmer’s heat 1 know j 
In winter, when she’s nigh, witli love I glow. 
Come Blouzellnda. ease tliy swain’s desire, 

My summer s shadow and my winter’s fire ! 

CUDDY. 

As with Buxoma once I work’d at hay, 

Even noon-tide labour seem’d an holiday ; 

And holidays, If haply she were gone. 

Like worky-days I wish’d would soon be done. 
Kftsoons.f () sweet-heart kind, my love repay. 
And all the year shall then be iioliday. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

As Blouzeiinda in a gamesome mood, 

Behinit .i Inytock loutliv laughing stiaud, 

I >l>ly ran, and -n.iti h'J ii hasty kl--. 

She wip'd hi-r liiK, :ior ttHik 11 much amisc. 
Believe mo, t'liildy, while I'm hold lo s,av. 

Her breath was swpi'ler than the ripen’d hay. 

CUDDY. 

As ray Buxoma in a morning fair, 

With gentle finger stroak'd her milky care, 

I <|ueintlyl stole a ki.ss; at fir&t 'tis true 
She frown'd, yet after granted one or two. 

Lobbin, I swear, believe who will my vows, 

Her breath by far excell’d the breathing cows. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

Leek to the Welsh, to Dutchmen butter’s dear,} 
Of Irish swains potato is the cheer ; 


• Odl, an old word signifying brisk or nimble. 

t Eftsoons, from eft, an 'ancient British word 
signifying «rH>n. So Uiat eftsoons is a doutiiing of 
the wtiru soon, which is, as it were, to say tmee 
Soon, or very soon. 

t Qufini has various significations in the an- 
cient English authors. I have used it in Uiis place 
in the same sense as Chaucer hatli done in his iMil- 
ler's Tale. As Clerkes been full subtle and quetnt, 
(by wtiich he means arch or tvaggish) and not in 
that oltsccne sense wherein he useth it in the line 
immediately following. 

} Populus Alcidte gratissima, vitis laccho, 
Formosa! Myrtus Veneri, suaLaurea Phoebo. 
Phyllis amatCorylf^ illas dum Phyllis amabif. 
Nec Myrtus vincet CoryloS, nec Laurea PhtEbi* 
&c. Virg, 
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Oats for their feasts, the Scottish shepherds grind, 
Sweet turnips are the food of Blourelmd. 

Wliile she loves turnips, butter I’ll despise;. 

Nor leeks, nor oat-meal, nor potato prize. 

CUDDY. 

In good roast-beef my landlord sticks his kr.ife, 
7'h(‘ capon tat delights his dainty wife, 
riulding our parson eats, the squire bjves hare, 
lint white-pot tliick is iny Huxoina's fare. 

While she loves white-pot, cui.'on jie’er stiall he, 
Nor hare, nor beef, nor pudding, iood lor me. 

LOBBIN CUOUT. 

As once I play’d at IJlindnian’s-DufT, it hapt 
About niy eyes the towel thick was wr.ipt. 

I miss’d the swains, and seiz’d on Illouzelind ; 
7’rue speaks that ancient proverb. Love is blind. 

CUDDY. 

A* at Hot -Cockles once I laid me down, 

And felt the weighty hand of many a clown ; 

Buvoma gave n gentii- t ip, nnd T 

\2uick rose, and read soli misL hu ■' in her eve. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

On two near elms, tlie slacken’d ford I hung. 
Now high, now low my Blou/elinda swung. 

W'ith the rude wind her rumpled garment rose. 
And show’d )ier tai>er leg, and scarlet hose. 

CUDDY. 

Across the fallen oak the plank I laid, 

And myself nols’rl against the tottering maid, 
lligh leapt the plank ; adown Buxoina fell ; 

1 spy’d— but faithful swtx'thearts never tell. 

LOBBIN CLOUT. 

This riddle, Cuddy, if thou canst, explain. 

This wily riddle puzzles every swain. 

“ * Wltat flower is tliat which bears the Virgin’s 
name. 

The richest metal joined with the same ?'‘t 
CUDDY. 

Answer, thou carle, and judge this riddle right. 
I’ll frankly own thee for a cunning wight. 

'* What (lower is that which royal honour craves. 
Adjoin the Virgin, and 'tis strownon graves 

CLODDIPOLE. 

Forbear, contending louts, give o’er your strains. 
An oaken staff each merits for his pains.§ 

But see the sun-beams bright to labour warn, 

.\nd gild tlie thatch of goodinan Hodge’s barn, 
Vour herds for want of water stand adry. 

They're weary of your songs— und so am I. 


TUESDAY; 

OR, 

TlfE DITTY. 


MARIAN. 

YOUNG Colin Clout, a lad of neerlcwi meed, 
J'ull well could tlance, and deftly tune the res-d; 
In every wood his carrols sweet were kn<.>wn. 

At every wake his nimble feats were shown. 
"When in the ring the rustic routs he threw. 
The ddmsels' pleasures with his conquests grow; 
Or when aslant the cudgel threats his head. 

Mis danger smites the breast of every maid; 

Hut chief of Marian. Marian lov'd the swain. 
The parson’s maid, and neatest of the plain. 
Marian that soft could stroke the udder’d tow. 
Or lessen, with her sieve, the barley mow ; 


* Mafrygold. 

t Die quihus in terris inscripti nomina regum 
Nascantur florcs, &c. Vifg. 

t Rosemary. 

} £t vitula tu dignua et hlc. Firg. 


Marbled with sage the hardening chrese she 
press’d, 

zVnd yellow tmtter Marian’s skill confess’d ; 

But Alarian now devoid of country cares, 

Nor yell(»w butter nor sage cheese pre])aris. 

For yearning love the witless maid employs, 

I Anti love, say swains, “all busy heed destroys.” 

I tlolin makes nua k at all her piteous smart, 

I A lass that ('icily higlit, had won bis bean, 

I Cicily the western lass that tends the kce,* 

The rival of the parson's ntaid was she. 

In dreary shade now Marian lies along. 

And mixd with slgljs tlms wails in plaining fong. 

Ah woful day ! ah woful noon and morn ! 

When first by thee my younglings white wevo 
Then first, I ween, I cast a lover’s eye, [shorn. 
My sheep were silly, but more silly 1. 

Beneath the sheers tliey felt no lasting smart. 

They lost hut fleeces while I lost a heart. 

An (^olin ! eanst thou leave thy sweetheart true I 
What have I done for tbee will (;icily do? 

Will she thy.linen wash or hosen darn. 

And knit thee gloves made of her own-spun yam ? 
Will she with huswife’s hand provide thy meat. 
And every Sunday morn thy neckclotli plait ? 
Which o’er thy kersey doublet sjneading wide. 

In service-time drew Cicily 's eyes aside. 

Where’er I gad I cannot hiefe my care, 

Mv new disasters in my look appear. 

\Vhite as the ruid my ruddy cneek ha.s grown. 

So thin my features tnat I’m hardly known ; 

Our neiglitiours tell me oft in joking talk. 

Of ashes, leather, oatmeal, bran, and chalk; 
Unwittingly of Marian they divine. 

And wist not that with thoughtful love I pine. 

Yet Colin (Mout, untoward shepherd swain, 

I Walks whistling blithe, while pitiful I 'plain, 

hitom with thee 'twas Marian's dear delight 
I To moil all day, and merry-make at night. 

1 If in the soil you guide the crooked share, 

Vour early breakfast is my constant care. 

And when with even hand you strow the grain, 

I fright the thievish rooks from off the plain. 

In miiiling days when I mv thresher heard. 

With nappy hVer I to the ham repair’d; 

Lost in tiie niusic of the whirling flail, 

To gare on th/’e I left the smoking pail ; 

III harvf.f when ibe »un w.is rnoiinletJ high, 

Mv I. Aihern l.olilo did ibv druuglit mijiiiIv : 

W beni’i r you mow’d I f.illow’d with iber.Ar, 

And have full oft been .sun-burnt for lliy sake; 
When In the welkin gathering showers were teen, 

I lagg’d the last with (’olin on the green; 

And when at eve returning with thy car, 

Awaiting heard the jingling bells from far; 
Straight on the fire the sooty pot I plat ’d, 

To warm thy broth I burn'd my hands for hR?(e. 
When Iiungry thou stood'st staring like an Oaf, 

I slic’d the luncheon from the barley loaf. 

With crumbled bread I thicken’d well thy mess. 
Ah ! love me more, or love thy jioltage less ! 

Last Friday’s eve, when as the sun was set, 

I, near yon stile, three sallow gypsies met 
Upon my hand they cast a poring look, 

Bid me neware, and thrice their heads they shook, 
They said that many crosses I must prove," 

Some in my worldly gain, hut most in love. 

Next mom" I miss’d three hens and our old cock. 
And off the hedge two pinners and a smock. 

I bore these losses with u Christian mind, 

And no mishaps could feel, while thou wert kinl. 
j But since, alas 1 1 grew my Colin’s scorn, 

I I’ve known no pleasure, night, or noon, or morn. 

Help me, ye gypsie.s, bring him home again, 

I And to A constant lass give back her swain. 

I Have I not sat with thee ftill many a nighf, 

■ When dying embers were dur only light, 
i When every creature did In slumbers lie, 
i I^ides our cat, my Colin Clout, and I ? 

^ No tioublout thoughts Ute cat or Colin move, 

; While I alone am kept awake by love. 

Remember, Colin, when at last year’s wake, 

I bought the costly present for thy .sake, 

, Cuuldst thou spell o'er the posy on thy knife, 
i And with another change thy state of life. » 

' If thou forget ’St, I wot, 1 can repeat, 

' My memory can tell the verse so sweet. 

“ As ihU is grav'd upon this knife of thine. 

So is thy image on this heart of mine.” 


I * S$e. a West«(M>ootry word for khu or tows. 
D3 



But wo ii nw ! Midi presents luckless prove. 

For knives, they tell me, always sever love. 

Thus Marian wail’d, her eyes with tears hrimfull. 
When goody Dobbins brought her cow to hull. 
With apron blue to dry her tears she sought. 

Then saw the cow well serv'd, and took a groat. 


WEDNESDAY; 


OR, 

THE DUMPS.-* * * § 


SPARABELLA. 

'J’HE wailings of a maiden I recite, 

A maiden fair, that Sparabella bight. 

Such strains ne’er warble In the linnet’s throat. 

Nor the j^ay goldfinch chants so sweet a note. 

No magpie cnatffer’d, nor the painted jay,t 
No ox was heard to low, nor ass to bray. 

No rustling breetes play’d the leaves among. 

While thus her mamdgai the damsel sung. 

A while, O D’Urfey, lend an ear or twain,£ 

Nor, though in homely guise, ray verse disdain : 
Whether Uiou seek'st new kingdoms in the sun,J 
Whether thy muse does at Newmarket run. 

Or does with gossips at a feast regale. 

And heighten her conceits with sack and ale. 

Or else at wakes with Joan and Hodge rejoice. 
Where D'Urfey’s lyrics swell In every voice : 

^'et suffer me, thou bard of wondrous meed,|| 

Amid thy bays to weave this rural weed.*? 

Now the sun drove adown the western road. 

And oxen laid at rest forget the goad, [spade, 
The clown fatigu’d trudg’d homeward with his 
Across the meadows stretch’d the lengthen’d shades 
When Sparabella, pensive and forlorn. 

Alike with yearning love and labour worn, 

Lean’d on her rake,and straight with doleful guise** 
Did this said plaint in moarmil notes devise. 

Come night as dark as pitch, surround my head. 
From Sparaliella Uumkinet is fled : 

The ribbon that his valorous cudgel won, 
LastRunday happier Clum.silli.s put on. 

Sure if he’d eyes, (but love, they say, has none) 

I whilom by that ribbon had been known. 

Ah, well-a*day ! I’m shentff- with baneful smart 
For with the ribbon he bestow’d his heart. 

My plaint, ye lasses, with this burthen aid, 

'Tis hard so true a damsel dies a maid." 

Shall heavy Clumsillls with me compare PJf 
View this, ye lovers, and like me despair. 


• Dumps, or dumbs, made use of to express a fit 
of the suUens. Some have pretended that it is de- 
rived from Dumops, a king of Egypt, that built a 
pyramid, and died of melancholy. So Mopes, after 
the same manner, is thought to have come fVom 
Merops, another Egyptian king that died of the 
same distemper ; but our Engliui antiquaries have 
conjectured that Dunuis, which is a gruvous heavi- 
ness spirit, comes from the word Dwnplin, the 
heaviest kind of pudiling that U eaten in this coun- 
try, much used in Noifolk, and other counties of 
England. 

t Immemor herbaruro quos est mirata Juvenca 
Certantes, quorum stupefiudse carmine lynces; 
Et muUta Buos requierunt flumina cursus. 

Virg. 

Tu mihi seu magni superas jam saxa Tiraavi, 
Sive oram lliTrici legis sequoria- — Ktrg. 

§ An opera written by this author, called the 
TVnrid in the Sun, or the Kingdom qf Birds ; he is 
r'.so famous tor his song on Hie Newmarket horse- 
race, and several others that are sung by the iJri- 
thh swains. 

VHeed, an old word (at fame or renonm. 

*1 — Hanc sine tempore circum 
Inter victrires aderam tibl serpere lauros. 

** Incumbent tereti Damon tia ceepit olivaa. 

♦I Shent. an old word signifying hurt or harmed, 
MoptoNisidator, qalanonspcremutamantetP 
Virg, 


Her blubber’d lip by smutty pines Is worn, 

And in her breath tobai co whiff's arc born ; 

'Fhe cleanly cheese-press she could never turn, 

Her awkward fist did ne’er emplm the churn ; 

If e’er she brew'd, tlie drink would straight go sour, 
Before it ever felt the thunder's power : 

No huswifry Uie dowdy creature knew ; 

To sum up all, her tongue confes.s’d the shrew. 

“ My plaint, ye lasses, with this burthen aid, 

’Tis hard so true a damsel dies a maid.” 

I’ve often seen my visage in yon lake,* 

Vor .ire mv features of the homeliest maVp. 

'rh>>iit;li I 'l•llll'lllla mn> boa-l a whiK-r d\c, 

\ 1 1 ilir l.bi- k •.!•><• turns m my rolling , ,l- ; 

.\ rid full -I l.iosv-ins dr i|) Mlih e'l-iv i I 
Bill th*. bfiwn beiuiy wrl like bollie- I i«i. 

Her wan complexion’s like the witlier’d leek. 
While Catherine pears adorn my ruddy cheek . 

Yet she^ alas ! the witless lout hath won, 

And by her gain poor Sparabell's undone ! 

I.et hares.and hounds in eoupling straps unite, | 
The clocking hen make friendship with the kite, 
Let the fox simply wear the nuptial noose, 

-Vnd join in wedlock with the watlllng goose ; 

For love hath brought a stranger thing to pass, 
The fairest shepherd weds the foulest la.ss, 

“ My plaint, ye lasses, with tliis burthen aid, 
’Tis hard so true a dairoel dies a maid," 

Sooner shall^cats dis]>ort in waters clear, § 

And speckled mackreis graze the meadows fair, 
Sooner shall screioh-owls bask in sunny day. 

And the slow ass on trees, like squirrels, play. 
Sooner shall snails on insect-pinions rove. 

Than 1 forget my shepherd’s wonted love’ 

“ My pl^nt, ye la.sses, witli this burthen aid, 

’Tis hard so true a damsel dies a maid." 

Ah ! didst tliou know what proffers 1 withstood, 
When late I met the squire in ponder wood ! 

To me he sped, reg.ardless of his game. 

While all my cheek was glowing red with shame ; 
My lip he kiss’d, and prais'd my healthful look, 
'fhen from his purse of silk a guinea took, 

Into my hand he forc’d the tempting gold, 

While I with modest struggling broke his hold. 

He swore that Dick in livery stripp’d with lace, 
Should wed me soon, to keep me from disgrace; 
But I nor footman priz’d, nor golden fee, 

For what is iace or gold compar’d to thee > 

“ My plaint, ye lasses, with this burthen aid, 

'Tis hard so true a damsel dies a maid.” 

Now plain I ken|l whence love his rise hegnii, 
Sure he uas Iwrii seme Moody buiclier's son, 

Ureil up In sli.mililo where ii'iir younglings slain, 
Hrst liughi him miv hiefiiini to sport with pain. 
The taiher only sjIU slieep .iiinovs, 

The son the sillier shepherdess destroys. 

Does son or father greater miscliief do ? 

The sire is cruel, so the son is too. 

“ My plaint, ye lasses, with this burthen aid, 
■TUhard so true a damsel dies a maid." [flow ; ^ 
Farewell, ye woods, ye meads, ye streams that 
A sudden death shall rid me of my woe. 

This penknife keen my windpipe shall divide. 
What, aliall I fall as squeaking pigs have died ! 
No— to some tree this carcase I’ll suspend. 

But worrying curs find such untimely end! 


• Nec sum adeo informis, nuper me in littorc 
vidi. Firg. 

t Alba ligustra cadunt, vaccinia nigra leguntur. 

Virg. 

i Jungentur Jam g^hes equis ; tevoque seiiuenti 
Cum canibus tiinidi venient ad pocula damie. 

Virg. 

§ Ante leves ergo pascentur in sethere cervi, 

Bt freta degtltiient nudos in litture pisces — 
^uam nostro illiui labatur pectore vultus. Id 
II To ken, Scire Chaucero, to ken, and Kende no- 
tusA. S. cunnan Goth. Kunnan. Germanisitrnnen* 
Danis Kiende. Islandis Cunna. Belgls Cennen. 
This word is of general use, but not von common, 
though not unknown to the vulgar. Ken far pro- 
spicere is well known and used to discover by the eye. 
Kay, F. R. 8. 

Nunc s(do quid sit amor, &c. 

Crudelis mater magis an puer Improbus ille ? 
Improbus ille puer, crudelis tu quoque mater. 

Virg. 

^ vlvite sylva, 

Pracept aerii wacula de moatis in undas 
Defcxw. Virg. 
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I’ll speed me to the pond, where the high stool 
On the long iilank hangs o’lr the mudity pool. 
That stool, tne drenii ofevt-rv st ulding rjiu-an. 
Yet, sure a lover should not die so mean I 
There plac’d aloft, I’ll rave an<l rail hy fits, 
'rhough all the piri«h si\ fie lo't my mils; 

^iid iheiii il'i oiirage holds, inisi It fll throw, 
And (Jiiein h ni_v |u<siiiii tn the l.iWe helow. 

“ ^ e la-'i-', iP.'iae lour hlirlhi-ll, leU'e In n-i’iii, 
And, by my case forewarn’d, go mind your own.” 

The sun was set ; the night came on apace. 
And fidling dews bewet around the place. 

The bat taaes airy rounds on leathern wings. 
And the hoarse owl his woful dirges sings : 

The prudent maiden deems it now too lute, 

.Vnd till to-morrow comes defers her fate. 


THURSDAY; 


THE SPELL. 


HOHNELIA. 

HOBNELIA, seated in a dreary vale, 

I n ])en8ive mood rehears'd her piteous tale, 

Her piteous tale the wind in sighs liemoan. 

And pining echo answers groan for groan. 

I rue the day, a rueful uay I trow, 

The woful day, a day indeed of wo ! 

When I.ubherkin to town his cattle drove, 

A maiden fine bedighi* he hap’d to love ; 

I’he maiden fine hedight his love retains, 

And for the village ho forsakes the plains. 

Heturn, my Lubherkin, these ditties bear; 

Siwlls will I try, and spells shs^ll ease my care. 

“ With my sharp heel I tluee times mark the 
^ound. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

When first the year, I heard the cuckoo sing, 
And call with welcome note Uie budding spring, 

I straightway set a running with such haste, 
Deborah that won the smock scarce ran so fast. 
’Till spent for lack of breath quite weary grown, 
rpon a rising hunk I sat adown, 

'I'non ilofF’dt my shoe, and by my troth I swear. 
Therein I spy’d’thls yellow friziled hair. 

As like to Luhberkin's in curl and hue, 

A.s if upon his comely pale it grew. 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

A I I ve lii>i [nld^uiiiiiier no -k-rp I MUighl, 

Rut lo the fi» Id a bug ol hemp seed hrought, 

I ailer'd nuiiid ihe -it-l on evi-ri Mde, 

^nd ihrei- (ime> in a iri-mhimg acr. m cried, 

“ Thi.. hemp 'lOfd unli my iirgm h md I m*w. 
Who ihall m\ true-love be, the crop shall mow.” 

I sir.ught look’d hack, and if my eyrs ^peak truth, 
With his keen scythe behind me canip ihe youth. 

•• With my sharp heel 1 ihiee limei mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

lAUit Valentine, the day when birds of kind 
Their paramours with mutual chitpings find; 

I rcarly rose, just at the break of day. 

Before the sun had chas’d the stars away , 

A -field I went, amid the morning dew. 

To milk my kine (for so should huswifes do) 

I’hee first I spy’d, and the first swain we see, 

In spite of fortune shall our true-love be ; 

See, Lubberkln, each bird his partner take, 

And canst thou then thy sweet-heart dear forsake ? 
“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
grounct, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 


* ^ bedighi, from the Saxon word dightan, 

Woh i^fies to set in ordsr. 
and contracted from the words do fiff 


Last Afay-day fair I search’d to find a snail 
That might my secret lover's name reveal ; 

Upon a gooseberry bush a snail I found, 
r--r -iiftils near swcoii-si fruit aboiiml. 

1 -i-iz •! die icrmm, borne 1 qui, kly sped. 

And on ihe ln-arih (lie milk- w liiii - 1 iiiber- spread 
Slow I r iw I'd the snail, and if 1 right i an spell, 

111 the soft ashes mark’d a curious L : 

Oh, may this wondrous omen lucky prove ! 

For L is found in Jm'bherkin and I^ove. [ground, 
“ With tny sharp heel I tliree times mark the 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

Two hazel-nuts I threw into the ilame. 

And to each nut 1 gave a sweet-heart’s name. 

Tliis with the loudest bounce me sore amaz’d. 

That In a ilame of Iwightest colour blaz’d.* 

As blaz’d the nut, so may thy passion grow, 

For 'twas thy nut that did so brightly glow.f 

“ With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, iiroimd, around.” • 
.\ - pea.. -'ils ■•Oi e I pill. kM. I . h iFii. d lo -ee 
<»ne that was « lo-tli nii'il mill three iiriics ilnei , 
Winch when I • r..p'.| I ..lely h..ii.e . onvey’ii. 

And o’er tlie door the spell in secret laid, 

Mv wheel I turn’d, an'l sung a ballad new, 

U bile froiii the spindle I the lleii es iirew , 

'111, I.II, h iiim'il up, Hhen wliosh.iii><J iirt cotnein. 
But in his proper person — T.ubberkln. 

I broke iny yarn, surpris'd the sight to sep. 

Sure sign that he would break his wonl with me. 
Eftsoons I join’d it with my wonted slight. 

So may again his love with mine unite ! [ground, 
“ W*ith my sharp heel I three times rn.trk Uic 
And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

Thi.s ijidy-fly I take from off the gnass, 

Whose spoltetl bark might scat let red surpass. 

“ Fly, lady-bird. North, South, or East, or West, 
Fly where the man is found that I love best.” 

He leaves my hand, see to the West he’s flown, 

To call luy true-love from the faithless town. 

“ With my sharp heel 1 three limes mark the 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around." 

1 jtHre this pippin round and round again, 

Mv -liephiTd'd ii.iine m ib-uii-h on I'le pl.iin, 

I iling ih,* unbroken paring net my head,} 

I pt.n the grass a p, ru*, t I. i» le.td ; 

\ it on my heart fairer L i» teen 

J'han uh'ai the piring iiuko. upon ihe green. 

“ \l .til my ihnip luvl I ilifce nines m.uk Ihe 
ground, » 

And turn me thrice around, around, arounu.” 

I'his pippin shall another trial make. 

See from the core two kernels brown 1 bake; 

This on my cheek for Luhberkin i.i worn, 

And Booby clod on t’ other side is borne, 

Jiut BuobycliMl soon drops U})on the ground, 

A certain token that his love's unsound, 

While Lubberkln sticks firmly to the last ; 

Oh were his lips to mine but join’d .so fast ! 

“ With my .sharp heel I three times mark th* 
ground. 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As Luhberkin once slept beneath a lree,§ 

I twitch’d his dangling garter from his knee ; 

He wist not when the nempen string I drew. 

Now mine I quickly doif of inkle blue; 

Together fast I tie the garters twain ^ 

And while I knit the knot repeat this strain. 

“ Three times a true-love’s knot I tie secure. 

Firm be the knot, firm may his love endure.” 

** With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me thrice around, around, around.” 

As I wan wont, I trudg’d last market day 
To town, with new laid egfn, preserv’d in hay. 

I made my market long before 'twas night. 

My purse grew heavy, and my basket light. 


* iyu y iir} 

AiVv. X "f tturet Xausui fjkiyot xatmrv 
Thtoc. 

f Daplinis me malus urit, ego hanc in Daphnid 
laurum. virg. 

^ Transque caput Jace ; ne retpexerU. Virg. 
c Necte tribus nodis temos, Amarylli, colores ; 
Nccte» Amarylli, modo ; «t Venimdic rincui 
necto. Virg. 
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Straight to the •pothecary's shop I went,* 

And in love-powder all \ny monev spent ; 
lichap what will, next Sunday after prayers. 

When to the ale-house Lubberkin repairs. 

These golden flies into his mug I’ll throw,f 
And soon the swain with fervent love shall glow. 
With my sharp heel I three times mark the 
ground, 

And turn me tliricc around, ai^ound, around." 

But hold — our Liehtfoot barks, and cocks his 
O’er yonder stile see LublH'rkin appears. (eani,f 
lie comes, he comes, Hohnelia’s not hewray’n. 

Nor shall she, crown’d with willow, die a maid. 

He vows, he swears, he’ll give me a green gown. 
Oh dear ! I fall adown, adowu, adown ! 


FRIDAY; 

OK, 

THE DIRGE.§ 

Bumkinet, GruJilnnoi. 


BUMKINET. 

WHY, Grubbinol, dost thou so wistfhl seem? 
There’s sorrow in thy look, if right 1 deem. 

‘Tis true, yon oaks with yellow tops appear. 

And chilly blasts begin to uip the year ; 

From the tall elm a shower ofleaves is borne 
And their lost heauty riven beeches inonrn. 

1’et ev’n this season pleasance blithe allords. 

Now Uie wiuee/.’d i>ross foams with our apple 
hoards. 

Come, let us hie, and quaff a cheery howl, 
lajt cyder new wash sorrow from my soul. 

GRUBBINOL. 

Ah Bumkinet! since thou from hence wcrt 
gone, 

From these sad plains all merriment is flown ; 
yihuuld I reveal my grief '(would spoil thy cheer. 
And make thine eye o’erflow with many a tear. 

a BUMKINET. 

Hang sorrow ! let’s to yonder hut repair, (| 

And with trim sonnets cast away our rare, 

Gillian of Croydon well thy p^po can plav, 

Tliou sing'st most sweet. O’er hills and far away. 

Of Patient Grissel 1 devise to sing. 

And catches (Quaint shall make the valleys ring. 
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this shelter come, 

Froia hence we view our flocks securely ro.aiii. 

GKUBHINOL. 

Yes, blithesome lad, a tale I mean to sing. 

But with rny wo shall distant valleys ring. 

The talc shall make our kidlings droop &eir he.'id. 
For wu U me !— our Blouzelind is dead. 

BUMKINET. 

Ts Blouzellnda dead ? Farewell my glee !^ 

No happiness is now reserv’d for me. 


* H as herbas, atque hose i’onto mlhi lecta venena 
Ipse dedit Muiris. Ffrg. 

t Hdriv xetKOV atvp/oy Oftru. Theoc. 

I Nescio quid eerte est : et Hylax in limtne latrat. 

Virg. 

f Dirge, or Dyrge, a mournful ditty or song of 
lamentation over the dead ; not a contraction of 
the I/atin Dlrige in the Popish hymn Dlrige Otet- 
s« meos, as some pretend ; but from the Teutonic 
Dyrke, Laudare, to praise and extol. Whence it is 
possible their D^rke, and our Dirge, was a laudatory ' 
song to commei'norate and applaud the dead. I 
CowtlPe Interpreter, 

I Inoipe, Mopse, prior : si quos aut Phyllldls ignes, 
Aut Alconis babes laudes, aut Jurgia Codrl. i 

Virg. 

7 DUt, Joy; ftom the Dutch, Qlx/ren, to n- I 

oreau. | 


As the wood-pigpon cooes withoat his mate. 

So shall ray doleful dirge bewail her fate. 

( )f Hlouzelind.a fair 1 mean to tell, 

The peerless maid that did all maids excel. 

Henceforth the morn shall dewy sorrow shed, 
.Vnd evening tears upon the grass be spread ; 

The rolling streams witlt watery grief shall flow, 
And wiimU shall moan aloud— when loud tliey 
Henceforth, as off as autumn shall return, [biow, 
Tli.‘«ir.'.|'ping trte;, whene’er it rains drdl m.-nm : 
Till. ■-■■n qiiiie .h.dl snip ilu ■ ■iiiiiirv's iirnl'. , 
For ‘iw.i. Ml /|Ul■l)lm Blou/riiiid i di,'d. 

Where’er 1 gad, I Blouzelind shall view, j|| 
Wooils, dairy, barn and mows our jiassioii knew^ 
When I direct my eyes to yonder wood. 

Fresh rising sorrow cuidle.s in my blootl. 

Thither I've often been the damsel’s guiile. 

When rotten sticks our fuel have supplv’d ; 

There I remember how her faggots large. 

Were frequently these happy stiouUlcrs' charge* 
Sometimes this iTook drew ha/.el boughs adown, 
.■\ml Ktufrh her apron wide with nuts so brown ; 

Or when her feeding hogs had miss'd their way. 

Or wallowing ’mid a fc.rst of acorns lay ; 

The untoward cri^atures to the stye I drove, 

Ami whistled all the way— or told my love. 

If by the dairy’s hatch I chance to hie, 

1 «h il| her g-n>dly couiileii iiii e e-pv , 

For III, re her goodlv counienan. r F*e n, 
ort with k-rch let Starch'd md piiiiiiT* ile.ui 
Sometimes, like wax, she rolls the nutter rounil, 

Or with the wotxlen lily prints the jiouiiil. 

Wliilume I’ve seen her skim the clouted « ream. 
And pmss from spungy curds the milky stream, 

But now, alas! tiiese ears shall hear no more 
'I'he whining swine surround the dairy door. 

No more her care .shall fill the hollow tray, 

To fat the gu/zling hogs with floods of whey. 

I. nnent, vc swine, in grnntiniri spend your giii L 
F,t Mill. Ilk.- ii.i-, li.nc 1.1.1 y.-nr sole reliif 
\\'hen m |hc Unrn ihe s.-innlii.g llall I pi*. 

WTiere from her sieve the i h df w vs wont to iW, 
Till- poultry till re will mi-ih around to siand, 
W.iiiieg iip'.iii her . li.irilahle i.,ii,d. 

Nil sill, .iur meet ihe poiillrv now can find. 

For 1I1.-V, like me, tjave lost iheir Mlouzelm.l. 

Whenever by >or, hurley m- w I [la-v,, 

111 lore iiiv e.M-. will ir.p the luly hui. 

I uiich'd the -heave* loll 1 uulil I ihi so now) 

U nil li ihe in r.-ws pil'd on the cr ulng mm*. 
There tverv dealt- my heart hv love w.isgam' I, 
Then- the .weoi kiwiiiy rouriship has expUin d. 

.\h |{lou/i-l>nd ' that mow I ri, er shall see, 

Hill thy miin-irivl will revive in mu. 

I.iinen'i, y - held-, and rueful symploms show, 
Hencefnrih let not fhebriiellmg primrose grow .* 
Let we -ds ln»le id of luiiior-tlowers appear, 

And mends, instead of daisies, hemlock hear; 

For cowslips sweet let dandelions spread, 

For Blouzelinda, blithesome maid, is dead ! 
Lament, ye swains, and o'er her grave liemonn, 

.And spelf ye right this verse upon her stone, f 
“ Here Blouzelinda lie.s— Alas, alas ! 

Weep 8heph"r4s— and remember flesh Is grass." 

GRUBBINOL. 

Allielt thy songs are sweeter to mine ear,t 
Tlxan to the thirsty cattle rivers clear ; 

Or winter porridge to the labouring youth. 

Or bunns and sugar to the damsel’s tooth ;§ 

Yet Blouz.elinda’s name shall tune ray lay. 

Of her I’ll sing for ever and for aye. 

When Blouzelind expir'd, the weather’s bell 
Before the drooping flock told forth her knell ; 


• Pro molli viola, pro purpureo narcisso 
Carduus, et spinis surgit paliurus acutis. 

Virg. 

f Et turaulurn facile, et tumulo superadditc car. 

men. Vieg. 

t Tale tuuin carmen nobis, divine poeta, 

8 uale sopor fe-ssis in grarainc ; quale, per nnitum 
ulcis aqu« saliente sltim restinguere rlvo. 

Nos tamen heac quocumquc modo tibi nostra 
vicissim 

Dicemus, Daphnlmque tuum tollemus adastra. 

Virg. 

S Kfifftrer iMkereiAret rtu itxeCif^iv 4 

lAiXl Theuc. 
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The solemn death-watch click’d the hour she died. 
And shrilling crickets in the chimney cried ; 

The boding raven on her cottage sate. 

And with hoarse croaking warn'd us of her fate; 
The lambkins, which her wonted tendance bred, 
Dropp'd on the plains that fatal instant dead ; 
Swarm'd on a rotten stick the liees I spy’d. 

Which erst I saw when goody Dobson died. 

How shall I, void of tears, her death relate. 
While on her dearling’s bed her mother sate 1 
These words the dying Blouzellnda spoke. 

And “ of the dead let none the will revoke.” 

Mother, quoth she, let not the poultry neetl. 

And give the goose wherewith to raise her breed. 
Be these my sister’s care — and every morn 
Amid the ducklings let her scatter com ; 

The sickly calf that’s hous’d be sure to tend. 

Feed him with milk, and from tdeak colds defend. 
Yet ere I die— see, mother, yonder shelf. 

There sec»'etly I've hid my worldly nelf. 

Twenty good shillings in a rag 1 laia. 

Be ten the parson's, for my sermon paid. 

The rest is yours— my spinning-wheel and rake. 

Let Susan keep for her dear sister’s sake ; 

My new straw-hat that’s trimly lin’d with green. 
Let Peggy wear, for she’s a damsel clean. 

My leatnern bottle, long in harvests try’d. 

Be (irubbinol’s — this silver ring beside ; 

Three silver pennies, and a ninepetice bent, 

A token kind, to Bumkinet is sent. 

Thus spoke the maiden, while her mother cried. 
Anil pcavei'ui. like Hi- hJrmle"•^ lamb 'he died. 

To »how iheir love, the neirfiiboiU' fir and near, 
I' jllowed viuh wnit'iil look ihedam'-l’' bier. 
Sprigg*d rosemary the lads and lasses liore. 

While dismally the parson walk'd before. 

Upon her grave the rosemary they threw. 

The daisy, butter-flower, and endive blue. 

After the good man warn’d us from his text. 

That none could tell whose turn would be the 
next ; 

He said, that heaven would take her soul, no doubt. 
And spoke the hour-glass in her praise— quite out. 

To her sweet memory flowery garlands strung. 
O'er her now empty seat aloft were hung. 

With wicker rods we fenc’d her tomb around. 

To ward from man and beast the hallow’d ground, 
Lest her new grave the parson’s cattle raze, 

For both his horse and cow the church-yard graze. 
Now we trudg'd homeward to her mother’s 
farm. 

To drink new cyder mull’d, with warm. 

For gaffer 'rread-wcll told us by the ny. 

Excessive sorrow is exceeding drjr.” 

While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow,* 
Or lasses with soft streakings milk the cow. 

While pudling ducks the standing lake desire. 

Or battening hogs roll in the sinking mire ; 

While moles the crumbling earth In hillocks raise. 
So long shall swains tell Biouzelinda’s praise. 

Thus wail’d the louts in melancholy strmn, 

'Till bonny Susan .sped across the plain ; 

They seiz’d the lass in ajiron clean array’d. 

And to the ale-house forc'd the willing maid. 

In ale and kisses they forget tlieir cares. 

And Susan Biouzelinda’s lost repairs. 


SATURDAY; 


on, 

THE FLIGHTS. 


With Bowzybeus’ songs exalt thy verse. 

While rocks and woods the various notes rehearse. 

*Twas In the season when the reaper’s toil 
Of the ripe harvest 'gan to rid the soil ; 

Wide through the field was seen a goodly rout, 
('^an damsels bound the gather’d leaves about. 
The lads with sharpen’d hook and sweating brow 
Out down the labours of the winter plough. 

To the hear hedge young Susan steps aside. 

She feign'd her coat or garter was untied, 

IFliate’er she did, she stoop’d adown unseen. 

And merry reapers, what they list, will ween. 

Soon she rose up, and cried with voice so shrill 
That echo answer’d from the distant hill ; 

The youths and damsels ran to Susan’s aid, 

Wlio thongiit some adder had the lass dismay'd. 

When fa.st asleep they Bowzybeus spied. 

His hat and oaken staff lay close beside.* 

That Bowzybeus who could sweetly sing. 

Or with the rozin’d bow torment the string : 

That Bowzybeus who with finger’s sptsed 
Could call soft warblings from the breathing reed ; 
Tliat Bowzybeus who with jocund tongue, 

BallaAs and roundelays and catches simg. 

They loudly laugh to see the damsel's mght. 

And in disport surround the drunken wight. 

.\h Bowzyhee, why didst thou stay so long ? 

The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous 
strong ! 

Thou shouldst have left the fair before ’twas night. 
But thou sat’st toping 'fill the morning light. 

f Uc'ly, brisk maid, steps forth before the rout. 
And kiss’d, with smacking lip, the snoring lout. 

For custom says, “ Whoe’er inis venture proves,, 

" For such a kiss demands a pair of gloves.” 

By her example Dorcas bolder wows, 

A nd plays a tickling straw within his nose.f- 
He rubs his nostril, and in wonted joke 
The sneering swains with stammering speech be- 
spoke. 

To you, my lads, I’ll sing my carols o’er.j: 

As for the maids, — I’ve something else in store. 

No sooner ’can he raise his tuneful song, 

But lads and lasses round about him throng. 

Not ballad-singer plac’d above the crowd § 

Kings with a note so shrilling sweet and loud. 

Nor parish-clerk who calls the psaira so clear. 

Like Bowzybeus sooths the attentive ear. 

Of nature’s laws his carols first begun, H 
Why the grave owl can never face the sun. 

For owls, as swains observe, detest the light. 

And only sing and seek their prey by night. » 
How tumip.s hide their swelling heads below. 

And how tW closing colworfs upwards grow ; 

How Will-a-Wisp misleads night-faring clowns. 
O’er hills, and sinking bogs, and pathless downs. 

Of stars he told that snoot with shming trail. 

And of the glow-worm’s light that gilds his tail. 

He sung wl\ere wood-cocks in the summer feed. 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; 
Some think to northern coasU their flight they tend. 
Or to the moon in midnight hours ascend. 
fVltere swallows in the winter season keep, 

And bow the drowsy bat and dormouse sleep. 

How nature does the puppy's eye-lid close. 

Till the bright sun has nine times set and rose. 

For huntsmen by their long experience find. 

That puppies still nine rolling suns are blind. 

Now he goes on, and slnn of fairs and shows. 
For still new fairs before his eyes arose. 

How pedlars' stalls with glittering toys are laid. 
The various fairings of the count^ maid. 

1/01^ silken laces bang upon the twine. 

Ana rows of pins and aiiiber bracelets shine ; 

How the tight lass, knives, combs, and scissars spies. 
And looks on thimbles with desiring eyes. 


BOWZYBEUS. 

SUBLIMER strains, O rustic muse, prepare ; 
Forget awhile the bam and dairy’s care ; 

Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raise, 
The drunkard's flights require sonorous lays. 


* Dum montis aper, fluvios dom piscis ama 

Dumque thymo pascentur apes, dum rore ci- 
Semper honos nomenque tuuin, laudmque ma- 
nebunt. rirg. 


* Serta procol tantum caplti delapsa jacebant. 

Virg.^ 

f Sangulneis frontem morls et teropora^lngit. 

t Carmina, quse vultis, cognoscite ; carmina vdbujt 
Huic aliud mercedls erit. Firg. 

C Nec tantum Phoebo gaudet Pamassla rupes ; 
Ncc tantum Rhodope mirantur et Ismarus 
Orjihca. Fir^. 

n Our swain had possibly read Tusser, flrom 
whence he might have collects these philosophicM 
observations. 

Namque canebat uti magnum per inane ooaota, 
dec. 
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Of lotteries next with tuneful note he told, 

M'^ere silver spoons are won, and riiiK* of Rold. 
The lads and lasses tru<iffe the street along. 

And all the fair is crowded in his song. 

I'he mountebank now treads the stage, and sells 
Ills pills, his balsams, and his ague>spells ; 

Now o'er and o’er the nimble tumbler springs 
And on the rope the ventrous maiden swings; 
Jack-pudding in his parti-colour’d Jacket • 

I'osses the glove, and jokes at every packet. 

Of raree-shows he sung, and Punch’s feats. 

Of pockets pick’d in crowds, and various cheats. 

Then sad he sung “ the children in the wwid.” 
Ah barbarous uncle, stain’d with infant blood! 

How blackberries they pluck'd in deserts wild. 

And fearless at the glittering fauchion smil'd ; 
Their little corpse the robin-retl-breasts found. 
And strow'd with pious hill the leaves around. 

Ah gentle birds ! if this verse lasts so long,* 

V'our name shall live for ever in my song. 

For buxom Joan he sung the doubtful strifc,t 
How the sly sailor made the maid a wife. 

To louder strains he rais’d his voice, to tell 
What woful wars in Chevy-Chase befell. 

When “ Percy drove the deer with hound and horn. 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn 1" 

Ah Withrington, more years thy life had crown’d. 
If thou hadst never heard the horn or hound ! 

Yet sliall the squire, who fought on Moody stunipS, 
By future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 

“ All in the land of Essex " next he chants,^ 
How to sleek mares starch quakers turn gallants : 
How the grave brother stood on hank so green. 
H^py for him if mares had never been !$ 

Tnen he was seiz’d with a religious qualm. 

And on a sudden, sung the hundredth psalm. 

He sung of Taffy Welch, and Sawney Scot, 
Lillj-bullero and the Irish Trot. 

should I tell of Bateman or of Shore, g 
fhr Wantlcy’s dragon slain by valiant Moore. 

The bower of Rosamond, or Robin Hoodj^ [stood ? 
And how the grass now grows where Troy town 
His carols ceas’d : the listening maids and 
swains 

Seem still to hear some soft imperfect strains. 
Sudden he rose ; and as he reels along 
Swears kisses sweet should well reward his song. 
The damsels laughing fly : .the giddy clown 
Again u;><m .1 wheat-sheaf drops adown , 

The power that guards the <lrunk, his sleep at- 
tends, 

’Till ruddy, like his face, Uie sun descends. 


TRIVIA: 


OB, 

THE ART OP WALKING THE STREETS 
. OP LONDON, 


Quo if, Mccri, vedet t An, quo t<ta ducit, in urbem f 
Virg. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

TttP. tuortd, I bfHere, nill take mo litUe notirr q/’tne, 
ikat / nefd not take much of it. The eriticM may 
see hy ihit poem, that I walk on foot, which proba- 
bly may tave me from their envy. I thould he 
Morrii to raite that paaion in men whom I am mo 
much obliged to. Mince they alltmted me an honour 
hitherto only ehown to better writerM : that qf deny- 
ing mtiobt author of my own works. 


* Portunatl ambo ! si quid mea carmina poasiint. 
Nulla dlM unquam memori vos eximet sdvo. 

Virg. 

f A song in the comedy of Lova for Love, begin, 
nlng, “ A soldier and a sailor,” .s c. 

^ A song of Sir John Denham’s. See his poems. 
I Rt fortunatam, si nunquam armenta fuissent 
Pasiphaen. yi^g. 

I f,^id loquar, aut Scyllam Nisi, Ac. Vfrg. 

*1 Old Engli^ baliadk 


Gentlemen, if there be any thU^^ n ih'.s poem good 
enough to disidecue you, and tf it he any advantage 
to you to ascribe it to some person of greater merit : 
1 shall iti •ftaniit you for y„ur ioti\j\.,ri, that among 
many -th, r ot^ligations, / otve sei r ral hints of it to 
Dr. Swift. And if you wUl so far coniinue your 
favour as to write against it, I l>rg you to ofiligM 
me in accepting thejwlmvtng nwtto. 

Non iu, in iritiiis, indocle, snlehns 

Stridenti, miserum, stipula, disperdere carmen t 


BOOK 1. 

Of the Implements for Walking the Streets, 
and Signs if the Weather. 

THROUGH winter streets to steer your cotirse 
aright. 

How to walk clean by dav, and safe by night, 

How jostling crowds, with prudence to decline. 
When to assert the wall, and when resign, 

I sing; thou, Trivia, goddess, aid my song. 
Through spacious streets conduct thy bard along ; 
By thee transported, I securely stray 
Where winding alleys lead the doubtful way. 

The silent court, and opening square explore. 

And long perplexing lanes untrud before. 

To pave thy realm, and smooth the broken ways. 
Earth fron» her womb a flinty tribute pays ; 

P'or thee, the sturdy paver thumps the ground, 
Whilst every stroke his labouring lungs resound; 
For thee the scavenger bids kennels glide 
Within their bounds, and heaps of dirt subside. 

My youthful bosom hums with thirst of fame. 

From the great theme to build a glorious name,. 
To treatl in paths to ancient bards unknown. 

And bind my temples with a civic crown ; 

But more, my country’s love demands the lays, 

My country’s be the profit, mine the praise. 

When the black youth at chosen stands rejoice, 
And “ clean your shoes ” resounds from every voice ; 
When late their miry sides stage-coaches show. 

And their stiff horses througli the town move slow; 
When all the Mall in leafv ruin lies, 

And damsels first renew their oyster-cries : 

Then let the piudrnt walker shoes provide. 

Not of the Spanish or Morocco hide ; 

The wooden heel may raise the dancer’s bound. 
And with the scallop’d top his step he crown’d ; 

Lot firm, well-hammer’d soles protect thy feet 
Through freezing snows, and rains, and soaking 
sleet. 

Should the big last extend the shoe too wide, 

Each stone will wrench the unwary step aside : 

The sudden turn may stretch the swelling vein. 
Thy cracking joint unhinge, or ankle sprain ; 

And when too short the modish shoes are worn. 
You’ll judge the seasons by your shooting (;orn. 

Nor should it prove thy less important care. 

To choose a proper coat for winter’s wear. 

Now in thy trunk thy D'oilv habit fold. 

The silken (]ruggct ill can fence the cold { 

The frieze’s s{>ongy nap is soak’d with rain. 

And showers soon drench the caniletV cockled 
grain. 

True Witney • broad-cloth with its shag uii-shorn. 
Unpierc’d is in the lasting tempest worn ; 

Be Ihis the horseman's fence j for who would wear 
Amid the town the spoils of Russia’s bear ! 

W'ithin the Hoquelaure’.s clasp thy hands are pent, 
Hands, that stretch'd forth invading harms pre- 
vent. 

Let the loop’d Bavaroy the fop embrace. 

Or his deep cloak be spatter’d o'er with Ince. 

That garment best the winter’s rage defends. 
Whose? ample form without one plait denends ; 

By various names f in various counties known, 

Yet held in all the true surtout alone : 

Be tliine of Kersey firm, though small the cost. 
Then brave unwet the rain, unchill’d the frost. 

If the strong cane support tliy walking hand, 
Chairmen no longer shall the wall command ; 

Even sturdy car-men shall thy nod obey, 

And ratlHnc coaches sto]) to make the way ; 

T'his shall direct thy cautious tread arieht, 

Though not one glaring lamp enliven night. i 


• A town In Oxfordshire, 
t A Joseph, Wrap-iUscal, &«. 
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liCt ^leaar their cane* with amber tipt produce, 

Hu theirs for empty show, but thine for use. 

Jn {nided chariots while they loll at ease. 

Ana lazllv ensure a life’s disease ; 

While softer chairs the tawdry load convey 
To court, to White's,* assemblies, or the play ; 
Kosy-complexion'd health thy steps attends. 

And exercise thy lasting youtn dercnds. 

Imprudent men heaven's choicest gifts profane. 
Thus some beneath their arm KUp[)ort the cane ; 
The dirty point oft checks the careless pace. 

And miry spots the clean cravat disgrace : 

O ! may I never such misfortune meet, 

May no such vicious walkers crowd the street, 

M ay Providence o'ershade me with her wing^. 
While the bold muse experienc'd dan^rs sings. 

Not that I wander from my native home. 

And (temnling periNl foreip* cities roam. 

I.t-l I’aiis be me Ih.nie of 'Ijllm'* must*. 

Where Nljvi tv ire i i? ihe ■.ireel in wooden shoes 
Nor do I rove in Helgia's frozen clime, 

And teach the clumsy bexir to skate in rhyme. 
Where, if the warmer clouds in rain descend. 

No miry ways industrious steps offend. 

The rushing flooil from sloping pavements pours. 
And blackens the canals with dirty showers. 

Ij€t others Naples’ smoother streets rehearse. 

And with proud Roman structures grace their verse. 
Where frequent murders wake the night with 
groans. 

And blood In purple torrents dies the stones; 

Nor shall the muse through narrow Venice stray. 
Where gondolas their painted oars display. 

<) happy streets, to rumbling wheels unknown. 

No carts, no coaches shake the floating town ! 

Thus was of old Uritannla's city bless’d. 

Ere pride and luxury her sons possess’d : 

Ooaches and chariots yet unfasnion’d lay, 

Nor late-invented chairs perplex’d the way : 

Then the proud lady tripp'd along the town. 

And tuck’d up petticoats secur’d her gown. 

Her rosy cheek with distant visits glow’d. 

And exorcise unartful charms bestow’d ; 

But since in hraldeil gold her foot is bound. 

And a long-trailing manteau sweeps the ground. 
Her shoe disdains the street ; the lazy fair 
With narrow 8te|i affects a limping air. 

Now gaudy pride corrupts the lavish age. 

And the streeU flame with glaring equipage; 

The tricking gamester insofnitlv rides, 

With Loves and (traces on his cnariot sides; 

In saucy state the griping broker sits. 

And laughs at honesty, and trudging wits : 

For you, O honest men, these useful lays 
The muse prepares ; I seek no other praise. 

When sleep is first disturb’d by morning cries ; 
From sure prognostics learn to know the skies. 

Lest you of rheums and coughs at night com- 
plain ; 

Surpris’d in dreary fogs, or driving rain. 

When suffocating mists obscure the mom, 

Ix«t thy worst wig long us’d to storms, be worn ; 
This knows the powder’d footman, and with care. 
Beneath his flapping hat secures his hair. 

Be thou, for every season, justly drest. 

Nor lirave the piercing frost with open breast; 

And when the Wrsting clouds a deluge pour. 

Let thy surtout defend the drenching shower. 

The changing weather certain signs reveal. 

Ere winter sneos her snow, or frosts congeal. 

You’ll see the coals In brighter flame aspire. 

And sulpftur tinge with tnue the rising fire ; 

Your tender shins the scorching heat decline. 

And at the dearth of coals the poor repine ; 

Before her kitchen hearth, the nodding dame 
In flannel mantle wrMt, enjoys the flame 
Hovering ; upon her i^hle knees she bends. 

And all around the grateftil warmth ascends. 

Nor do less certain signs the town advise. 

Of milder weather, and serener skies. 

The ladies gaily dress'd, the Mall adorn 
With various dyes, and paint the sunny mom ; 

The wanton fawns with frisking pleasure ran;^. 
And chirping sparrows greet the welcome change ; 
Not that their minds wiUi greater skill are fraught, j 
Endu’d by instinct, or by reason taught. 


• ypflte s Chocolate-house In St. James's-street 
f Haudequidem credo, quia sit divlnltus illis 
Ittgnuvm, aut rarum fhto prudentia mgjor. 
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The seasons operate on every breast, 

"I'is hence that fawns are brisk, and ladies drest. 
When on his box the nwiding coachman snores. 

And dreams of fancy’d fares ; when tavern doors 
The chairmen idly crowd ; then ne’er refuse 
Tu trust thy busy steps in thinner shoes. 

But when the swinging signs your ears offend 
Witli creaking noise, tiieii rainy floods impend ; 

Soon shall the kennels swell with rapid streaiiu, 

And rush in muddy torrents to the 'rhaines. 

The bookheller, wliose shop’s an open stiuare. 
Foresees the tempest, and with early care 
Of learning strips the rail ; the rowing crew 
To tempt a fare, clothe all their tilts in blue ; 

On hosiers’ poles depending stockings ty’d. 

Flag with the slacken'd gale, from side to side ; 
Church-rnonutnents foretell the changing air; 

Then Niobe dissolves into a tear. 

And sweats with secret grief; you’ll hear the siiunds 
Of whistling winds, ere kennels break their bound* ; I 
Ungrateful odours common-shores diffuse. 

And dropping vaults distil unwholesome dews. 

Ere the tiles rattle with the smoking shower. 

And spouts on hetnlloss men their torrents pour. 

All superstition from thy breast repel. 

Let credulous boys, and prattling nurses tell. 

How if the festival of Paul be clear, 

I’lenty from liberal horn shall strow the year; 

When the dark skies dissolve in snow or rain, 

'I'he labouring hind shall yoke the steer In vain ; 

But if the threat’ning winds in tempests roar, 

Then war shall bathe her wasteful sword In gore. 
How, If on .Swithin’s feast the welkin lowers. 

And every penthouse streams with hasty showers. 
Twice twenty days shall clouds their fleeces drain. 
And wash the pavements with incessant rain; 

Let not such vulgar tales debase thy mind ; 

Nor Paul nor Swithin rule the clouds and wind. 

If you the precepts of the muse despise, 

And slight the faithful warning of the skies. 

Others you’ll see, when all the town’s afloat. 

Wrapt m the embraces of a Kersey coat, 

Or double-button’d frieze : their guarded feet 
Deftr the muddy dangers of the street. 

While you with hat unloop’d, the fury dread 
Of spouts high streaming, and with cautious traad 
Shun every dashing pool ; or idly stop. 

To seek the kind protection of a shop. 

But business summons ; now with has^ scud 
You jostle for Ihe wall : the spatter'd mud 
Hides ail thy hose behind ; in vain you scour, , 

The wig, alas uncurl'd, admits the shower. 

So fierce, A lecto’s snaky tresses fell, [hell. 

When Orpheus charm’d the rigororu powers of 
Or thus hung frlaucus’ beard, with briny dew 
Clotted and straight, when first his amorous view 
Surpris’d the bathing fair ; the flrighted maid 
Now stands a rock, transform’d by Circe’s aid. 

(Jood housewives all the winter’s rage despise. 
Defended by the riding-hood’s disguise : 
t)r underneath the umbrella’s oily shade. 

Safe thro’ tlie wet on clinking pattens tread, 
liet Persian dames the umbrella’s ribs display, 

To guard their beauties from the sunny ray ; 

Or sweating slaves support the shady load. 

When eastern monarchs show their state abroad 
Britain in winter only knows Its aid, 

To guard from chilly showers the walking maid. 

But O ! forget not, muse, the patten’s praise. 

That frmoie implement shall grace thy lays ; 

Say from what art divine the invention came. 

And from its origin deduc’d its name, 

Where Lincoln wide extends her fenny soil, 

A goodlv yeoman liv'd, grown white with toike 
One only daughter bless’d his nuptial bed. 

Who from her infant hand the poultry fed ; 

Martha (her careful mother’s name) she bore. 

But now her careful mother was no more. 

Whilst on her father’s knee the damsel play'd, 

Patty he fondly call’d the smiling maid ; 

As years increas’d, her ruddy beauty pew, 

And Patty’s fame o’er all the village flew. 

Soon as the grar-ey’d morning streaks the skies. 
And In the doubttUl day the woodcock flies, 

Her cleanly pail the pretty housewife bears. 

And slngUig to the distant field repairs : 

And when the plains with evening dews are spread 
The milky burden smokes upon her head, 

Dwpt thro* a miry lane she picked her way, 

Above her ancle rose the chalky clay. 

Vulcan by chance the gloomy maiden spl«% 

With ionooeBM and beauty in oar eyes. 
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He saw, he lo^ ; for vet he ne’er nad known 
swept innocence and beauty meet in one. 

Ah Mulciber . recal thy nuptial vows, 

'•’hink on the ijraces of thy Paphian spouse. 

Think how her eyes dart inexhausted charms. 

And canst thou leave her beil for Patty’s arms ? 

The Lemnian power forsakes the realms above. 
His bosom rfowine with terrestial love : 

Far in the liinc a lonely hut he found. 

No tenant ventur’d on the unwholesome ground. 
Here saioses his forge, he bares his sinewy arm. 
And early strokes tlie sounding anvil warm ; 
Around his shop the steely sparkles flew, 
for the steed he sliap’d the Ijcndlng shoe. 

When blue ey’d Patty near his window came. 
His anvil rests his forge forgets to flame. 

To hear his soouimg tales she feigns delays ; 

What woman can resist the force of praise ? 

At first she coyly every kiss withstood, 
f And all her cheek was flush’d with modest Wood: 
With headless nails he now surrounds her shoes, 
save her steps from rains and piercing dews ; 
She lik’d his soothing tales, his presents wore. 

And granted kisses, nut would grant no more. 

Vet winter chill’d her feet, with cold she pines. 
And on her check the fading rose declines; 

No more her humid eyes their lustri' boast. 

And in hoarse sounds her melting voice is lost. 

This Vulcan saw, and in his heavenly thought, 

A new machine mechanic fancy wrought, 

Above the mire her shelter’d steps to raise, 

And bear her safely through the wintry ways ; 
Straight the new engine on the anvil glows. 

And the pale virgin on the patten rose. 

No mote her lungs are shook with drooping rheums. 
And on her cheek reviving beauty blooms. 

The gcxl obtain'd his suit ; though flattery fail. 
Presents with female virtue must prevail. 

The patten now supports each fru^l dame. 

Which from the blue-eyed Patty takes the name. 


TRIVIA: 


BOOK II. 


Of TFalMftg Ikt Street* by Day. 

THUS far the muse has trac'd in useful lays. 

The proper implements for wintry ways ; 

Has taught the walker, with judicious eyes. 

To read tlie various warnings of the skies. 

Now venture, muse, from home to range the town. 
And for the public safety risk thy own. 

Fbr ease and for despatch, the morning’s best ; 
No tides of passengers the street molest. 

You'll see a draggted damsel, here and there. 

From Billingsgate her Ashy traffic bear ; 
t)n doors the sallow rollk-maid chalks her gains; 
Ah ! how unlike the mLk-maid of the pla& 1 
Before proud gates attending asses bray. 

Or arrogate with' solemn pace the wav ; 

These grave physicians with their roUky cheer. 
The love-sick maid and dwindling beau repair; 
Here rows of drummers stand in martial file. 

And with their vellum -thunder shake the pile. 

To greet the new-made bride. Are sounds like 
these 

The proper preludes to a state of peace ? 

Now Industn awakes her busy sons, [runs : 

Full charg'd with news the breathless hawker 
Shops open, coaches roll, carts shake the ground. 
And all the streeU with passing cries resound. 

If cloth’d in black, you tread the busy town. 

Or if dlsttngaish’d by the reverend gown. 

Three tradm avoid ; oft (n the mingling press. 

The barber’s apron soils the sable dress ; 

!<hun the perfwner's touch with cautious eye. 

Nor let the baker's step advance too nigh : 

Ye walkers too that youthful colours wear. 

Three sullen trades avoid with equal care ; 

The little chimney<sweeper skulks along, 

And marks with sooty stains the heedteu throng ; 
When smalUcosl murmurs in the hoarser throat. 
From smutty dangers gnfurd thy threaten’d coat : 
The dust-man’s cart mnnds ihg clothes and ayes, 

Whea thioui^ the sthM a clpufi ofgiJaea fllM ; 


But whether black or lighter dyes are worn. 

The chandler's basket, on his snoulder borne. 

With tallow spots thy coat ; resign the way. 

To shun the surly butcher’s greasy tray, 

Ikatchers whose bands arc dy’d with blood's foul 
stain. 

And always foremost in the hangman’s train. 

r el due civilities be strictly piid, 

The wall surrender to ihe hoi-ilul iiiRiJ ; 

N.-r lei thy stiirdi elbow'. Iia.i\ rage 
.l.-.Me ilu- feeble iieps of ireiiibling jcc 
And when the porter bends beneath his load, ^ 
And pints for breath ; dear Ihon the crowded wbd. 
lint, .iliove all, ilie croi'iiig bliiiil ilirect. 

And iroiii ll.e |irerw.iMg llir.'iiu ilie l.iine protect. 
Y.'U'II v.inieiiiins nuri i a b p, ornu ‘:->t tread, 

Wliose riianliing nernki* veils hi. tniplv head, 

.\l cvi rv step he iirtadi ihe w.dl to I-im', 

And risks, to save a coach, his red-heel’d shoes, 

, Him, like the miller, pass with caution by,; 

Lest from his shoulder clouds of powder fly. 

But when the bully, with assuming pace. 

Cocks his broad hat, edg'd round with tarnish’d 
lace. 

Yield not the way ; defy his strutting pride. 

And thrust him to the muddy kennel’s side ; 

He never turns again, nor dares oppose. 

But mutters coward curses as he goes. 

If drawn by business to a E.Teet unknown, 

Ijet the sworn porter point thee through the town - 
Be sure observe the signs, for signs remain, 

Like faithful land-marks to the walking train. 

Seek not from prentices to learn the way, 

Those fabling boys will turn thy steps astray ; 

Ask the grave trilesman to direct tiiee right. 

He ne'er dec'eives, but when he profits by 't. 

Where fam’d St. Giles’s ancient limits spread, 
An inrail’d column rears its lofty head, 

Here to seven streets seven dials count the day, 
And from each other catch the circling ray. 

Here oft the peasant, with inquiring face, 
Bewilder'd, trudges on from place to place ; 

He dwells on every sign with stupid gaze. 

Enters the narrow alley’s doubtful maze, 

'Fries every winding court and street in vain, 

A nd doubles o’er his weary steps again. 

Thus hardy Theseus with intrepi<l feet, 

Travers’d the dangerous labyrinth of Crete ; 

But still the waiu^ring passes forc’d his stay. 

Till Ariadne’s clue unwinds the way. 

But do not thou. like that bold chief, confide 
Thy venturous footsteps to a female guide; 

She’ll lead thee with delusive smiles along, 

Dive in thy fob, and drop thee in the throng. 

When waggish boys the stunted besom ply 
To rid the slabby pavement ; pass not by 
Kro thou hast held their hands ; some heedless flirt 
Will overspread thy calves with spattering dirt. 
Where porter hogsheads roll from carts aslope. 

Or brewers down steep cellars stretch the rope. 
Where counted billets are by car.men tost, 

Stay thy rash step, and walk without the post. 
What though the gathering mire thy feet* be- 
smear. 

The voice or industry is always near. 

Hark 1 the boy calls thee to his destin’d stand. 

And the shoe shines beneath his oily -hand. 

Here let the muse, fati|m’d amid the throng. 

Adorn her precrats with digressive song ; 

Of shirtless youths the secret rise to trace. 

And show toe patent of the sable race. 

Like mortal man, great. Jove (grown fond of 
change) 

Of old was wont this nether world to range 
To seek amours ; the vice the monarch lov’d 
Soon through the wide ethereal court improv’d. 
And e’en the proudest goddess now apd then 
Would lodge a night among the sons of men ; 

To vulgar oeities descends the fashion, 

Each, uke her betters, had her earthly passion. 
Then Cloaeina* (goddess of the tide 
Whose sable streams beneath the city glide) 
Indulg’d the modish flame ; the town she rov’d, 

A mortal scavenger she saw, die lov’d ; 


- * Cloaeina was a goddess whose image Tatius (a 
kiM of the Sabines) found in the common shore, 

i ananotknowiiw what goddess it was, hecaUeddt 
Cloaeina from the place in which it waa found, and 
paid to it divine hMoors. Lactant, 1. 90 . Mloua. 
WU OoL p. 23<. 
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The muihjy spot « that <lry’d upon his fare, 

I.ikp I'emdle p lU'lii't, hei|;htpii'd fswry trare- 
8hc gaz’d ; slie sigh’d. For love can beauties spy 
In wimt seems faults to every common eye. 

Now had the watchman walk’d his second round; 
When Cloacina hears tlie rumbling sound 
Ot her brown lover’s cart, for well she know^ 

'I’hat pleasing thunder ; swift the gotldess rose. 
And ttirnuL'h the ■-treets pursu’d the distant noise. 

Her I Ill p.iiitiiK; ulili i siiecied joN'. 

Wiili the Tiiglii waiidi-riiig h irbii'i air ihe pa^l, 
Itru^h'd near hia sidt , and u.kiuon gl.mce-. eji*i ; 

In the black fum ol cind. r u, n. h diei im,-. 

When love, the hour, the place had banish’d shame ; 
To the dark alley arm in arm tlity move : 

< ) may no link-boy interrupt their love. 

WTien the pale moon had nine times fill’d her 
space. 

The pregnant goddess (cautious of disgrace) 
J>esrends to earth ; but sought no midwife’s aid. 
Nor ’midst her anguish to Ijucina pray’d ; 

No cheerful gossip wish’d tlie mother joy. 

Alone, beneath a bulk she dropt the boy. 

The child through various risks in years improv’d, 
A4 first a beggar’s brat, compassion mov’d ; 

II is infant tongue soon learnt the canting art. 
Knew all the jirayers and whines to touch the heart. 

Oh hajitiy unown'd youths, your limhs can bear 
The scorching dog-star and tlie winter's air. 

While the ricli iiu.mt, nurs’d with care and pain, 
Thirsi , with e u.li he u, .mdc..iielis « ithei. rv raiti ’ 
I'he g.>ilile.s li.ng h id m.irii'il ihi < iidil'- •liitrene, 
.\iid loiiij h.id ■'■■nghl III- -nirv ring- t-. ii dre- . ; 

.''he pr.ivs ilie g.idv ii> i.ike llio f-uidling's part, 
li-irh hi, hvnil, some It-ni In id art 
I'r 11 I I.'d III sireets ■ ihe god- li« r 'Ult .illow'd, 

\ ml III ide him u etui to the walking crowd, 

To ele.in-e tla' miry !♦«, and o’l r tin- sh-x* 

\\ nil nimlile -.liill ihe gio'-v hl.ick reiicw 
li.ii li ]Hiwer roninhnles lo lelieve the poor : 
k\'iili (he sirmig hriides ot die mighty boar 
III m.i forms hi' binsli . the god of d.iy 
A tripod gives, atnid the crowded way 
'I'o raise the dirty foot, and ease his toil ; 

Kind Neptune fills his vase with fetid oil 
Frest fVoin th«? enormous wlialc : the g<xt of fire 
From whose dominions smoky oU-iuls aspire, 
*\.mong these generous presents joins hi.s part. 

And aids with soot the new japanning art : 

I’leas’d she receives the gifts ; slie downward glides, 
JiighU in Fleet-ditch, and shoots heneath the tides. 

Now dawns the morn, the sturdy lad .awakes, 

I eap' from his stall, hi- l.iiigled h i>r he -h ikc'. 
Then leaning o'er tlio rails he musing stood. 

And view'd below the black canal of mud, 

\Tliere common-shores a lulling murmur keep. 
Whose torrents rush from Holbom’.s flStal steep : 
Tensive through idleness, (ftirs flow’d apace, 

^Vhich eas’d his loaded heart, and wash’d his face ; 
At length he sighing cry’d ; That boy was blest. 
Whose infant lips have "drain’d a mother’s breast ; 
Kill happier far are those, (if such be known) 
VVhora botli a father and a mother own; 

But I, ala* ! had fortune’# utmost scorn, 

"'ho ne’er knew p.ireiii>, » i» an i^rpl-.in b..rn ! 
'"'iiiK' hoys lire rii.li by lurili ll•■>■<nll nil uaiii', 

H- lov'd bv uhile', and kind goml olil .iiioih; 

When time comes round a Chri.stmas box they 
bear. 

And one day makes tljem rich for all the year. 

Bad I the prei^epts of a father learn ’d. 

Perhaps I then the coachman’s fare had earn’d, 
l’'6r lesser boys can drive j I thirsty stand 
And see the double flaggon charge their hand, 

See them uutFofFthe troth, and gulp amain. 

While with dry tongue I lick my lips in vain. 

While thus he fervent prays, the iieaving tide 
In widen’d circles lieats on either side ; 

The goddess rose amid the inmost round, 

Wltli wither’d turnip-tops her temples crown’d ; 
Low reach’d her dripping tresses, lank and black 
As the smooth jet, or glossy raven's back ; 

Around her waste a circling eel was twin'd. 

Which Imund her robe that hung in rags behind. 
Now beck’ning to the boy ; she thus begun. 

Thy prayers are granted j weep no more, my son t 
Bo.thwve. At some frequented comer stand, 

I his brush I give thee, grasp it in thy hand. 
Temner the soot within this vase of oil, 

And let the little tripod aid thy toil ; 

On ^is methinks I see the walking crew 
At tliy request support the mli^ shoe, 


The foot grows black that was with dirt embrown’d. 
And in thy pockets jingling halfpence sound. 

The goddess plunges swift Mneath tlie flood. 

And dashes all around her showers of mud ; 

The youth straight chose his post ; the labour plied 
Where branching streets ftom Charing-cross di- 
vide; 

His treble voice resounds along the Meuse, 

And Whitehall echoes, “ Clean your honour’s shoes.” 

Like the «wert ballid. this amiwing lay 
Too long dt'l.ii'i' tbe w ilktr on bis m ly , 

While he aiu-i-iU new dangers round liim ihri'iig , 
The billy m, a-k. m-.irui live vong. 

Where elevated o’er the gaping crowd, 
riasp’d in the l>nard the ]>prjur’d heiul is bnw'.l, 

lleliiiKs irin ,ii : lure. ibi. k u- ii ill' intnr. 

'i'urnips, and half-h.iii h’ll i-gp'. la mmuleif -Ii. wiTi 
A mong ilic rabble ram : n.inc r nidom ilu-iw 
May with the tih kllng V"lk ib> ■ beek n'erl'.i-.w 

Though i spLilliiiin biil>, M I orvU'iriv • 

Where no rang'd pn'i- def. nd ibe riiiit.;' d « av. 

Hire laden rails with tbiirnb ring u ■ rm i-i. 

Wheels clash with wheels, and bar the narrow 
street ; 

The lashing whip resounds, the horses strain. 

.\nd blood m angiji'b liui'i. the 'W^I|lllg vein. 

< I barb.irous men, yniii i-rut-l lired-.l'. .e-ii.it’e, 

Why vent ye on the generous steed your rage ? 

Does not his service earn your daily bread ? 

Your wives, your children, by his labours fed ! 

If, as the Samian taught, the soul revives. 

And, shifting seats, in other bodies lives : 

Severe shall he the brutal coachmnii’s change, 
J>-''om’d in a harkney-horse the town to rince • 
Cir-nirn, transform d, (he groatil' g load shall draw 
U bom ..ther (vranu wnli the li-h 'h.iil awi. 

\\ ho would of Wailing-street ihe itaiigi r* 'hare. 
Whin the broad pavement -'f I'lieip'lJe ■% near 
Or wlio that rugged street • Would ii jvir>e o'er, 

TJiat stretches, O Fleet-ditch, from thy black short 
To the tower’s moated walls ! here steams ascend. 
That, in mix’d fumes, the wrinkled nose offend. 
Where chandler’s cauldrons boil ; where fishy prey 
Hiile the wet stall, long absent from the .sea ; 

And wliere the cleaver chops the heifer’s spoil, 

-And where huge hogsheads sweat with trainy oil, 
Thy breathing nostril hold, Imt how shall I 
Pass, whore in piles Oarnavian f cheeses lie ; 

Cheese, that the table’s closing rites denies. 

And bids me with the unwilling chaplain rise. 

bear me to tlie pitli* "f hlr Pell-mell, ^ 

S.'li .tre thy p iM-iin in-, gial. Ini ii lliy smill ; 

.« I di .tan. e toll' a I -iig the g>iili d cii.n ti, 

\ -roturdy i.tr iiton on ihy *.ilk ' iiii roach : 

let' wi’-ulil liar thv wj's, wi n. cli-iirs ilenied, 
flu- soft -uppurts of la/mt" and pride; 

''hvp' Ureailie perfuiius, ihrougli sashes nbliont 
glow. 

The mutual arms of ladies and the beau. 

Yet still even Iiere, when rains the pas.snge hide^ 

Oft the loose stone spirts up a muddy tide 
Beneath thy careless foot ; anil from on high. 

Where masons mount the ladder, fragments fly ; 
Mortar, and crumbled lime in showers descend, 

And o’er thy head destructive tiles impend. 

But sometimes let me le.ive the noisy roads, 

And silent wander in the close abcnles, 

Where wheels ne’er shake tbe ground; there pen 
slve stray. 

In studious thought'Uie long uncrowded way. 

Here I remark each walker’s different face. 

And in their look their various business tiace. 

The broker here his spacious beaver wears. 

Upon his brow sit jealousies and cares ; 

Bent on some mortage (to avoid reproach) 

He seeks bye streets, and saves tlie expensive coach. 
Soft, at low doors, old lechers tap their cane. 

For fair recluse, who travels Drury-Ianc ; 

Here roams, uncorab’d, the lavish rake, to shun 
His Fleet-street draper’s qyerlasting dun. 

Careful observers, studious of the town. 

Shun the misfortunes that disgrace the clown ; • 

Untempted, they contemn the juggler’s feats. 

Pass by the Meuse ; nor try the thimbles | cheeta. 
When drays bound high, they never cross behiiMl, 
Wliere bubbling yest is blown by gusts of wind 


♦ Thames-Street. 

\ Cheshire anciently so called. 
t A cheat commonly practised in the street* 
with three thimbles aod a Uttle ball. 

£ 
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And when up Ludpate-liili huge carta more alow, 
I-'ar from the straining steeds securely go. 

Whose dashing hoofs nehind them fling the mire. 
And mark with mmldy blots the gazing 'squire. 
The Parthian thus his javelin backward throws. 
And as he flics infests pursuing foes. 

The thoughtless wits sliall frequent forfeits pay. 
Who 'gainst the sentry's box discharge their tea. 

Do thou some court, or secret comer seek. 

Nor flush with shame the passing virgin’s cheek. 

Yet let me not descend to trivial song, 

Nor vulgar circumstance my verse prolong; 

Why should I teach the maid, when torrents pour. 
Her head to shelter from the sudden shower ? 
Nature will l^est her ready hand Inform, 

With her spread petticoat to fence the storm. 

Does not each walker know the warning sign. 

When wispo of straw depend upon tlio twine 
f i :ross the close street ; that then the paver’s art 
Renews the ways, denied to coach and cart ? 

Who knows not that the coachman lashing by, 

<>fl with his flourish cuts the heedless eye ; , 

A nd when he takes his stand, to wait u fare. 

His horses’ foreheads shun the winter’s air ? 

Nor will I mam when aummer’s sultrj- rayc [ways, 
P.-irch tlie dry ground, and spread with dust tlie 
With whirling gusts the rapid atoms rise. 

Smoke o’er the pavement, and involve the skies. 

Winter my theme confines ; whose nitry wind 
Shall crust the slabby mire, and kennels bind; 

She bids the snow descend in flaky stieefs, 

.And in her hoary mantle clothe the strecu. 

Let not the virgin tread these 8lip|>«ry roads, 

'J'he gathering fleece the hollow patten loads; 

Rut if thy footsteps slide with clotted frost. 

Strike oft' the breaking balls against the post, 
tin silent wheel the passing coaches roll ; 

Oft look behind and ward the threatening pole. 

Jn harden'd orbs the school -boy moulds the snow. 
To mark the coachman witli a dexterous throw. 
Why do you. boyr., the kennel’s surface spread, 

To tempt with faithless pass the matron's tread ? 
How can you laugh to see the damsel spurn. 

Sink in your frauds, and her green stocking mourn ? 
At White’s the harness’d chairman idly stands, 

And swings around his waist his tingling hands: 
The sempstress speeds to 'Change with red-tipp'd 
nose; 

The Belgian stove beneath her footstool glows ; 

In half-whipt muslin needles useless lie, 

Antf Aiuttle-cocks across the counter fly. [prove. 
These sports w.arm harmless ; why then will ye 
Deluded maids, the dangerous flame of love ? 

Where Covent-CJarden’s famous temple stands. 
That boasts the work of Jones’ Immortal hands; 
Columns with plain magnificence apjiear, 

A nd graceful porches lead along the Muaiv : 

Here oft my course I bend, when lo ! from far, 

I spy the furies of the foot-ball war. 

The 'prentice quits his shop, to join the crew. 
Increasing crowds the flying game ptirsue. 

Thus, as you roll the bnli o’er snowy ground, 

The ^therlng glotie augments with every round. 
Rut whither ^all I run ? the throng draws nigh, 
Vile ball now skims the street, now soars on hijKh ; 
The dexterous glazier strong returns the bound, 

Vrld jingling sashes on the pent-house sound. 

O roving muse, recall that wondrous year, 

■.\^en winter reign'd m bleak Britannia's air ; 

When hoary Thames, with frosted osiers crown'd. 
Was three long moons in icy fetters bound, 
i’he waterman, forlorn along the shore, 

I’ensive reclines upon his useless oar. 
bee harness’d steeds desert the stony town ; 

And wander roads unstable, not their own ; 

WlieeU o’er the lurrden’d waters smoothly glldr^. 
And raze, with whiten'd tracks, the sllpjiory tide. 
Here the fat cook piles high the bla/'mg fire, 

A nd scarce the wilt can turn the steer entire. 

Booths sudden hide the Thames, long streets ap 
pear, 

■ And numerous games proclaim the ciowdcd fair. 

>o when a general bids the martial train 
Spread thefr encampments o’er the spacious plain ; 
Tnick-rising camp# a canvas city build, 

And the loud dice resound through all the field. 

'Twas here the matron found a doleful fate i 
Let elegiac lay the wo relate, 

Soft as the breath of distant flutes, at boars 
When silent evenlne clones up the flowers ; 

Lulling as falling waters hollow noise ; 

Induing giief, like Bhiiomeia’s voice. 


Doll every day had walk’d these treacherour ronds ; 
Her neck grew warpt beneath autumnal loatU 
Of various fruit; she now a basket bore, 

That head, alas ! shall basket hear no more. 

Eacli booth she frequent jiast, in quest of gain, 

And bovs with pleasure heard her shrilling strain. 
Ah Dol) ! all mortals must resign their breath. 
And industry itself submit to death ' 

The cracking crystal yields, she sinks, sne <Iies, 
Her he.^d, chopt off, from her lost shoulcicif flies , 
Pippins she cried, but death her voice confoundb, 

1 Aim pip-pip~pip along the ice resounds. ^ 

So when the Thracian furies Orpheus tore," 
And left his bleeding trunk deform’d with gore. 

His sever’d head floats down the silver tide. 

His yet warm tongue for his lost consort cried ; 
Kurydlce with quivering voice he mourn’d. 

Anil Heller’s hanks Kurydlre return’d. 

But now the western gale the flood nnbirftls. 
And blackening cloudsmoveon with warmer winds, 
The wooden town its frail foundation leaves. 

And 'rhanies' full um rolls down his plenteous 

waves ; 

From every pent-house streams the fleeting snow. 
And with dissolving frost the pavements flow'. 

Experienc’d men, inur’d to city ways. 

Need not the calendar to count their days. 

When through tlie town with slow and solemn air. 
Led by the nostril, walks the muz/led hear; 

Behind him moves majestically dull, 

'The pride of Hockley-nok^ the surly bull ; 

Ix:am hence the iieriotls, of the week to name, 
Mondays and Thursdays are the days of game. 

When fishy stalls with double store are laid ; 

The golden bellied carp, the hmad •firm’d maid, 
Hcd'spei liled iro-its, ifle sfifl'u-n’s -il'er joul. 

The j"inie<l |,,lis-er, iind uns. aiy vo.ile. 

And luscious scallops to allure the tastes 
Of rigid zealots to delicious fasts ; 

Wednesdays and Fridays you’ll observe from hence, 
Davs, when our sires were doom’d to abstinence. 

When tlirty waters from balconies drop, 

And dexterous damsels twirl the sprinkling mop, 
And cleanse the sputter’d sush, and scrub tb' 
stairs ; 

Know Saturday’s conclusive mom appears. 

.•suceessive cries the seasons change declare, 

AncI mark the monthly progress of tite year. 

Hark, how the streets with treble voices ring. 

To sell the bounteous product of the spring ! 
Vwei't-smeiling flowers, and elder’s etrlv bud. 

U iih iiettle'H tender shoots, to rleuiise tile hlixal . 
.^nd when Junl‘'^ thunder rrM>ls the sultry skies. 
Even ''undays ore j'tofan'd bv ma> kerel irles. 

Walnuts the IVult’rer’s hand, in autumn, stain. 
Blue plumbs and juicy pears augment hJs gain ; 
Next oranges the longing boys entice. 

To trust their ropjier fortunes to the dire. 

When rosemary, and bays the poet's crown. 

Are hawl’rl in frequent cries through all the town ; 
Then judge the? festival of Christmas rear, 
Christmas the joyous period of the year. 

Now with bright holly all your temples strow, 

M'^ith laurel green, and sacred misletoe. 

Now, heaven-born Charity, tny blessinin shed; 

Bid inetigrc want uprear her sickly head : 

Hid shivering limbs be warm ; let Plenty's bowl 
In humble roofs make glad the needy soul. 

See. see, the heaven-bom maid her oleshings sho-l ' 
Ln I meagre Want uprears her sickly head ; 

Cloih’d are the naked, and the needy glad. 

While selfish Avarice alone i.s sad. 

Troud coaches pass regardless of the moan 
Of infant orphans, and the widow's groan ; 

While charity still moves the walker’s mind. 

His liberal purse relieves the lame and blind, 
.Tiidiciously thy half-pence are bestow’d, 

Where the laborious wggar sweeps the road. 
Whate’er you give, give ever at demand, 

Nor let old-age long stretch his palsied hand , 

Those who give late are importun’d each day. 

And still areteaz’d because they still delay. 

If e’er the miser durst his farthings spare, 

He thinly spreads them througli the public squa/c. 
Where, all Wslde the rail, rang’d beggars lie, 

And from each olh<*r catch the doIeluT cry ; 

With heaven, for two- pence, cheaply wipes his score, 
Lifts up his eyes, and hastes to beggar more. 

Where the brass knocker, wrapt in flannel band, 

I Forbids the thunder of the footman’s hand • 

The upholder, rueful harbinger of death, 

Waits with Impatieoce for the dying breath ' 
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As Tulttures, o'eT a camp, with hovering flight, Mav morals snatch from Plutarch’s tatter'd page. 

Snuff up ttie future camajre of tlie fight. A mildew’d Racon, or Stagyra's sage. 

Here ranst thou pass, untmndful of a prayer. Here sauntering 'prentices o’er, Otway weep. 

That heaven in mercy may thy brother siiaro ? O’er (’-ongreve smtle, or over D * * sleep; 

Come, F* * * » sincere, experienc’d fnend. Pleas’d sempstresses the Lock’s fam’d Rape \mfo!d. 

Thy briefs, thy deeds, and e'en thy fees suspend ; And SquirU* reod Garth, ’till apozems grow eoUl. 

Come let us leave the Temple’s silent walls, () Lintot, let my labours obvious lie, 

Me business to my distant lodging calls ; Rang'd on thy stall, for every curious eve ; 


Through the long Strand together let us stray : 
With thee conversing I forget the way. 

Ilehohl that narrow street which steep descends. 
Whose building to the slimy shore extends; 

Here Arundel’s fam’d structure rear’d its frame. 
The street alone retains the empty name : 

\’/here Titian’s glowing paint the canvas warm'd, 
A nd Raphael’s fair design, with judgment, charm’d. 
Now hangs the bell-miin's song, and pasted here 
The coI«ur'<l prints of Overton appear. 

Where statues breath’d, the work cf Phidias' hands, 
A wootlen pump, or lonely watidt-house stands. 
There Essex’ stately pile adorn’d the shore. 

There (’eeil's, lledtord’s. Villers’, now no more. 

Vet Hurlington’s fair palace still remains; 

H,Miity within, without proportion reigns. 

Beneath his qye declining art revives. 

The wall with animated pictnre lives ; 

There Handel strikes the strings, the melting strain 
Transports the soul, and thrills through every vein ; 
There oft I enter, (hut with cleaner shoes) 

For Burlington's belov’d every muse. 

O ye associate walkers, O my friends, 

1 ^tion your state what happiness attends! 

\vhat, though no coach to frequent visit rolls. 

Nor for your shilling chairmen sling their poles; 
Yet still your nerves rheumatic pains defy. 

Nor lazy jaundice dulls your saffron eye ; 

No watting cough discharges sounds of death, 

Nor wheezing asthma heaves in vain for breath ; 
Nor from your restless couch is heard the groan 
Of burning gout, or sedentary stone. 

Let others in the jolting coach confide, 

Or in the leaky boat the Thames divide; 

Or, box’d within the chair, contemn the street. 
And trust their safety to another's feet, 

Ktill let me walk ; for oft the sudden gale 
Ruflles the tide, and shifts the dangerous sail. 
Then shall the passenger too late deplore 
The whelinlhg billow, and the faithless oar ; 

The drunken chairman in the kennel spurns. 

The glasses shatters, and his charge o’erturns. 

Who can recount the coach's various harms, 

The legs di^olnted, and the broken ariru ? 

I’ve seen a beau, in some ilHfated hour. 

When o'er the stones choak’d kennels swell tlie 
In glided chariot loll, he with disdain [shower. 
Views spatter’d passengers all drench'd in rain ; 
With mud fill'd high, the rumbling cart draws 
near. 

Now rule thy prancing steeds, lac’d charioteer! 

The dust-man lashes on with spiteful rage. 

His ponderous spokes thy painted wheel engage, 
('ruw’d is thy pride, down falls the shrieking beau. 
The slabby pavement crystal fr^ments strow. 
Black flooas of mire the embroider’d coat dis^ace. 
And mud ^nwrmis the honours of his face. 

So when dread Jove the son of Phoebus hurl'd. 
Scar’d with dark thimder, to the nether world ; 
The headstrong coursers tore the silver reiiu. 

And the sun’s Msmy ruin gilds the plains. 

If the pale walker pant with weakening Ills, 

Mis sickly hand is stor'd with friendly bills ; 

From hence he learns the seventh .born doctor's 
fame. 

From hence he learns the cheapest tailor’s name. 

Shall the large mutton smoke upon your boards ? 
Such, Newgate's copious market best affords. 
XVouldst thou with mighty beaf augment thy meal ? 
t'^eek Leaden-hall ; St. .laines’s sends thee veal ; 
Tliames-street gives cheeses ; Govent-garden fruits ; 
Moor-field old books; and Moamouth-street old 
suits. 

Hence mayst thou well supply the wants of life 
SSupport thy family, and clothe thy wife. 

Volumes, on shelter’d stalls expanded lie, 

A”d various science lures the learned eye ; 
the bending shelves with ponderous scholiasts 
groan. 

And deep divines to modem shops unknowh ; 

Here, like the bee, that on industrious wing 
▼arious odours of the spring. 

Walkers, at leisure, learning’s flowers may spoil. 
Nor watch the wasting of the midnight <nl. 


So shall the jioor these t)recepts gratis know. 

And to my verse tlieir future baieties owe. 

Vt^hat w-iiker sh’ll lii, nu-sii ambition fix 
< In ilif |j|.e lii.ire uf a <:■. n h and six 
l.et the vain virgin, lur’d by glaring show, 

Sigh for the iiveries of the embroider'd beau. 

See yon bright chariot on its braces swing. 

With Flanders’ marcs, and on an arched spring! 
That wretch to gain an equipage and place, 
Betray’d his sister to a lewd eiuorace. 

This coach that with the blazon’d ’scutcheon glows, 
vain of i>i> unknown race, the coxcomb shows. g 
Here the brib’d lawyer, sunk in velvet, sleeps; 

The starving orphan, as he passes, weeps ; 

There flames a fool, Ijcglrt with tinsell'd slaves. 

Who wastes the wealth of a whole race of knaves. 
That other, with a clustering train bebiod, 

Gwes his new honotirs to a sordid mind. 

This next in court fidelity excels. 

The puldic rifles, and Ids country stdls. 

May the proud chariot never be iny talc. 

If purch.ts’d at so ineiin, so dear a rate , 

(' nthsr give rnc svi.-t c.intent un fxit, 

B rapt III my virtue, anii a good Suituoi I 
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BOOK III. 


Of Walkltis (he Streets by Night. 


O TRIVIA, goddess, leave these low abodes. 

And traverse o’er the wide ethereal roads, 

('elestial qiieon, put on thy robes of light. 

Now Cynthia nam’d, fair regent of tlie night. 

At sight of thee the villain sheaths his swor^ 

Nor scales the wall, to steal the wealthy hoard. 

O may thy silver lamp from heaven’s high bower 
Direct my footsteps in the midnight hour t 
When night first Wt the twinkliug stars appear. 

Or with her cloudy vest enwraps the air, 

Then swarms the busy street ; with caution tread 
Where the shop-windows falling threat thy head ; 
Now labourers home return, ana join their strength 
To bear the tottering plank, or ladder’s length ; 

Still fix thy eyes intent upon the tlirong. 

And as the passes open, wind aloi^. 

IVhere the fair columns of St, Clement stand, 
Whose stralfen’d bounds encroach upon the .strand 
Where the low pent-house bows the walker’s head. 
And the rough pavement wounds the yielding tread; 
Where not a post protects the narrow space. 

And strung in twmes, combs dangle in thy fkce ; 
Summon at once thy courage, rouse thy care. 

Stand firm, look back, be resolute, beware, 

Forth issuing from steep lanes, the collier's stp<v.l^ 
Drag the black load ; another cart succeeds, [jitar. 
Team follows team, crowds heap’d on crowds ap- 
And wait impatient, ’till the road grow clear. 

Now all the pavement sounds with trampling feet. 
And the mixt hurry barricades the street ; 

Entangled here, the waggon's lengthen'd team ^ 
Cracks the tough harness ; here a ponderous beam 
Ides overtum’cf athwart ; for slaughter fed 
Here lowing bullocks raise their horned head. 

Now oaths grow loud, with coaches coaches jar, 

And the smart blow provokes the sturdy war ; • 
From the high box they whirl the thong around. 
And with the twining lash their shins resound ; 
Their rage ferments, more dangerous wounds they 
And the blood gushes down thefr painful eve, [in . 
And TMw on foot the frowning wanton light. 

And with their ponderous fists renew the fight ; 


• The name of an apotheoaxy's boy, in the i<,enr 
of the Dispeosaij. 
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Blow answers blow, the cheeks are smear’d with 
blood. 

Till down they fall, and ^anplinjr roll m mud. 

So when two boars, in wild Ytene* bred. 

Or on Westiihalia's fatleninff chesnuts fed. 

Gnash their sharp tusks, and rous’d with equal fire. 
Dispute the rciRn of some luxurious mire ; 

In the black flood tliey wallow o’er and o’er, 

’Till their arm'd jaws distil with foam and Rore. 

Where the mob Rathers, swiftly shoot along. 

Nor idly mingle in the nol^y thr<-.p{: 

I.ur'd by iho slivi r hilt, amid th- "t.irm, 

'1 he Niihidi' ani't 'aiII thy side disarm. 

\or 1 , ihe ll ixi-n « ig »ii'h safny w rn 
High on the rihoulocr, in a basket b.irni^. 

Lurks the sly boy ; whose hand, to ranine bred, 
Tlucks off the ctirlin^f honours of thy head. 

Here dives the sculkvng thief, with practis’d slight, 
.And unfelt fingers make thy pocket light. 
f'A'here’snow thy watch, with all its trinkets, flown; 
And thy late snuff-box is no more thy own. 

But lo ! his bolder thefts some tradesman spies, 
^^wift fVom his j'rey the srudding lurcher flies : 
Dextrous be ’jcape' ibe i -.o h wiib lunible l»-unds, 
W'liiNl esery hurie r toneue ' stop ilnel re»ound>. 
.•so speeds the wily fox, alarm'd by fear. 

Who lately filch'd the turkpy’.s callow caret 
Hounds followinit li-'imd-, grow louder .is he flics, 
-And injur'd lenani . j.un the hunii r ^ • rirs. 
Kroalhles, he Mumliimg falls ; iM.faied b.*v ! 

IMiy did noi hone'i work thr youth ernpkiv ? 

SiMi'd by rough liainG, he's Ji'agg'd amid t'he rout, 
And stretch'd heneath the pump''- incessant spnut 
Or plung'd In miry pond-, he gapping he., 

]^Iud ilio.\ks his iiii'iiih, and planters o'er hU eyes. 

Let nut the b.illad -singer's ihrilling strain 
.Amid the swarm thy liitrniiig ear detain 
Guard well thy pocket ; for these Mrens ',taiid, 

To aid the labours of the diving hand ; 

Confederate in the cheat, they draw the throng. 
And cambric handkerchiefs reward (he song. 

But soon as coach or cart drives rattling on. 

The rabble part, in shoahi they backward run. 

So Jove's loud bolls the mingled war divide, 

.And Greece and Troy retreat on either side. 

If the rude throng pour on with furious p.nce, 

A nd hap to break thee fVom a friend’s cmlirace. 
Stop short; nor struggle through the crowd in vain. 
But watch with <?areful eve the passing train. 

Yet I (perhaps too fond) if i hance the tide 
Tumqituous, bear my partner from my side. 
Impatient venture back ; despising harm, 

I force my passage where the thickest swarm. 

Thus his lost bride the Trojan sought in vain 
Thro’ night, and arms, and flames, and hills of slain 
Thus Nisus wander’d o’er the pathless grove. 

To find the brave companion of his love. 

The pathless grove in vain he wanders o’er : 
Kuiwalus, alas 1 is now no more. 

TTiat walker who, regardless of his pace, 

'Turns oft to pore upon the damsel's face. 

From side to side by thrusting elbows tost, 

Shall strike his aching breast against the post ; 

Or water dash’d from fishy stalls shall stain 
TIis hapless coat with spirts of scaly rain. 

But if unwarily he chance to stray, 
iVhere twirling turnstiles intercept the way, 

The thwarting passenger shall force them round. 
And beat the wretch half breathless to the ground. 

Let constant vigilance thy footsteps guide, 

And wary circumspection guard thy side; [night, 
'Then shalt thou walk unharm’d the dangerous 
Nor need the officious link-boy’s smoky light. 

'Thou never wilt attempt to cross the road, 

Where ale-house benches rest the porter’s load. 
Grievous to heedless shins ; no barrow’s wheel, 

'That bruises oft the truant school-boy’s heel. 

Behind thee rolling, with insidious pace. 

Shall mark thy stocking with a miry trace. 

I.et not thy vent’rous steps approach too nigh, 
AVhere gaping wide, low ste^y cellars lie ; 

.‘^''.ould &y shoe wrench aside, down, down you foil, 
.And overturn the scolding huckster’s stall. 

The scolding huckster shall not o’er thee moan. 

But pence exact for nuts and pears o’erthrown. 

I'nough you through cleanlier alleys wind by day. 
To shun the hurries of the public way. 

Yet ne’er to those dark paths by night retire ; 

Mind only safety and contemn the mire ■ 


* New-Pomt In Hampshire, anciently so called. 


Then no impervious courts thy haste detain. 

Nor Kneering ale wis-es bid thee turn again. 

Where Liiu'oln’s-lnn, wide space, is rail’d 
around. 

Cross not with vent’rous steps, there oft is found 
'The lurking thief, who while the day-light shone, 
Made Ibe walls echo with his begging tone ; 

'That crutch which late compassion mov'd shall 
wound 

Thy bleeding bead, and fell thee to the ground. 
'Though thou art teTiijited by the llnk-nmrTs call, 
A’pt trust him imt nlr-ng the lonelv wa'I ; 0 

111 the niid«.av he'll quench llu- ll.iinliig 1 t.inJ; 

.t lid ib.ire (tie bi'niy u ith ihe nil'i. run: L iinl 
.>till ketp the pul. hi- -Irii ii. w Vu-re mh r i. . 

.'>h-it from thei ry-fal limp, </..'r>.i>n .uJ iiu .» in. 

Happy .\iigiiMn I Uu di ir iiilHd ||.h n ' 

Here no dark lanllioms shade the villain’s frov. n ; 
No Spanish jealou.di's thy lanes infest, 

Nor Bomaii vengeance stabs the unwary breast; 
Here tyranny ne’er lifts her purple hand. 

But liberty and justice guard the land ; 

No bravos here piotess the bloody trade, 

Nor is the church the murderer’s refuge mndr-. 

Let not the chainmn n ith a«“uniirir '^t>-ii|.>. 

1’rehS near the VI jil, ui'l riidrls lliiii.i ili. -.li . 
The InwK have •<■( liii'i l.<■ullli. , In-'.iriil, |. . i 
Should ne’er encroai h wliere posts dclend ihesUeet. 

[ Vet who the footman’s arrogance l an quell, 

' Whose flambeau gilds the sashes of Pell-mell, 
When in long rank a tr.ain of torches flame, 

'To light the mldiTiglit visits of the dame ? 

Others, perhaps, by happier guidance led, 

May where the chairman rests with safety tread ; 
Whene’er 1 pass, their poles unseen below. 

Make my knee tremble with the jarring blow. 

If wheels bar up the road where streets are crost, 
With gimtle words the coHchinan’s ear accost ; 

He ne’er the threat, or iiarsh command obeys. 

But witli contempt the sjiatter’d shoe surveys. 

Now man with utmost fortitude Ihy soul, 

To cross the way where carts and coaches roll ; 

Vet do not in thy hardy skill confide, 

Nor ra.shly risk the kennel’s s))aciou.s .stride; 

St.iv till afar the dhtmt whci I v-'ii h> ir, 

I iLi- d' iiig tliimdi r III ilie hii ik ing ,ni , 

'1 liv will nIuIo u|>>.in the mlr. ^llll|l■, 

.\ii<l pa>Miig lo.iclies crudi ihv I’otmr >1 

tir wliei'l. I'll, loie the losd ; on eiilur li.md 

Pent round with perils, in the midst you stand, 

And c.dl for aid in vain ; the coachman swears.. 
And car-men drive, unmindful of thy prayers. 
Where wilt thou turn ? ah ! whither wilt thou fly i 
On every side the pressing spokes are nigh. 

So sailors, while (JharybclU’ gulpli they shun. 
Amaz'd, on Scylla’s craggy dangers run. 

Be sure observe where brown Ostrea stands. 

Who lioasU her shelly ware from Walfleet sands ; 
There mayst thou pass, with safe unmiry feet. 
Where the rais’d pavement lead.s athwart the street 
If where Fleet-ditch with muddy current flows, 
You chance to roam ; where vster tubs in rows 
Arc rang’d beside the posts ; ere slay thy haste 
And with the s.ivoury (ish Indulge thy taste : 

The damsel’s knife the gaping shell commands. 
While the salt liquor streams between her hands. 

The man had sure a palate cover’d o’er 
With brass or steel, that on the rocky shore 
First broke the oozy oyster’s pearly coat. 

And risk'd the living morsel down his throat. 

AVhat will not luxury taste ? earth, sea, and air 
Are daily ransack'd for the bill of fare. 

Blood stuffM in skins is British Christians food, 

And France robs marshes of the croaking brood ; 
Spongy morells in strong ragousts are found, 

And in the soup the slimy snail is drown'd. 

When from high spouts Uie dashing torrents fall, 
Ever tie watchful to maintain the wall ; [throng 
For should’st thou quit thy ground, the rusliing 
Will with impetuous fury drive along ; 

All press to gain those honours thou hast lost, 

! And rudely shove thee far without the post. 

Then to retrieve the shed you strive in vain. 
Draggled all o’er, and soak’d in floods of rain. 

Yet rather bear the shower, and tolls of mud. 

Than in the doubtful quarrel risk thy blood, 

O think on Oedipus’ detested state. 

And by his woes be warn’d to shun his fate. 

Where three roads join'd, he met his sire nn 

g jnhappy sire, but more unhappy son !) [known ( 
ach claim’d the way, their swords the strife decide. 
The hoary monarch fell, he groan’d, and died ! 
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THE 


LIFE OF JOHN GAY, 

BY 

Dr. JOHNSON. 


.roHN fiAV, dcsrenclptl from an old rainiljr that 
had been long in possession of the manor of (lold- 
worthy,* in DeTonshire, was born in IfiSS, at or 
near Barnstaple, where ho was educated by Mr. 
I.urk, who taught the school of that town with 
good reputation, and, a little before he retired from 
it, published a volume of Latin and Knglish verses, 
rnder such a master he was likely to form a taste 
for poetry. Being bom without prospect of heredi- 
t.iry riches, he was sent to London in his youtli, 
and placed apprentice with a silk-mercer. 

How long he continued liehind the counter, or 
with what degree of softness and dexterity he re- 
ceived and accon)modatcd the ladies, as he proba- 
bly took no delight in telling it, is not known. The 
report is, that he was soon weary of either the re- 
straint or servility of his occupation, and easily 
persuaded his master to discharge him. 

'I'he Dutcliess of Monmouth, remarkable for in- 
flcxible perseverance in her demand to be treated 
ds a princess, in 1712 took tiny into her service as 
secretary : by quilting a shop for such service he 
ruight gain leisure, but he certainly advanced little 
m the boast of independence. Of his leisure he 
made so good use, that he published next year a 
]>oem on “ Rural Sports," and inscribed it to Mr. 
J’opc, who was tlren rising fast into reputation. 

I ’ope was pleased with the honour; and when he 
became acquainted with Hay, found such attrac- 
tions in his manners and conversation, that he 
M>ems to have received him into his inmost confi- 
dence; an<l a fVicndsliip was formed between them 
wluch lasted to their separation by death, without 
any known abatement on cither part. <Jay was the 
general favourite of the whole association of wits, 
!iut they regarded him as a piay-fcllow rather than 
a partner, and treated him with more fondness 
tb.'in respect. 

Next year he published » The Shepherd’s Week," 
SIX KngUsh pastorals, in which the images are 


• (UtfJtvorfhy does not appear in the Viltare.— 
Ur. Johitton. 


drawn from real life, such as it appears among the 
rustics in parts of Kngland remote fjoiii Loiuio i. 
Steele, in some papers of “The Guardian,’ had 
praised Ambrose Tltilips, as the pastoral writer 
that yielded only to Theocritus, V’irgil, and Spen- 
cer. Pope, who had also published pastorals, net 
pleased to be overlooked, drew up a comparison of 
his own compositions with those of Philips, in 
which he covertly gave himself the preference, 
while he seemed to disown it. Not content with this, 
he is supposed to have incited Gay to write “ The 
Shepherd’s Week to show, that if it be necessary 
to copy nature with minuteness, rural life must be 
exhibited such as grossness and ignorance have 
made it. So far the plan w.as reasonable : but the 
pastorals are introduced by a p(oemf, writteniVith 
sucli imitation as they could obtain of obsolete 
language, and by consequence in a style that was 
never spokeit nor written m any age or in anyplace. 

But the effect of reality and truth became con- 
spicuous, even when the intention was to show 
them grovelling and degraded. These pastorale 
became popular, and were read witli delight, as 
just representations of rural manners, and tc- 
cnpatlons, by those who had no interest in tiie 
rivalry of the poets, nor knowledge of the critical 
dispute. 

In ITl.i he brought a comedy called “ The Wife 
of Bath” upon the stage, but it received no ap- 
plause ; he printed it, however, and seventeen years 
after, having altered it, and, as he thought, adapted 
it more to the public taste, lie offered it again to 
the town: but, though he was tlusiied vrillr the 
success of the “ BejSgar’s Opera,” had the niortift- 
cation to see it again rejected. ^ 

In the last year of Queen Anne’s life. Gay was 
made secretary to the Earl of Clarendon, ainluas- 
sador to the court of Hanover. This was a station 
that naturally gave him hopes of kindness from 
every party; but the Queen’s death put an end to 
her favours, and he had dedicated hlS “ Shepherd s 
Week" to Bolingbroke, which Swift considered :.s 
the crime that obstructed all kindness from ibe 
House of Hanover. 
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He did not, howcTcr, omit to ImptoT* the riglit 
•which his office Iiad given him to the notice of the 
royal IhmiJy. On tiie arrival of (he Princess of 
Wales, he wrote a poem, and ob’tained so much 
favour, that both the Prince and Princes* went to 
Sec his “ VVhal d’yo call it,” a kind of mock -tragedy 
in which tiie images were comic, an<l the action 
grave ; so that, as Pope relates, Mr. Cromwell, who 
could not hear what was said, was at a loss how to 
reconcile the laughter of the audience with the 
solemnity of the scene. 

n If this performance the value certainly is b«t 
little; but it was one of the lucky tn/Ies that give 
ideasure by novelty, and was so mucli favoured by 
the audience, that env^ appeared against it in the 
form of criticism ; and Griffin, a player, in con- 
’unction ■will. Mr. Theobald, a man afterwards 
more rcmark.ible, pro<luced a pamphlet called 
“ The Key to the What d’ye call it which, says 
Gay, “ calls me a blockhead, and Mr. I'opc a 
knave." 

Hut fortune has always been unconstant. Not 
long afterwards (1717) he endeavoured to entertain 
the town with •* Three Hours after Marriage;” a 
comedy, written, as there is sufficient reason for 
believing, by the joint assistance of Pope and Ar- 
buthnot. Oie purpose of it was to bring into com- 
tempt Dr. Woodward, the Fossillst, a man not real- 
ly Of justly contempUble. It had the fate which 
such outrages deserve; the scene in which Wood- 
ward was directly and apparently rldlculetl, by the 
introduction of a mummy and a crocodile, disgust- 
ed the audience and the performance was driven 
offtfie stage widi general condemnation. 

Cray js represented as a man easily incited to 
hope, and deeply depressed when hi* hopes were 
disappointed. This is not the character of a hero ; 
but it may naturally imply something more gene- 
rally welcome, a soft and civil companion. Who- 
ever is apt to hope good from others is diligent to 
please them ; but he that believes his powers strong 
enough to force their own way, commonly tries 
oaly to please himself. 

He had been simple enough to Imagine that those 
who laughed at the " What d’ye call it” would 
raise the fortune of its Author; and, finding no 
thing done, sunk into dejection. His friends en- 
deavoured to divert him. The Earl of Burlington 
sent him (1716) into Devonshire; the year after, 
Mr. Pulteney took him to Alx ; and In Uie follow- 
ing year L«rd Harcourt Invited him to his seat, 
where, during his visit, the two rnral lovers were 
killed with lightning, at is particularly told In 
I'ope’s Lettei*. 

Being now generally known, he published (1720) 
his poems by subscription, with luch success, that 
he raised a thousand pounds ; and called his friends 
to a consultation, what use might be best made of 

I^wit, the steward of Lord Oxford, advised 
him to Intrust it to the funds, and live upon the 
InUunest. ArbuUmot bade him to Intrust It to Pro- 


vidence, and live upon the principal; Pope direct 
ed him, and was seconded by Swift, to purchase an 
annuity. 

Gay in that disastrous year • had a preficQt I’foiu 
young Cragf^s of some SouUi-sea stock, and once 
supposed himself to be muster of twenty thousand 
pounds. His friends persuaded Inm to sol||his 
share; but he dreamed of dignity and sjilcndour , 
and could not bear to obstnict his own fortune. 
He was then importuned to sell as much as would 
purchase a hundred a-year for life, “ which, says 
Fenton, " will make you sure of a clean shirt and 
a shoulder of mutton every day.” This counsel 
was rejected; the profit mill firincipal were losf. 
and Gay sunk under tlie calamity so low tliat lus 
life becdine in danger. 

By the care of his friends, among whom Pope 
appears to have shown particular tcnderne.ss, hi» 
health was restored ; and, returning to his studies, 
he wrote a tragedy c ailed “ The daptlves,” which 
he was invited to read before the Princess of Wales. 
When the hour came, he saw the Princess and her 
ladies ail in expectation, and advancing with reve- 
rence too great for any other attention, stumbled 
at a stool, and falling forwards, threw down a 
weighty Japan screen. The Princess started, the 
ladies screamed, and poor Gay, after all tlie iis- 
turbance, was still to read bis play. 

The fate of “ The ('aptives,” which was acted at 
Drury Lane in 1723-4, 1 know not ;t but he nuw 
thought himself ;.! favour, and undertook (I72(i) 
to write a Tolumv of Fables for the improvement 
of the young Duko of Cumberland. For this he is 
Bald to have been promised a reward, which he had 
doubtless magmtied with all the wild cxi>cctations 
of indigence and vanity. 

Next year the Prince and Princess became King 
and Queen, and Gay was to be great and happy ; 
but upon Uie settlement of the household he found 
himself appointed gentleman usher to the Princess 
lyonisa. By this offer ho thought himself insulted, 
and sent a message to the Queen, that he was too 
old for the place. There seem to have been many 
machinations employed aftei wards in his favour; 

I and diligent court was paid to Mrs. Howard, afti r- 
w'ard* Countess of Suffolk, who was much beloved 
by the King and Queen, to engage her interest for 
his promotion; but solicitations, verses, and fiat- 
teries, were thrown away; the lady heard them, 
and did nothing. 

All the pain which he suffered from the neglei t, 
or, as he perhaps ternied it, the ingratitude of the 
court, may lie supposed to have been driven away 
by the unexampled success of the “Beggar’s 0i>c- 
ra.” This play, written In ridicule of the musical 
Italian drama, was first offered to Cibber and hit 


• Spence. 

t It was acted seven nights. The Author'* 
third night was by command of thdr Royal High* 
nesses. R. 
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hrelhren at Drury Lane, and rejected; it Iteinfj^ 
tlien carried to lUdi, had the effect, as was ludi- 
erously said, o^makijig (iay rich, and Rich gay. 

Of this lucky piece, as the reader cannot but 
wish to know the ori^pnal and progress, I have In- 
serted the relation wltich Spence has given In 
Pope’s words. 

“ Dr. Swift had been observing once to Mr. Gay, 
wliat an odd pretty sort of a thing a Newgate pas- 
toral might make. Gay was inclined to try at 
such a thing for some time; but afterwards thouglit 
it would fie better to write a comedy on the same 
plan. Tins was what gave rise to the “Beggar’s 
Opera.” He began on it ; ^iid wlien first he men- 
tioned it to Swift, tlie Doctor did not mucl» like 
tile project. As lie carried it on, he showed what 
lie wrote to tiotli of us, and we now and then gave 
a correction, or a word or two of advice, but it 
was wholly of his own writing. —When it was done, 
neither of us thought it would sucewd. We showed 
it to Con grove; who, after reading it over, said, 
it would either fake greatly, or be damned con- 
foundedly We were all, at the first nigltt of it, in 

great uiyertainl\ of the event ; till wc were very 
imuh encouraged by overhearing the Duke of Ar- 
gyle, wiio sat in the next box to us, say, “ It will do 
—it must do ! I see it in the eyes of them.” This 
was a good while before tlie first act was over, and 
so gave us ease soon ; for that Duke (besides his 
own good taste) has a particular knack, as any one 
now living, in discovering the taste of tfie public. 
He was quite right in tlUs as usual ; Uie good-nature 
of the audience appeared, stronger and stronger 
every act, and ended in a clamour of applause.” 

Its reception is thus recorded in Uie notes to the 
“ Duiiciad 

“ This piece was received with greater applause 
than was ever known. Besides being acted in 
fjondon sixty-three days without Interniption, and 
renewed the next season with equal applause, it 
sjiread into all the great towns of England ; was 
playeti in many jilaces to the thirtieth and fortieth 
time : at Bath and Bristol fifty, &c. It made its 
progres-s into Wales, Scotland, and Ireland, where 
it was performed twenty-fbur days successively. 
The tadies carried about with tlieni the fevourite 
songs of it in fans, and houses were ftirnishod with 
it in screens. The fame of it was not confined to 
the Author only. The person who acted Polly, 
till then obscure, became all at once the favourite 
of the town ; her pictures were engraved, and sold 
in great numliers; her life written, books of let- 
ters and verses to her published, and pamphlets 
mad* even of her sayings and jests. Further- 
more, it drove oat of England (for that season) 
the Italian opera, which had carried all before it 
for ten years.” 

Of this perftinnanoe, when it was printed, the 
reception was different, according to the different 
opiniofi of iu readers. Swift commended it for 
the excellence of its morality, as a piece that 
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“ placed ali kinds of vii'e in the strongest and most 
odioas light;” but others, and among them Dr. 
Herring, afterwards Archbishop of Canterbury, 
censured it as giving encouragement not only to 
vice but to crimes, by making a highwayman tlie 
hero, and di.smlssing him at last unpunished. It 
has been even said, that after the exhibition of the 
“ Beggar's Gpera,” the gangs of robbers were evi- 
dently multiplied. 

Both these decisions are surely exaggerated. The 
play, like many others, was plainly written only to 
divert, without any moral purpose, and is there^ 
fore not likely to do good ; nor can it be conceived, 
without more speculation than life requires or 
ailinits, to be productive of much evil. Highway- 
men and hou.scbieakcrs seldom frequent the play- 
liouse, or mingle in any elegant diversicn ; nor it 
it possible for any one to imagine tliat he may roh 
with safety, because he secs Mucklieath reprieved 
upon the stage. 

This objection, however, or some other rather 
political tlian moral, obtained such prevalence, 
that when tiay protluccd u second part under the, 
name of “ Polly," it wa.s prohibited by the Lord; 
Cluimberlain : and he was forced to recompense 
hi.s repulse by a subscription, which is said to have 
been so liberally bestowed, that wbat he called op- 
pression ended in profit. The publication was ao 
much favoured, that though Uic first part gained, 
him four hundred pounds, near tli/ice as mucii 
was the profit of the second.* 

He received yet another recompence for tliis 
stipposetl hardship in tlie affectionate attention of 
the Duke and Dutchess of Queensberry, into whose 
house he was taken, and witli whom he passed tlie 
remaining part of his life. The Duke, considering 
his want of economy, undertook tiic management 
of his money, and gave it to him os be wanted it.t 
Bat it is supposed that the discountoiance of the 
court sunk deep into his heart, and gave him more 
discontent than the applauses or tenderness of his 
ftriends could overpower. He soon ibll into his old 
dlstemjier, an habitual cholic, and languished, 
though with many intervals of ease and cheerful- 
ness, till a violent fit at last seized him, and hur- 
ried liiia to the grave, as Arbuthnot reported, with 
more precipitance than he had ever known. He 
died on the 4th of December, 1732, and was buiied 
in Westminster Abbey. The letter which brought 
an account of h!s death to Swift was laid by for 
some days unopened, because when he received it § 
he was impressed with the preconception of some 
misfortune. 

After his death, was published a second volume 
of “ Fables,” more political than the former. Hii 
opera of “ Achilles” was actMl>and the profits were 
given to two widow sisters, who Inlteritcd what he 
left, as his lawful heirs: for be died without a 
will, though he had gathered^ three thousand 
pounds. There have appeared likewise under his 


Spence. 


tlWd. 


t Ibid. 
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name a comedy ca)lc<l “ The Distress’d Wife,” and 
'• The Rehearsal at Gotham,” a piece of humour. 

The character given him by Pope is this; that 
" he was a natural man, without design, whospukc 
what he thought and just as ho thought it;” and 
fh.it “ he was of a timid temper, and fcfarful of giv- 
ing oneuco to tlie great : which caution, however, 
■tfiys Pope, was of no avail.”* 

As a Poet, he cannot be rated very high. lie 
was, as I once heard a female critic remark, “ of 
a lower order." lie had not in any great degree 
,iho meiit ilivinior, the dignity of genius. Much 
liowever must be allowed to the author of a new 
sjiecies of cunii>ositlon, though it be not of the high- 
est kind. We owe to Gay* the ballad opera; a 
mode of comedy which at first was supposed to de- 
light only by its novelty, but luis now liy tlie experi- 
ence of half a century been found so well accom- 
imHliteti to till! disposition of a popular audience, 
that it is likely to keep long pos«^cssion of the stage. 
Whether thi.s new drama was the product of judg- 
ment or of luck, the praife of it must be given to 
the inventor: and there are many writers read with 
more reverence to whom such mttit of originality 
( aiinut be attributed. 

Hit first performance, " The Rural Sports,” is 
^uch as was easily planned and exei'uh'd ; it is never 
contemptible nor ever oicellent. The “ Fan” is 
one of those mythological fictions which antiquity 
delivers ready to the hand, but which, like other 
things that lie open to every one’s use, are of little 
value. The attention naturally retires from anew 
talc of Venus, Diana, aiul Minerva. 

His “ Fables” seem to have been a favourite 
wnrk ; for, having published one volume, he left ano- 
tiler behind him. Of this kind of fables, the authors 
do not appear to have formed any distinct or settled 
notion. Phiedrus evidently confounds them with 
tales ; and Gay both with tales and allegorical pro- 
•.o])n]iipias. A fable or apologue, such as is now 
under consideration, seems to be, in its genuine 
state, .1 narrative In which beings irrational, and 
fometiinei inanimate, arhoret loquuntur, non (an- 
film ffrtr, are, for the puri>ose of moral Instruction, 
fr ignetl to act and speak with human interests and 
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passions. To this description the compoMiions of 
Gay do not always conform. For a fable he gives 
now and then a talc, or an abstracted allegory , 
and from some, by whatever name they may be 
called, it will be difficult to extract any moral prin- 
ciple. They are, however, told with liveliness; 
the versification is smooth : and the diction, though 
now an.l then a little constrained by the injure 
I or the rhyme, is generally happy. 

To “ Trivia” may be allowed all Uiat it claims ; 
it is sprightly, various, and pleasant. The subject 
is of that kind which Gay was by nature qualified 
to adorn ; yet some of his decorations may he justly 
wished away. An honest blacksmith might have 
done for Patty what is performed by V’ulran. The 
appearance ofCloacina is nauseous and superlluous ; 
a shoe-boy could have been produced by the casual 
cohabitation of mere mortals. Horace’s rule is bro- 
ken in both cases : tliere is no dii'utit vinJicr rioJut, 
no diiliculty that required any ^supcmatuial inter- 
position. A patten may be made by the baininer 
of a mortal ; and a bastard may be dropped by a 
human strumpet. On great occasions, and ou* 
small, the mind is repelled by useless and ajiparcnl 
falsehood. 

Of his little poems the public judgment seems to 
Ik* right: tlicj are neither much esteemed nor to- 
tally despised. The story of the apparition is bor- 
rowed from one of the talcs of Poggio. ’I'hose tliat 
please least are the pieces to which Gulliver gave 
occasion ; for who c:an much delight in the echo of 
unnatural fiction ? 

“ Dionc” is a counterpart to Amynla” and 
“ Pastor Fido,” and other trifles of the same kind, 
easily imitated, and unworthy of imitation. liat 
the Italians called comedies from a hapjiy conclu- 
sion, Gay calls a tragedy from a mournful event ; 
but the style of the Italians and of Gay is equalli 
tragical. There is something in the poetical 
Arcadia so remote ffom known reality and specula- 
tive possibility, that we can never support its re- 
presentation through a long work. A pastoral of .i 
hundred lines may bo endured ; but who will hear 
of sheep and goats, and myrtle bowers and purlin '; 
rivulets, through five acts ? Such scenes ploa.se bar- 
barians in the dawn of literature, and children if 
the dawn of life : but will be for the most par* 
thrown away, as men grow wise, and nations gro>* 
leamfd. - 
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Hence spnirif; the fatal plague that thlnn’d thy , 
reign, 1 

Thy cursed incest ! and thy Cliildren sl«n ! i 

if once wert ihou doom'd in endless night to stray, j 
'J''hro’ Theban streets, and cheerless grope tliy way. I 
r.»nt''inpiate, m.-rt.d. on thy fleeting ye if.;'; j 

S -e, With L ii.iin die funeral pnmp appe ir- ! ! 

\\ hetlii r heir iiieiids in ^atIle 'i ile, I 

And mourns with outward grief a parent’s fate ; 1 

i »r the fair virgin, nipt in beauty’s oluoin, 

A crowd of lovers follow to her tomb. 

Why is the hearse with scutcheons hla/.on’d round, 

\ nri with the nodding plume of oktrirh crown'd ? \ 

> I the ileail iin.iw n n.ii, nor pri-ui gnn: I 

Ji iw ,hiin IS hie* li'iw li.til 1. hniiitn irii.i ’ j 

I» all this pomp for laying dust to dust ! 

Where the nail'd hoop defends the paintetl stall, | 
Jtrush not thy sweeping skirt too near tlie wall ; 

'f'hy heeilirss .leeve will drink the c-o|c.ur'.l ■-.jl, ; 

Anil S|iii( ilid.-hlilc ihs p.ji kel •> ol. i 

Ha* ii'O «.!.,> ri.iTure -iriiiig ihe li g^ ao'l fv-et i 

^\■|lh lirnle.l iiiTSr ,1 H ilk ii„. ■' ! 

If IS she tlof r-iveii ns h tnds to grojip aright. 

\ mid I I hi' lr> -I'll III il ii'gi r. i't‘ ihe iiighl ' 

^^ll ihiiiL'-' ileni ii'-t lie il'>uLile llo^■rll inemt. 

To warn from oilv svoes hv previous scent ? 

• Who . in the V .ri ... . .!> f. lu.l r. ■ It.-. 

With all ih.- pi ii> r i|.in ot ihe ingin ' 

Who now the guiiie.t .lr...j.per > !■ ni rt gaid'. j 

1 rick'.l hv Iheshni.ei - it., e. ..r j.iggl, r .. .rd.’ 

\\ h_y ^lli.ulil I w.ii .1 'll. r l.v'rr I > J .lll Ihe ft ... I 

'\'liere the -h nil "pj irn-l iivlcrrupis the wav * 

l.ivp' ih.'ie in thi-.e ...III <1 jv J .‘"I si.li a vl.aw n. 

It-av'd b> till.- liiiiiv i.iiihs lit tlir.'c.lenmg frown ; 

I iiee.l ii 'i >iri. l en|...n ili- p.i. k. i s i are, 

WTieii from the . r.iw.h'.l pi .v ih.j.i le mI'.i ihe fair ? 
W'hn hji H'.i h. re, nr w.ii. h, or 'iiulT'-hox lo^t, 

Or handkerchiefs that Imlia’s shuttle Iwast ? 

0 ! may thy virtue guard thee through tl»e roads 
fff Drurv's iii’i/v .' ..iris, and dark ahinUs. 

I'hi- h.irl 'i'" guileful p uli', who nightly siaml. 

’A here Kaih ir.iu- virei t ileM oruU into the 'sir.iiid. 
h ly, V jgr.inl mii-r, I'l-ir w ile>. and vul-tile an?, 

I'o lure the stranger?' unsuspecting hearts: 

So shall our youth on healthful sinews tread, 

And city cheeks grow warm with rural red. 

’Tis she who nightly strolls with sauntering pace, 
No stubborn stays her yielding shape embrace; • 
Heneath the lamp her tawdry ribbons glare, 

'I'he new-scour'd manteau, and the slattern air; 
Jligh-dragglcd petticoats her travels show. 

And hollow cheeks with artful blushes glow ; 

AVith flattering sounds she sooths the credulous ear 
My noble captain ! charmer ! love ! my dear ! 

In riding-hoo<l near tavern-doors she plies, 

I <1 niiiilkd piiiin r, lii.le hiT liv id eyes. 

Wiih eiiiptv l.aiidlsiz ?liH deligliis (o r.inge, 

\nd teigns.i .li?l.irit errdiiiJ from the 'fhange; 

’Mav, '.h.. will oi'i ihe tluiLer ? lus.d protane, 

\nd iniJgi- r|i n.iire th. rtiiind-. ..f Prurv-I.tne, 

*'he d irl? fr.iiii -'ir?nei .iinhush wilv leer?, j 

I'witihfj li.y ?l. evc, or wuh i.umliir airs 
Her fan will paf thv cheek ; these snares disdain, i 
Ni.r ga/p h. hiii.l ihei- wlu*n she liiriis dgain. 

1 knew a ve -'ii oi, who ('..r (f.irsi or g.iin. 

To the gri'.ii . iiy dr.ive fr.iiai llevun's plain 
His numeriiiis lowing herd ; hi? herds hi- i.r.ld, 

/tnd Ills deep leathern pocket hagg d with gol.l ; 
Drawn fiy a fraudful nymph, he gazed, he sigh’d ; 
Unmindful of his home, and distant bride. 

She leads the willing victim to his doom. 

Through winding alleys to her cobweb room, 

'I'hencc thro’ the street he reels, from post to post, 
^'aliant with wine, nor knows his treasure lost. 

The vagrant wretch the assembled watchmen spies, 
He waves his hanger, and their poles defies ; 

Deep in the rounil-house pent all night he snores. 
And the next morn in vain his fate deplores. 

Ah haplesss swain, unus’d to pains and ills ! 
flanst thou forego roast-beef for nauseous pills ? 

How wilt thou lift to heaven thy eyes and hands. 
When the long scroll the surgeon’s fees demands ! 

avert that worst disgrace) 

I ny ridn’d nose falls level with thy face. 

Then shall thy wife thy loathsome kiss disdain. 

And wholesome neighbours from thy mug refrain. 

■watchmen who witn friendly light 
Will teach thy reeling steps to tread aright; 

• Various cheats formarly in practice. 


For sixpence will support tly helpless arm. 

And home conduct thee, safe from nightly harm ; 
Hut if they shake their lanthorns from afar 
To call their brethren to confederate war, 

When rakes resist their power ; if hapless you 
"^hi'iild ch-uire to wander with the scow'ring crew ; 

'I'h -h f ilu'ie le 111 ihee . .ipiive, n..- i-r d'.:tpair, 

Hui .. ck Ihe I .iiisiaMc . . .>n?i(Ier,il..'‘ e .r , 

He will reverse the watchman’s harsh decree, 
JXtovM hv the rhi-foric of « silver fee. 

'I i.ii. iii.l ViU t’ll'i '.'111.. I'lv.iurilc c(..irl i'-r's 
] e.- i.oi ih. p. ttv . Ierk», l■lll hrihe inv lord | w.ird ; 
^ I? Ih.- i.ii.i- tliai lake? ih. ir ii-vel* keep . 
Kindlors of riot, enemies of sleep. 

His scatter’d i>c:ice the flying IVieker • flings, 

And with the copper shower the casement rings. 
Who Ins not heard the “^i-owrer’s midnight fame ? 
At ii.j h.,? II, .t tremlile.l at the Mi.ho. k's iir.ine f" 

A\ 1. It,, re a i it- l.n. i.i |l■..l( hi? h-.i.rlv rciiiids. 
Safe from t.lteir blows, or new-invented wounds ? 

I pass their desperate deeds, and mischiefs done 
Avf.cn- fr..m Sn.iw hill Mii k «le<-|>v lom-nl? iiin; 

H >'v iinir-.o? f,...<|*'d uiil.in the h.-g-head ? u-.iiih. 
Were tumbled furious them e, the rolling tomb 
< )’er the stones thunders, liounds from slue to side , 
So Kegulus to save bis country died. 

AVherc a rliin gleam the i>ai't lanthom throws 
O’er the mid pavement, he.ipy ruhbisti grows; 

Or .arching vaults their gaping iaws extend. 

• ir the d irk i iv. . i.» , .jinni.'.ii ?hori.? desiend. 

Oft by tile winds extinct the signal lies. 

Or smotlrer’d in the glimmering socket dies, 

Kre night has half-roll’d round ner ebon throne ; 

In the with' gtilph the shatter'd r.-»ach o’erthrr.u n 
'*."k' VI iih ilie s'l'.rimg steeds ■ the rein? are broke, 
.An. I iruiii the era. klliig aile llie* the s|.oke. 

*?.» v.bei' r.tm d Hd.ivsi.'ine's far-vliooiing rav, 

'I h it led ih.- s.nliir thro' the slormv '•nv, 

W'.is Item its ro. ky toots by blll.iu ? ii>rn, 

And the high turret in the whirlwind borne, 

FUtt- bulg’d their side? against the .. raggy land. 
Amt pit. h* nuns hla. keii J all the virirni'. 

Who then thro’ night would hire the harness’d 
steed, 

And who would choose the rattling wheel for speed '■> 
Hut hark ! distress with screai^ng voice draws 
higher. 

And wakes the slumbering street with cries of fire. 
At first a glowing red enwraps the skies, 

And home by winds the scattering sparks arise ; 
From beam to beam the fierce conta^on spreaSs ; 
'I'hc spiry flames now lift aloft their heads. 
Through the burst sash a blazing deluge pours. 
And splitting tiles descend in rattling showers. 

Now with thick crowds the enlighten’d pavement 
swarms, 

The (Ire-man sweats beneath his crotiVed arms, 

A leath.*rn cask his vent'rous head defends, 

H.ddly he climbs where thickest smoke ascends ; 
Mov’d by the mother's streaming eyes and prayers. 
The heljdess infant through the flame he bears, 
AVith no less virtue, than thro’ hostile fire 
The Dartian hero bore his aged sire. 

See forceful engines spout their levoll’d streams, 

To qufench Ute blaze that runs along the Iteams : 
The grappling hook plucks rafters from the walls. 
And heaps on heaps the smocky ruin falls. 

Hlown by strong winds the fiery tempest roars, 
Bears down new walls, and pours along th« 
floors ; 

The heavens are all a-blaze, the face of night 
Is «;ovcr’d with a sanguine dreadful light ; 

' Twa? such a light involv’d thy tower, O Rome, 
The dire presage of mighty Ctesar’s doom. 

When the sun veil’d in rust his mourning head, 
And frightful prodigies the skies o'erspread. 

Hark ! the drum thunders ! far, ye crowds, retire 
Behold ! the ready match is tipt with fire. 

The nitrous store is laid, the smutty train 
With running blaze awakes the barrel’d grain ; 
Flames sudden wrap the walls; with sullen .sound 
The shatter'd pile sinks on the smoky ground. 

So when the year shall have revolv’d the date, ^ 
The inevitable hour of Naples’ fate. 

Her sapp'd foundations shall with thunder shake. 
And heave and toss upon the suhthurous lake 
Barth's womb at once the fiery flood shall rend. 
And in the abyss her plunging towers descend. 


• Gentlemen who delighted to break windows 
with balf^ncf. 
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BAXiXiABS. 


Comider, reader, what fatif^ues I’ve known. 

The toils, the perils of the wintry town ; 

What riots seen, what bustling crowds I bortnl. 
How oft I cross’d where carts and coaches roar'd ; 
Yet shall I bless niy labours, if mankind 
Their future safety from my dangers find. 

Thus the bold traveller, (Inur’d to toil. 

Whose steps have printed Asia's desert soil. 

The barbarous Arab’s haunt ; or shivering erost 
Dark tlroenl imi’ , nniuntains of eternal frost ; 

Whom e In leni:ih ot‘ >i .irs r, .lures 

To the V i,ii .1 h.irl- or of his ii.iiivi sii--ri-,;i 
>,'Li toil 1 III . j .nrmU to the publn. new. 

To caution, by bis woes, the wandering crew. 

And now complete iny generous labours lie. 
Finish’d, and ripe for Immortulitj. 

Death shall entomb in dust this mouldering frame, 
But never rr i> )i the i itriiil part, inv film . 

When W* and G**, imgbiymames, are dead; 

Or but at Chelsea under custards read : 

When critics crazy tiandlroxes repair. 

And tragedies, turn’d rockets, Iwunce in air: 

Hif^h rais’d on Fleet-street posts, consign’d to fame. 
This work shall shine, and walkers bless my name. 


A BALLAD. 


I. 

'TWAS when the seas were roaring 
With hollow blasts of wind ; 

A damsel lay deploring. 

All on a ruck reclinM. 

Wide o'er the roaring billows 
She cast a wistful look ; 

Her head was crown’d with willows, 
Tlut tremble o’er the brook. 

II. 

Twelve months are gone and over. 
And nine long teoious days. 

Why didst thou, vent’rous lover. 
Why didst thou trust the seas f 

Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean. 

And let my lover rest ; 

Ah! what’s thy troubled motion 
To that within my breast? 

III. 

The merchant robb’d of pleasure 
Sees tempests in despair ; 

But what’s the Joss of treasure 
To losing of my dear ? 

Should you some coast be laid on 
Where gold and diamonds grow. 

You'd find a richer maiden, 

But none that loves you so. 

IV. 

How can they say that nature 
Has notliing made in vain. 

Why then beneath the water 
Should hideous rocks remain ? 

No eyes the rocks discover. 

Tiiat lurk beneath the deep. 

To wreck the wandering lover. 

And leave the maid to weep. 

V. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus wail’d she for her dear; 

Kepaid each blast with sighing, 
Each billow with a tear ; 


When, o’er the white wave stooping. 
His floating corpse she spied : 
Then like a bly drooping. 

She bow’d her head and died. 


SWEET WILLIAMS FAREWELL 
TO BLACK-EYED SUSAN. 


A BALLAD. 

I. 

ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor’d. 

The streamers waving in the wind, 

When black-eyed Susan came on board, 

Oh ! where shall 1 my true love fintl I 
Tell me, ye jovial >.nilor.:, tell ino tnn , 

Ifmy sweet William s.uU ainong the crew. 

II . 

William, who high open the vard, 

Rock’d . nil tl.i ir -. 

Soon as her well-known voice Uc lieard, 

H< K.'gliM .iikI . hi . - b. I-. a 

The lord ui.lf. . 1 . iiiiv il.r.ucb lo (.i.w.ng 1 

.\nd i-jui. k ligliliiiiigi "ii llii. iIl. k be ji lu i ■ 

III. 

So the sweet lark, high-jiois’d in air, 

Shuts close his pinions to his breast, 

(If, chance, his mate’s shrill call he hear) 

And drops at once into her nest. 

The noblest captain in the British lleet, 

Might envy William's lips those kisses sweet. 

ir. 

O Susan, Susan, lovely dear, 

My vows shall ever true remain ; 

Let me kiss of that falling tear, 

We only part to meet again, 
t’hange, as ye list, ye winds ; my hcait shall be 
The ^tbful compass Uiat still points to thee. 

V. 

Believe not what the landmen say, 

Who tenijit with doubts thy constant mind, 

'4{bey'II tcli thee, sailors, when away. 

In every port a mistress find. 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so, 
For thou art present wheresoe’er 1 go. 

VI. 

If to far India’s coast we sail, 

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright, 

Tliy breath is Afric’s spicy gale. 

Thy skin Is ivory, so wliite. 

I Thus every beauteous object that I view, 

I Wakes in my soul some charms of lovely Sue. 

VII. 

Though battle calls me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Susan mourn ; 

Though cannons roar, yet safe from harms, 
William shall to his dear return. 

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly. 

Lest jirccious tears should drop from Susan’s eye. 

VI n. 

The Boatswain gave the dreadful word, 

'(’he sails their swelling bosoms spread, 

No lunger must she stay aboard : 

They kiss’d, she sigh'd, he hung his head : 
Her le^s’ning boat, unwilling, rows to land • 
Adieu, she cries ! and wav’d her jiJy hand. 
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THE LIFE 


OP 

SAMUEL BUTLER. 


SAMUEL BUTLER was bom hi the parish of 
Strensham, in Worccstcrsliire, in the year 1612. 
Ilia father, a reputable country farmer, sent him for 
education to the grammar-school at AVorcester, 
where having laid in a good foundation of scholastic 
learning, he was sent to the university ofCainhridge, 
but for want of money was never made a member of 
any college. On quitting the university he return- 
ed to his native tamnty, and became clerk to one Mr. 
JufTrios, of Earls-Coom, a justice of the peace, with 
whom he lived some years In an easy and reputable 
service. Here he had sufficient leisure to apply 
himself to tlio cultivation of his mbid; and his In- 
clination led him chiefly to the study of poetry and 
history, to which for his amusement, lie joined mu- 
sic and painting. 

From the family of Mr. Jeffries, Butler removed 
to that of Elizabeth, Countess of Kent, a situation 
where he had the use of an excellent library, and 
the further advantage of being introduced to the 
great Seldcn. 

His next employment was in the service of Sir 
Samuel Luke, a justice of the peace, and colonel in 
the Parliamentary army. Sir Samuel was In prin- 
ciples a Presbyterian, and distinguished himself 
by the outrageousness of his zeal against church 
and kingly government. It has been generally 
thought that his person and politics suggested to 
Butler the idea of Hudibras ; but though the jioem 
of Hudibras may have been suggested by the hy- 
pocrisy and fanaticism of an individual, it ap|»ears 
clear that Butler, in writing it, had a far nidre 
material object in view than merely to expose 
an individual character to ridicule. The design 
of his poem was to expose the hypocrisy and wick- 
edness of those who began and carried on the 
»ebelllon, under a pretence of promoting religion 
and godliness, at tlie same time that they acted 
against all the precepts of religion and morality ; 
and to show how different the real motives of those 
who acted the principal parts in the civil war were 
from their ostensible motives. 

How well he executed this design, the applause 
of his contemporaries and the admiration of pos- 
itrity, amply prove. Hudlbraa was no sooner pub- 


lished, than it was in the hands of every one at 
court. Charles II.’s excessive fondness for the 
poem, and his surjirising disregard and neglect of 
the author, are always coupled together. It 
would, however, be unfair not to montion, tliat 
Butler at one time received from him a grntui^ of 
three hundred pounds ; and this honourable cir- 
cumstance attended the grant, Uiat it passed 
tlirough all the offices without a fee. 

Nor docs Butler appear to have been altogether 
destitute of private patronage. Soon after the res- 
toration, he became Rcrretary to Richard, Earl of 
Carbury, Lord I’resident of the Principality of 
Woles, who made him steward of Ludlow castle, 
when the court there was revived. About thia 
time he married one Mrs. Herbert, a gentlewoman 
of a good family, and a competent fortune, but*tl>e 
greater part of it was unfortunately lost, by being 
put on Ui securities. 

Butler’s most generous friend was Charles, Lord 
Buckhurst, afterwards Earl of Dorset and Middle- 
sex, who often privately relieved those necessities 
of our poet, which his modesty would have led him 
to conceal. 

That he had other generous friends, to whom the 
Integrity of his life, the acuteness of his wit, and 
the easiness of his conversation, endeared him, may 
readily be conceived; yet no fact comes to us 
more strongly established, than that Butler termin- 
ated his days in the utmost indigence and misery, 
and was indebted for a decent Interment to the 
charity of a friend. He died in the year 1680, and 
was buried at the charge of his ffriend Mr. Longue- 
ville, in Saint Paul’s church-yard. 

In 1721, a handsome monument was erected ta 
his memory, in tVestminster Abbey, at the expense ' 
of Alderman Barber, a printer of eminence. 

Of the character of Butler, as an onthor. It is not 
easy to speak in terms adequate to his merits. Pos- 
sessed of a copious original fund of wit and inven- 
tion, he hod improved his talents by the most as- 
siduous cultivation, and w a* equally skilled in booka 
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uid in the knowledge of human life. Iluine ob- 
•erres of his Hudibras, that there is not a more 
(earned book to be found In the compass of any 
language than that poem; and Voltaire says, he 
never met with so much wit in one single book as 
in this. 

The shortness of verso, and quick returns of 
rhyme, have been some of the principal means of 
raising and perpetuating the fame which the poem 
has acquired; for the turns of wit and satirical 
sayings being short and pithy, are therefore more 
tenable by the memory, and this is the reason why 
Hudibras is more frequently quoted in conversation 
than the finest pieces of wit in heroic jioetry. Our 
admiration is moved also, by a higher pleasure 
than the mere jingle of words ; the sublimity of wit 
and pungency of satire claim our regard, and merit 
our highest applause. 

Another merit which may with confidence be 
ascribed to Butler, is that of originality. Hudi- 
bras, except In the general outline, where Cervan- 
tes is followed, is an indisputable original ; for the 
poet trod in a path wherein he had no guide, nor 
has he had many followers. Without any pattern 
to copy, he had the art to erect himself Into a stan- 
dard elegant and lofty, to which no one yet, in tlie 
•ame walk of poetry, has been able t« make more 
than a distant approach. 


The seeming easiness of Butler’s method and 
verse has tempted some to Imitate his style, but 
such imitations have augmented the fame of the 
original, and evidenceil the chiefest excellency in 
writing to be in Butler, which is the being easy 
and natural, and yet inimitable. 

To the English reader Hudibras will^lwayi 
afford more pleasure than it possibly. can to a 
fi»reigner, Itecause it touches upon national habits 
and manners at one of the most interesting and 
extraordinary periods in our annals; and no one 
can perfectly relish its beauties who is not possessed 
of some acquaintance with the tunes and transac- 
tions to which it refers. No opinion can be more 
erroneous than that, because Butler describes a 
state of society an<l manners which now no longer 
exists, and ridicules follies and absunlities wliich 
now are happily exploded, that he ought to be re- 
garded as an obsolete writer, unworthy of perusal. 
The truth is, that there are very few writers from 
whom more benefit may be derived than Butler. 
The picture he draws of the agitation, calamities, 
and disorder of revolutionary times, cannot fail to 
attach every oiio who reads him more closely U) 
the mild, beneficent, and liberal, yet firm ami 
energetic, system of government which we now, 
and, it is to be hoped, we may long, enjoy. 



H U D I B R A S. 


PAR I' FIRST. CANTO FIRST. 


TUB ARGUMENT. 

Sir Hudibras, hia nxtrlh. 

The manner how he salt y'd forth : 

His arjtis and eqiiijwn'e are shown ; 
His horse's virtues ar}d his own, 

Th' adrentnre nf'the Heariim/ Fiildle 
Is suni!, but breaks oU'in the middle. 


WflBV c ivil dudgeon first ffrow Id^b, 

A lid men fell out they knew not why ; 
W^en hard words, jealousies and fears. 

Set folks tonether bv the ears, 

And made them linht like niatl or drunk. 
For IMine Relipion as for punk ; 

Wliose honesty they all durst swear for, 
Tho’ not a man of them knew wherefore': 
^Vhen posjiel-lrumpcter, surrounded 
\Vith lonp ear’d rout, to battle sounded. 
And pulpit, drum ecclesiastic, 

AVos beat with fist instead of a stick ; 

Then did Sir Krtipht abandon dwelling, 
.And out he rode a-colonellinp. 

A wight he was, whose very sight wou.d 
Intitle him, Mirronr of Knighthood ; 

That never bow'd his stubliorn knee 
To any thing but chivalry ; 

Nor put up blow, hut that which laid 
Right Worshipful on shoulder-blade : • 
riiief of domestic knijjhts and errant. 
Either for chartel or tor warrant ; 
tireat on the liench. great in the saddle. 
That could as well hind o’er as swaddle ; 
Mighty he was at both of tliese. 

And styled of war, as well as peaces 
(.So some rats, of amphibious nature. 

Are either for the land or water.) 

But here our authors make a doubt. 
Whether he were more wise or stout. 

Some hold the one, and some the other, 
But howsoe’er, they make a juithcr; 

The diflf’rencp was so small, hi.s brain 
Gutwelgh’d hi* r.ige hut half .a grain ; 
What made some take him for a tool 
That knaves do work with, call’ll a fool. 
For’t has been held by many, that 
As Montaigne, nl, Tying with his cat, 
Complains she thought him hut an ass. 
Much more sht> would Sir Hudibras, 

(For that’s the name our valiant Knight 
To all his challenges did write.) 

But they’re niistnkcn very much, 

'Tis plain enough he was no .such. 

grant, although he had much wit, 

H’ was very shy of using it ; 

As being loath to wear it out. 

And therefore bore it not about ; 

Unless on holidays, or so, 

.As men their best apparel do. 

Beside, ’tis known he could s]>eak Greek 
As naturally as pigs squeak ; 

That Utln was no more difficile, 

1 han fora blackbird ’tis to whistle. 

Being rich to both, never scanted 
HU bounty into such as wanted : 

But much of either would affbrd 
,To many, that had not one word. 
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For Hebrew roots, although (hey ’re found 

To flourish most in harreiigrouiid, fiO 

He had such plenty, as sufficed 

To make some think hifn circumcised 

And truly so he wa:i, ]>er)iaps 

Nor as a proselyte, hut for claps. 

He was in logic a great critic, 65 

Profoundly skill’d in analytic ; 

He could distinguish and divide 
A hair, ’twixt south and south-west side ; 

(to either which he would dispute, 

(ionfute, change hands, and still confute. 70 

He’ll undertake to prove, by force 
Of argument, a man’s no horse ; 

He’d prove a buzzard is no fowl. 

And that a lord may be an owl ; 

A calf an alderman, a goose a iusllce, 75 

And rooks committee-men .mil trustees. 

He’d run in debt by disputation, 

And pay with ratiocination : 

All this by syllogism, tnie 

In mood anil figure lie would do. 80 

For rhetoric, he could not ope 
His mouth, but out there flew a trojie ; 

And when h<-* happen’d to break oft^ 

J’ th’ middle of his «pcerh or rough, 

K’ h.iil h.ird reads In show why, 8.5 

And III! wli.ii luli-s he did ii by 
I i.e wli. ii wiih greniesi art he spoke, 
iliink he Hik'd like other folk. 

I r.-r .Til .1 Theion. i.in’s ndes 

I Teach nothing but to name his tools, 90 

But, when he pleased to shew’t, his s)ieecli 
] In loftiness of sound was rich ; 

I A Babylonish dialect, 

M'hicli learned pedants much affecl : 

It was a party-coloAir’d dress 55 

I Of paU'hM and piebald languages : 

; 'Twas English cut on Greek and Latin, 

' I.ike fustian heretofore on satin. 

It had an odd promiscuous tone, 

A s if he had talk’d three port* in one ; 1 00 

Which made some think, when he did gabble, 

Th’ had heard three labourers of Babe! ; 

Or Cerberus himself pronounce 
A leash of languages at once. 

This he as volubly would vent 1 Ci 

As if his stock would ne’er be .spent ; 

And truly to support that charge, 

: jf-te had supplies as vast and large: 

I For he could coin or counteifblt 
New words, with little or no wit ; 110 

Words so debased and hard, no stone 
Was hard enough to touch them on : 

And wlien with hasty noise he spoke ’em. 

The ignorant for current took ’em. 

That had the orator, who once 1 15 

Did fill his mouUr with pebble>Btones 
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W'hcn he haranj^uM, b\it known hi<! phrase. 
Ho would have used no other ways. 

In mathematics he was greater 
Tlian Tycho fJrahe, or Krra Pater: 

For he, by geometric scale. 

Could take the si/e of jiots of ale ; 

Resolve hv sine; and tangents, straight, 

If bre.iil an. I i.nlii r vr.,ni,.,i WL-ighi ; 

nd wi.( iv II. II A h it h.i'ir ill' <1 I . 

Thi I III, k il'f^ 'irilii-. I'S alg. It 1. 

Jle-ide. In- w IS i .hre«.l |.hii.. ■■i.h- r. 

And lid'I H iil es rv leit and gl-,.... i : 
‘V'halr- or ihi • r ,|.'|i| ,| .! .iiiili..r h.ilh. 

He im.tr-r.i.Hsl I,' Imidn n I .nh : 

U’h ifcvtr .. , i>l,c I iiuld incjuire O-r, 

F ir es ry why he hid .i wherefore 
Knew more than forty of thetn do. 

As far as words anti terms could go. 

,\.ll which he understood by rote, 

•vnd, as occasion serv'd, would quote ; 

No matter whether right or wrong. 

They might he cither said or sung. 

His u.-iti ns fitted thing" '.i well, 

Th ,t » h,. h w 1 , win. h he . ...jhl n..! ■. d , 

Rut oftentimes mistook the t»ne 

For th' other, as great clerks have done. 

He could reduce all things to acts. 

And knew their natures by abstracts; 

'Vhero entity and quiddity, 

'J’lio ghosts of defunct hoiiies, fly ; 

VFherc 'I’ruth in person does appear. 

Like words congeal’d in northern air. 

He knew what’s what, and that’s as high 
As metanhysic wit can fly. 

In school -divinity as able. 

As he that hlght. Irrefragable ; 

.V siH'ond Thomas, or at once. 

To name them all, another Duns : 

Profound in all the nominal 
And real ways l>eyond them all ; 

For he a rope of sand could twist 
As tough as learned Sorbonist ; 

And weave fine cobwebs, fit for scull 
That’s empty when the moon is full : 

Such as talce lodgings in a head 
That’s to lie let unfurnished. 

He could rai.s«! scruples dark and nice. 

And after solve ’em in a trice: 

As if divinity had catch 'd 

The itch, on puqiose to be scratch’d ; 

Or, lil.a a mountebank, did wound 
And stab herself with doubts profound 
Only to show with how small jtain 
I'lie sores of faith are cur’d aixain ; 

.1 llhoiigh by w.'.ful pro.-if we find, 

Thi'v .ilwnv ' Ic He a -i ar bi.hind. 

He knew ifie -eil of furadiHe, 
t’oulil fell n wh It degree it lii*s : 

A nd, a-i he w dispos'd, could prove it 
Below the moon, or else above it ; 

What Adam dream’d of when his bride 
Came from lier closet in his side ; 

Whether the devil tempted her 
Bv a High-Dutch interpreter ; 

If either of them had a navel ; 

Who first made music malleable: 

Whether the serpent at the fall. 

Had cloven fo«-t, or none at all : 

All this, without a gloss or comment, 

He could unriddle in a moment, 

In proper terms, such as men smaller. 

When they throw out and miss the matter. 

For his religion, it was fit 
T < match his learning and his wit ; 

’Twas Presbyterian true blue; 

For he was of (hat stubborn crew 
Of errant saints, whom all men grant 
To he the true church-militant : 

Such as do build their faith upon 
The holy tort of pike and gun ; 

Pocide all controversies by 
infallible artillerv ; 

And prove their doctrine orthodox 
Ry apostolic blows and knocks ; 

Call fire, and sword, and desolation, 

A goflly thorough reformation, 

Which always must be carry’d on. 

And still bo doing, never done ; 

As If religion were intended 
For nothing else but to be mended. 

A sect whose chief devotion lies 
In odd perverse antipathies : 
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In falling out with that or this. 

And fiinlmg somewhat still amiss. 210 

More peevish, cross, and splenetic. 

Than dog distract, or monkey sick ; 

That witii more care keep holiday. 

The wrong, than others the right way : 

(Compound for sins tliey are inclin’d to, 15 

Bv damning those they have no mind to 
Still so perverse and opposite, 

.A - ;rtl.. , 'ii.r-liipp-.l Hid fill spite. 

1 1 It s HU.- Hiiiig ihi.s Will iliiii.r 

Due wav, and long anoiiier lor: 9 220 

Free-will thev one way disavow 
Another, nothing else allow. 

■Ml Iiiety I eii'i't, therein 
I In them, III olhi-r men all sin. 

Rather than fail, they will defy ‘225 

That whii’h tluw love most teiiderlv ; 

I Oil in-i I »" iili iiifii- M pn .. ni l iil.p iru.'.' 

I Th. irtii-i ni-l ■!.. n, i ir., 'nl, i liimli porridg. , 
j K'll I'ij- and l-oom- if- elf oppose, 
j .lo.| i-l •.I-)., .ii. . .1 I ,i.| ilir.iugh the nose. 250 
I 'J h’ apostles of this iieree religion, 
j lake rtlahoinef’.s, were ass anti widgeon ; 

I To whom our Knight, by l.ist instintt 
'ind temper, n i- «iv-liiilil, 


\ .1 |. I 


ih' |.Uf 


I.- 1 ri 


1 IkIs u I, |., g.n< <1 ini'. i> . iiii- I .1. 

III! iii --ii ill! Ill' i.le. n-ii ihi- Kill u ; 
I ll it Hi VI -ll iP Ml- .|| ill l||... I|s, 
riieil lelvll, ‘sirs, It l.ill.iu S ihils 

His tawny la-anl was th’ eijual grace 
Roth of his wisdom and his face; 
in ( III -m-l die •«> like a til,>, 

A -iiilden viiW II vviHil'l lii'giiile; 


The upjier part thereof was whey, 245 

The nether orange min’d with grey. 

'I'llls hiirv nu t. - r did dt'i.'im. e 
The f.ill ill'., cpiri s .md of. r.jwn,: 

Witli grid> tvi>e di.l r. pr. -^ni 

Declining age of government ; 250 

And tell with hieroglyphic sjiade, 

Ifs t'wn grave and the ‘tate’s wi n* made. 

I.iki- iiii'on . hi- iri hr. iikern it gvi w 
In till..- t" in ik..- a inii.-ii me; 

1 l.■•uuh ll . ■•niril.iili d iis own fdl, 255 

T-. » III iip.-n tin- put. Ill- d'.anfii. 

It .VI' nu"! i.|. •, iii-l dill grow 
In n >lv ..nU rs by ttrii t vow ; 

I n 1 .ii.. ,, ..iii,>n‘ mil 'ev,. re, 

\ . th it r M•l■l I or.li here . ‘2C0 

•J W.I' |.■'.|l..| to .iitli r ii.>rsi-. ntl.in, 

And marlvrdom with resolution, 

T’ ojqiose Itself .against the hate 
.Vnd vciige.aiice of th’ incensed state : 

In whosi* dehance it was worn, 2fi5 

Still ready to Ik* rent and torn, 

W'ith red-hot irons to he tortur’d, 

Revil’d, and spit ujion and martvr’d; 

M.iugre all which, ’twas to stand fSvst, 

As long as monarchy should last ; 270 

Rut when the state should hap to reel, 

’Twas to submit to fatal steel. 

And fiill, as It was consecrate, 

A saerifire to fall of state ; 

IVtiose thread of life tlic fatal si -ters 27.5 

Del livi'i together wiih It. whiA.-r-, 

.\iid iwme 'O clo'C th it time 'li.iidd never. 

In life or de.aili, their f.iriuni-i 'cver ; 

Rut with his rusty sickle mow 

Both down together at a blow. 2.S0 

.So learnesl Taliaeotius, from 
The brawny part of porter’s bum. 

Cut supplemental noses, whicli 
Would last as long as parent breech ; 

But when the date of Nock was out, ■2.S5 

Oll'dropp’tl the sympathetic snout. 

His back, or rather burden, show'tl, 

As if it stoop’d with its own load. 

For as /^neas boro his sire 

Upon his shoulders througli the fire ; 2'I0 

Our Knight did h-aar no less a pack 
Of his own buttocks on his back ; 

Which now had almost got the upper- 
Hand of his head, for want of crujiper. 

To jiolse this equally, he bore 295 

A iiaunch of the same bulk before ; 

Wiiich still he had a special care 
To ket:p well cramm'd with thrifty faro 
As whitc-pot, butter-milk, and curds, 

Such as the country-house affords ; 500 
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With oflK?r victual, which anon 
Wi* further sttall dilate upon, 

When of his liose we come to treat, 

The cupboard wlu rt? he ke])t his meat. 

His tUj*ulilet was of sturdy hull', 

\ri i tt....iLh n..t -wr.r,). m t ■ ndirel pr.-.f; 
\\ hir. |.v itt Is i.ni I i-.r 111' ii'c, 

W’ll.i li' ,{' I Mo Moa ' hill 'U. Il I' . 

His |.|. 1 l.i . ui r, ,.| d V. 1 ... 111 JI, 

.\ 'id h.i'l I" 1 II 't the 'll f" I'l Itiilkii , 

■| I i l'l KiriL,' H iru -e «i M ku"'* 11, 


-It iiiii.iiiiiiii..ii hriu'l ..II I . h. ■ I-. 

.\l.d l.il link ,..,.1.111.,,.. I I.., . I |... d 

I .,r w.,rrnirs n. ,i . 1 , ii|,Mt hi J 

l’..r. as . .1.1, In .i« iv.li.. . 

'I'o car^ vittle in hi.s hose, 

'i’hat often fetnpted rats aiuJ mice 
Tile ammunition to surprise : 

And wh.en he put a hand hut in 
The one or t’otlier ma,ra/,ine. 

They stoutly in defence on’t stood. 

And from the wounded foe tlrew blood ; 

And till th’ were storm’d, anil beaten out. 
Ne’er letY tlie fortilied redoulit. 

And though knights-erv.rnt, ns some think, 
t)f old did neither eat nor drink, 

Hecause when thorough deserts vast 
And regions di'sointe thi'V ii.iss’d, 

Where hells -liMiln r .ihoie gTound, 

Ur under, was not to he found, 

Unless they grazed, there's not one word 
Of their i.i..' i'l. -IK . n r,-. ..rd ; 

Wfiii h m 1 . 1 . ...i.ie . "nil'll "ilv wriu. 

'I htv h id Il'l 'll Ml i. Im hut I . light : 

' 1 i'Vjisi l..r \ rili'ir v< . r. m hall 
Hound t.ihle Ilk. it iriliiug de. 

On which, with shirt pull'd out behind, 

.i\nd eke before, his good knights dined ; 
Thonch ’(was n.. table, smuk- suppose, 

Kul .1 huge p.iir "f round trunk hose; 

Jn which he earriud as much meat 
As he and all the ktiighta could eat, 

UTien laying by their swords and truncheon.s. 
They took their breakfast on their nuncheons. 
Hut let tint ]ias‘i at i«re“enf. Ic't 
\\ e 'hiiiild |■..tg.'l uiiere Me Migrcs.-d ; 

A', leaniid .uini-ir' u-t, lo u hum 
We h ave It, ,md t.. ih' piir]io'e come. 

II 11 pui '• ml <M '.rd II Mill his .idc. 

Near hi. uiid iimud h. an w.a- tu d ; 

U iih haskei-liili, lh.it ui ul.l li. l.l l.r..lh. 

And serve for tight and dinner both. 

In it he melted lead for bullets. 

To shoot at foes and sometimes pullets ; 

To whom he bore so fell a gruten, 

Jle ne’er gave quarter to’ any such. 

The trenchant blade, 'roledo trusty. 

For want of iighting was grown rusty. 

And ate into itself, for lack 
Of some body to hew and hark. 

The pear;eful scahhard where it dwelt. 

The rancour of its edge had felt ; 

For of the lower end two handful 
It had devoured, ’twas so manful, 

And so much scorn’d to lurk in case. 

As if it durst not show its face. 

In many desperate attempts. 

Of warrants, exigents, contempts. 

It had appear’d with courage holder 
Than Serjeant Hum Invading shoulder. 

Oft had it ta’en possession. 

And pri-soners too, or made them run 
This sword a dagger had his page. 

That was hot little tor his age ; 

And therefore w.aited on lilm so. 

As dwarfs upon knights- errants do. 

It was a serviceable dtidgeon. 

Either for fighting or for drudging. 

Wlietn it had stabn’d, or broke a head, 

1^ would scraiic trenchers, or chip bread ; 
Toast cheese or bacon, thoiigli it were. 

To bait a mouse-trap, 'twouTd not cart;. 

1 would make clean shoes, and in Uie earth 
net leeks and onions, and so fo/th. 

« had been 'prentice to a brewer, 

.^^ere this and more it did endure ; 

Hut left tlie trade as many more 
Have lately done on the same score. 

In th’ holsters at his saddle-bow 
1 wo aged pistols ha did stow, 


, A m^ng flic «iirplus of mch meat 

' Ml III' li'.'f he < ould liOt gel. 

I I III i u -iiid Miieigle rat.' with ih' .lent, 5U.'> 

To torage when the cocks weie hcni ; 

ZOa And .sometimes catch them with a snap. 

As cleverly as til’ ablest trap. 

I They were mion hard duty still, 

- And eveiy night stood sc'iitinel, 4 m0 

T” ^.i ir.l 0 .. Ill 'C I. h'l- i' 111 ’ liii'p, 

.■>10 1 r- ... 1 .. i.fcfc 1 .".I ir..ii. i .i.r legg d |..c.. 

I I "iiJ I, 'ir Hiiighi, 

{ Fi-.iii I- I- ■ Mil ll.■l■ll •• I i.irih to I'glil. 

' Itiil III l Mill' iiiiiil-k III live liirce, 4U.') 

, Hi g-.i i-ii II.' ■ ui iili.- "I III. hi.r'e , 

315 i h.iiii'i; I.iii ■■ii.. 'Tirriiji Ill'll, 

; T.j- hi- ■ i-hli.. ..il ihi fi.nlirr ■iilc, 

It M I ■ i...ri, II* Ii.i'l Mill, h Jil l, 

’I’.-' re i- li it '.it. p.5. di. .j'l r iti I...., 4 10 

3-in ill up I . n... ii.I.Hei . 1 ,': ’ • 

I'l I" i. ■ li. » .nn. ■! 11 . 1. 1 ill' -I ar, 

Afiili ■ Mill, h > Ic-.iir. -Ill I'L'ili. Hill heat, 

T >' ii li. h i-i .lllll.■.l iiin.l-i. 'I "Il r, 415 

, \t ilh I... .. l II Ml i,;),! . hill iliil II .-over, 

325 ' IH I....Mul."i-l"i. ii.l..n.lm.M.. 

- \l I" h "fi II. ii-i .1 iri'i- I'l "t It in. 

I Hut now we talk of mounting steed, 

I Hefore we further do proceed, 4 i0 

1 It doth h. h" 4 .- 11 '. I.i ' ly f.■n■ll lliinp, 

.3.30 . Of that Mill, h h'le I'Ur i ill ml l.iiiiipkir]- 
'riiohii't I.I' iiiiiK , I irge, .Mill i.ii|, 

; \t itli iii'.iiili ol irie.ti, .mil 1 m ' ol vi.iil , 

! I ii..|,|.l lye- f..r l|- hii.l I'Ut I.iiic, 4i5 

: As most .igree, though some say none. 

.335 j II*'’ 1 ; -i.iy’J, Old in hi' g lit, 

I’r. 'tn.il I gr I'v.', iii.ijc'iii, -.hile. 

At =].iir '.r 'wlf. !i no nidTe he Aipu'd, 

< >r mi ixltd p.ii'i, ili.’iii ''p.mi lid »ui|.p'ih 4.’U 
.\iid yit •) III rv, he viiiul'i l■".md, 

340 ' > Il lie gViev'il to I ..111 ’i lIu' "imd ; 

I li.n rii''Hr-s h"r>e, mIio. .'i' f.iine g.-s-., 

II id I i.rn* ui>..n In . Ict-i and l(i€>, 

VV .J. n.u hy f>ril ...i iiiidvr-lii'i'fi, 4.35 

N'-r ir<"l upon the gr.'iiinl 'oil. 

345 .\iid . 1 ' th.it ht.'i't ivi uld kind and si.."p, 
l''•.nle unui m t.iki hi' ridc-i up; 

'.'I Hiidihr I' hi', 'll' well known, 

\\ ould otren d> to let him down. 410 

\i i 'hall ii'.t Mini I'l ‘.IV what Uik 
.350 “I le iiher w I' (.I...II his b ilk ; 

For that was hulclen under pad, ^ 

-■\ml breech of knight gall’d full as bad. 

Hi- 'iriiiiiKi. rd |..•lh sidi ' 'how 'll 445 

I ike till r-.M ' III liiii.'dt h.rd plow'd 
3.55 I iiii.li riie nil the »kitl of p.iimol, 

■ )■« .\t ell I . t 1 " Il'l re w a' i 1 h imiel. 

Ill' ilr.iggiMig I il liUhg in till- ihri, 

W Imh ../U bi' full r III* 'hould IIti, 450 

*'iill a' III' Il iiiUr side he [.i u k'd 
360 VV.il; .iriii-d lici I, or u iih in. irm'J, kick’d : 
r-.r I’luihbi li Mi>ie but one spur, 

\' wi'clv kiiMW'.Mg. liUld heslir 
I 1 .. a. till, ir. l 01 , 1 .. Mile ..f s h.ir'.o, 455 

; 'I'he other would not hang nn arse. 

. 3 C .5 . -A ''■Mi.ri lie h'ld, viho'e name was Halph, 

I'hai I'l th' advei-iiire went his hall'. 

I h-.iigli writ.T', lor more sialely lone, 

* ji" • ill him Halpho, 'Hi all ur\c': 460 

And when we can wnh metre Safe, 

370 We’ll call him so ; if not, plain Ralph; 

(For rhyme the rudder is of verses. 

With which, like ships, tliey steer their courses. 

An equal stock of w'il and valour, 40& 

H. had l.iid in, by birth a l.-iyl. r. 

375 I'he niighiv Tynan Queen, that gicin'd, 
j At nh 'iibtle 'li'reds a trade i.f land, 

■ I I'd II- ive It with a I'asile f.ilr, 

I To his great .ancestor, her heir 470 

From him descended cross-legg’d knights, 

.380 . Fam’d for their faith, and warlike lights 
Against the bloody cannibal, 

\V horn they destroy’d, both great and small. • 
This sturdy .Squire, he had, as well 4 75 

A j the bold Trej.'in knight, seen hell, 

385 ^■'"1 wnh a counierieiiisl pass 

(•fgiildi n iM'iigh, but true gold-lace. 

H 19 kiiowicdg'e wai not far behind 

'I he Kniglii but one of another kind, 480 

.And he .iiii.iber way cuiiie hy'i . 

! .Wunie I all 11 giO', and noiiie new light: 

; .A lih'i il art, that cods no pains 
or stud'i, industry, or brains. 

1 A 2 
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His wit WHS sent him for a token, 485 

But iu the carriage crack’d and broken. 

Like commendation ninepence crook'd 
With — To and from my love — it Iliok'd. 

He ne'er consider’d it, as loath 
To look a gift-horse in the moMth : 490 

And very wisely would lay forth 
No more upon It than ’twas worth. 

But ns he got it freely, so 
He spent it fr.mk and freely too. 

For saints tliemselves will someilnies b-,-, 49.5 

Of gifts that cost them nothing, free. 

By means of this, with hem and cough, 

Prolongers to enlighten’d stiilf. 

He could deep mysteries unriddle, 

As easily as thread a needle. 500 

For as of vagabonds we say 

That they are ne’er beside their way ; 

Whate’er men speak by this new light, 

• itlll they are sure to bo i' th’ right. 

nris a dark lanthorn of the Spirit, 505 

Which none see by but those that bear it ; 

A light that falls down from on high. 

For spiritual trades to cozen by ; 

An ignis fatuus, that bewitches. 

And leads men into pools or ditches, .510 

To make them dip themselves, and sound 
For (Ihri.stendom In dirty pond ; 

To dive like wild fowl for salvation, 

A nd fish to catch regeneration. 

This light inspires and plays upon 515 

The nose of saint, like bagfupe drone, 

And .speaks thtough hollow empty soul. 

As through a trunk, or whispering lioie, 

Such language as no mortal ear 

But .spirituar eavesdroppers can hear. 520 

8o Phoebus, or some friendly muse. 

Into small poets songs infuse : 

Which they at second-hand rehearse 
Through ree«l or bagpipe, verse for verse. 

Thus Ralph became infallible, &25 

As three or four-lcgg'd oracle, 

The ancient cup, or modem chair ; 

Spoke truth point-blank, though unaware. 

For mystic learning, wondrous able 
In magic talisman and cabal, 550 

Whose primitive tradition reaches 
As far as Adam's first green breeches ; 

Deep-sighted in intelligences, 

Ideas, atoms, influences; 

And giuch of terra incognita, 53.^ 

Th' intelligible world, could say ; 

A deep occult philosopher. 

As leam’d as the wild Irish are, 

Or Sir Agrippa, for profound 

And solid lying much renown'd : 540 

He Anthroposophus and Floud. 

And Jacob liehtnen understood ; 

Knew many an amulet and charm, 

That would do neither goo<l nor harm ; 

In Kosy-crucian lore as learned, 545 

As he that vere adeptuo earned. 

He understood the speech of birds, 

As well as they themselves do wortU ; 

Could tell what subtlest parrots mean. 

That think and speak contrary clean ; 550 

What member 'tls whom they talk 

When they cry RofM, Mnd Walk, knave, walk.. 

He’d extract nunttWNOut of matter, 

And keep them in a f|iasH, like water ; 

Of sov'relgn pow’r to make men wise ; 555 

For dropt in blear, thick-sighted eyes, 

They'd make them see in darkest night 
Like owls, though purblind in the lighu 
^ help of these, as he profess'd, 

He had first matter seen undress'd : 560 

He took her naked all alone. 

Before one rag of form was on. 

The Chaos too he had descried 

And seen quite through, or else he lied : 

Not that of paHteboard, which men shew 565 
J or noats, at fair of Barthol'mew ; 

But its great-grandsire, first o' th' name 
Whence that and Reformation came ; 

Both cousin-germans, and right able 

T' inveigle and draw in the rabble. 570 

But Reformation Was, some say, 

O* th' younger house to puppet play, ' 

He could foretell whats'ever was 
By consequence to come to pass ; 

As death of great men, alterationi, 57 5 

Diseases, battles, Inundatloni. 


All this without th' eclipse o' th* sun, 

I Or dreiidful comet, he hath <loiie, 

I By inward light, a way as gootl, 

! And easy to he understood ; 5. SO 

i Hut with more lu< ky hit than those 
That use to make the stars depose. 

Like Knights o’ th' post, and falsely charge 
Upon themselves what others forge ; 

As if tl»ev were consenting to 5S.''i 

All mischiefs in the world men do ; 

Or, like the devil, did tempt and sway ’em 

'I'o rogueries, and then betray 'em, H 

They’ll search a planet’s house, to know 

Who broke and robb’d a house below ; VlO 

Examine Venus and the moon, 

Who stole a thimble or a spoon : 

And tlumgh they Jiothing will confe.ss. 

Yet by their very looks can guess. 

And tell what guilty a.spet:t oodes, .’<95 

Who stoic, ami who receiv’d the goods. 

They’ll question Mars, and, by I>i8 look. 

Detect who 'twas that nimm’d a cloak : 

Make Mercury confess, ami 'peach 

Those thieves which he himself did teach. C<)0 

They’ll find i’ th’ ]ihy.siognomLes 

O’ th’ pianet-s all men’s destinies; 

Like him that took the doctor's bill. 

And 8w, allow’d it instead of th’ pill ; 

Cast the nativity o’ th’ question, 605 

And from positions to be guess'd on. 

As sure as If they knew the moment 
Of naiive’.s birth, tell what will come on’t. 

Tltev’ll feel the pulses of the stars. 

To find out agues, coughs, catarrhs ; 6 JO 

And tell what crisis docs divine 
The rot in sheep, or mange in swine ; 

In men, what gives or rurt>.s the itch ; 

What makes them cuckold.s, poor or rich ; 

>V'hat gains or loses, hangs or saves ; 616 

What makes men great, what tools or knaves { 

But not what wise ; for only of those 
The stars, they say, cannot dispose, 

No more than can the astrologians, 

There they say right, and like true Trojans, 620 
This Raipno knew, and therefore took 
TJ»e other course, of wliloh we spoke. 

Thus was th’ accomplish’d Squire endu'd 
With gifts and knqwleuge, perilous shrewd. 

Never did trusty squire with knight, 625 

Or knight with squire, e’er pimp more right. 

Their arms and equipage did fit. 

As well as virtues, parts, and wit. 

Tlieir valours u>o were of a rate, 

And out they sally’d at the gate. 630 

Few miles on horseback had they jogged. 

But fortune unto them turn'd dogged 
For they a sad adventure met, 
fW whicli anon we mean to treat ; 

But ere we venture to unfold 635 

Achievements so resolv'd and bold. 

We should, as learned poets use. 

Invoke tit' assistance of some muse ; 

However critics count it sillier, 

Than jugglers talking to familiar. €40 

We tlimk 'tis no great matter which ; 

They’re all alike ; yet we shall pitch 
On one that fits our purpose most ; 

Whom therefore thus we do accoat : 

Thou that with ale, or viler liquors, G45 

Didst inspire Withers, Fryn, and Vickars, 

And force them, though it was in s]iite 
f)f nature, and their stars, to write; 

Who, as we find, in siillen writs. 

And cross-grain ’d works of modem wits, 650 

With vanity, opinion, want, 

Tlie woniler of the ignorant. 

The praises of the author, penn’d 
Ji' himself, or wit-insuring firlend ; 

The itch of picture In the front, 655 

With liavs and wicked rhyme upon't. 

All that is left o’ th’ forked hill. 

To make men scribble without skill ; 

Uanst make a poet spite of fate, 

And teach alljpeople to translate, 660 

Though out oflanguages In wjilch 
They understand no part of speech : 

Assist me but this once, I 'mplore, 

And I shall trouble thee no more. 

In western clime there Is a town, CC5 

To those that dwell therein well known ; 

Therefore there needs no more be said here. 

We unto tliem refer our reader I 
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For brcvitN is very good 
\Vli<ti»‘ lie, < r ir. nnderfiood. 
r . tills |..*|1 i.t..].!,- iliil repiir 
I 1,1 (1 ,\ . 1,1 .1. irki t. ..r ■ I't nr : 

\ 11 I ii-i ■ r II k ■ I 'iiM 1 ,‘, mill 1 1" 'Tsr' t.il'i .r, 

III niiTi 1 nil lit ' 1 "1 ii''i,li.i .niil 1 il-nur ; 

|{iil n"« .1 iii',r, i.itiiiiil il'li' 

If.id r.ik'd togi ilii r \ ill ii;i -r.ililite : 

’Twas an oUl " .i\ nl ri i ri iliiii;, 

Whii b leariictl Imtehors rail Huar-baifing. 
A lioltl atlvrnt’rons oxen ise, 

AViili .111. i. III ■ 111 iiii.i> pri/*' 

F-.r .iiiiti 11 .iil'iiii 'i « I'lii- 

I ri.in I 111 u. 11.1.- 

I iihir< ill 111- II Ill' li' ir 

That’s fix’d in northern hetnispherp, 

<\liii r-'iil'ii 111, III ihi I' 'ii d"i s liiake 

,\ . ir. Il liki- I I - ir Ii a ikf, 

ri'.il -il tin ilnhi'- I’ld whi cis about, 

‘.lilt --41 I inrii- ll'e r iliMe ri'iil. 

] i-r illi 1 s-'li mil i-r -- I nr. ili--n 

T'i the )inr’< tvime. (aii is tin* fa?hif>n, 

.\i ■ .ir.litii; 111 till- lj» I I'.irms, 

1 0 keep men ifuui inglorious harms,) 

'I’hnt Tii'-ne pres'inio to rome so near, 

.t s |. .rti |i --1 ■-■I si iki,- ot' 1,1 .ir , 
li'aii , >1 t ho 1 - -1 Inrdi, 

1 ■ I kp-'isi iiii.iiis,-i' I - i-i \ iin jpi'partb, 
irtliiv 1 "Ml. vi.-iiiiiiUd -'M. -iiid laiiu-, 

N-i il-iri.iiil'j ilot I * :-U- it 1 III dill ; 

Alth-.ugli thi- I - ir iLtiii mill il, l-'mi: houiiiT 
I II hi.iii.-ur t-i Ml I'm.- fc:-"'d I" ■ gri.imil, 

\\ ll-'ll lie's i-ni: ig'd, iiliil I iki- lei liolKi , 

If any prcss njion him, who ’tis; 
liut lets lliem know, ,at their own cost, 
'J'hat he intends to keep his post, 

Tills (-1 pren nt, an.! . ili. r lijinns, 

I'll II alu.ik s vi.iii on 1 1 ii - I't .It III', 

I I'rii in tile h.irr> .-i i l» i\ , 

' I Is h.ird tn ki I (• out oi h iim’s un>.l 
■| hither llie Kiiiglii Im' i >-iirse did 'lei r, 

T 0 kp*‘p Itie l-e II e 'l w iki d.-i; .iiid U .'if ; 

Ak he hiliev d II' W 11 li.-liiid to d-> 

In lonscience and cornniission too; 

And Iherifi-re llius l.e-puki the 'squire: 

W e liiiil .ire m i-ilv iiii-onicd lii)i^ln.r 

'riliill ( i'M:il:ilile- III ■ Iirule r^ll, 

AV lien oil irihiinni la in h » e -if, 

J lie spi'i iil.itors sli.iuld loreM-e, 

Fn-ni rh iros .-I milii'rilv. 

I'- rii iidisl iiiKi liii i> I'll ibi r than 
J,orv I’rotolarian tythinij-jnen. 

And then fore hriiig inte-rm’d bv bruit, 
'I'hat doir mil hi ar It id In di>|'iit> , 

For so of late men lighting trin-o, 

Hei au-e ll'ev uliin jirine the s,niie ; 
t Ki-r ulii re iht IiTsI iI.k-s liap 1 -j he. 

The last di.s" ■ i i/i- I'.li n J 

ill ||“/.1', hate thought g> >'d. 

To save III’ I \ |-i II V ut I 'liri stiaii hloi-d 
And try if tie, h> iiudi iiioii 
' If treat Y and a. . i-niiin-il iin-n, 

Can ena the quarrel, and compose 
The blootly duel without blows. 

Are not our liberties, our lives, 

The haws, n ligion, and our wives, 

T'nougli -It ome t., In- ,ti -» ike. 

For rriv'ii.iiii and tin- i.,usi s s.,ke 
But in that quarrel dogs and bears. 

As well as we, must venture theirs ? 

This feud by Jesuits invented, 
lik evil counsel is fomented ; 

There is a Machiavilian plot, 

('Iliough ev’ry nare vlfact is not,) 

A deep design in't to divide 
The well anecled that confide, 

By setting brother against brother. 

To claw and curry one another. 

Have we not enemies jilut satis, 

That Cline et angue iicjus hate us ? 

And sliall we turn our fangs and i-laws. 
Upon our ownselves without cause f 
That some occult design doth lye 
In bloody cynarctomachy. 

Is plain enough to him that knows. 

How saints lead brothers by the nose. 

I wish myself a pseudo-mrophet, 

But sure some mischiefwill come of it ; 
Unless by providential wit. 

Or force, we averruncate it. 

For what design, what interest 
Can beast have to encounter beast ? 


I They tight for na espousesi cause, 

I Frail privilege, fundamentul laws, 
j Not for a thorough reformation. 

Nor covenant, nor protestation, 

I Nor liberty of consciences, 

I Nor Lords nor Coinmons ordinances ; 

> I Nor for the dtiirch, nor for chiireii-lands, 


-III- a. Hill. I, f..r lilt m, 
, 1 , 1 ,.,. ., , 11.1 ti.r 


I I -. ji.-n- - . It- .1 -i III- ill. Is mg : 

I S' ■ r I--I il r-iHi- .-I II. Ill, n. 

I 1 n ch t.. 

■| I.’ I'_- i-t. 

i I I.. -r I ..III . . 

i Others ador’d a rat, and some 
I For til it .’hiir. h -iifi'. r’d m irt .v.'F.rn ; 
I The lii-liii. i.-iii.'tii i-'r it-- iriiii. 

I Of th’ eleph.'tnt and nionkcy\ (i«>tli : 

And nrin-. t.-. dclcn-l tint V'ith. 

I F-.iikhl It —'I I-..-' Ill II. 1-. <1. III! 

I -1.1,1. 1 


■| |.<s I. I 


I III 


ii-l kn... 


Themselves and us better titan si 
JJut we, who only do infu.si- 
The rage in them like hniiir-fctis ; 

I ’Tis our example that instills 
I In them th’ infection of our ills. 

For. IS wime late philosopln-rs 
I ilivi «. Il -.1. i-rt .1. tn.- i-is It. it I OHM r-i- 
\\ .III III OI. i.ik.- .lUtr linn, a. I.i-e. 
|ti■l|'lU' ill ill %■ ir. Mini I’ll. I'l's tli.'|.’s ; 

I ,Lisi s.., I-, ..(ir c'x.iI|i['Il. i .mIi- 

I ■ irn I-- r.iH 'in'-'tlii-r l-illlp. 

W .- ,. ..I .11 . 11-. Ill nhi n. 

I W bill (II. . lb -ir- . -I 'Ii- < In I si Ml I I.Pi ilin ' 
I i III . -I .. .1 il.im III ihi -kms i.| In iri, 

I .Anil’i) t il- .t.--cii 111. 5r . -r- 

I 1 r -ill ii-i ii...iM III 1 1. ,11 I iiiii 

Of thi.s lewd anticiiristian game. 

To this, ipioth Kalpho, vi-rily. 

The point seems very plain to me. 

It is an anticlirislian game, 

Unlawful both in thing .md name, 
l-'ir.st, for the ii.iine, the \toiil Hi ar-baitiag 
Js I 'irn «l. oul . f iii'ill's , Ti ding 


F.-r . 


i-rd 


In all iln? .scnpnire on recoril, 

Therefiire unlawftil, and a sin ; 

And so is (secomlly) the thing. 

vile '|M'*nd*ly 'tis-. that can 
\..ii-.., 1-. |•l••l• .1 i-t s,, r,|iti,ri.. ilrm 
J'r-.tii.- lil, 1 1 i -i. . n'lii.iii ii, 

All re Inim.in i rc.Uure cobwebs all. 

Tliirdly, If is I.l.ilalrou!. ; 

For men when men run a-whoring thus 
Will. ihOr InvM.tl.ii.s, mb .i, .-.r 
■| lie ihi'ig l-e, will ihi-r tl.-g ...r bi.ir. 

It is i.l.'l itr.-iis and Pau m, 

N-. II.. lb III w.-r-b.mmig - I U .g.-n. 

yuoin liiidiliras, 1 stm.ll a ral ; 

Kalpho, thou dost prevaricate ; 

For thou;rh the thesis which fhoii lay’sf 

'li.rihai bi-it-l- i.iii-g -bi-iiid i.ppi’iir 

Jure (itctno law fuller 

Than synods are, thou dost dent; 

, Tr.tidrm rrrbi,, sn do I •) 

1 \ el III. re S '1 I.dl.i- > ill lids; 

I F-.r II l-v siv fii-i'iai-'ir, 

Tiisyii /if f roidn, ,iu .art 
Under a cough to slur a f— t, 

, Thou would'st sophistical !y impiv, 
i Both are unlawful, I deny. 

I And I, quoth Kalpho, do not doubt 
But bear-baiting may be made out. 

In gospel- times, as lawful as is 
, I’rovincial or p;irochial classis 
i And that both are so near of kin, 

! And like in all, as well as sin. 

' That put ’em in a bag, and shake ’em. 
Yourself o* the sudden would mistake 'em, 

1 And not know which is which unless 
i V'ou measure by their wickedness : 

I F'or ’tis not hard t’ imagine whether 
O’ th’ two is worst, though I name neither. 

Quotli Hudibras, Thou otler’st much, 
But art not able to keep touch. 

Jt/in* d» Itnlt, as 'tis i’ th’ adage, 

' Id rst, to make a leek a cabbage ; 

Thou’lt be at best but such a bull. 

Or shear swine, all cry, and no wool ; 
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For what can synod* hare at all, 

With l>ear that’s analogical ? 

Or what relation has debating 855 

Of church-affairs with bear>baiting ? 

A just comparison still is 
Of things ^utdem /^cnerit. 

And then what 'aenttt rightly doth 

Include and comprehend them both ? 860 

If animal, both of us may 

As Justly } ass for beats as they , 

For we are animals no less, 

Although of dltfVent specieses. 

But, Ilalpho, this is not (it place, 865 

Nor time fo argue out the case : 

For now the field is not far off, 

VVhere we must give the world a proof 
Of deeds, not words, and such as suit 
Another manner of dispute ; 870 

«-ontrovcrsy that affords 
Actions for arguments, not words : 

Which we must manage at a rate 
Of prowess and conduct adequate 
To what our place and fame doth promise, 875 
And all the gwlly expect from us. 

Nor shall they he deceiv'd, unless 
We’re slurr’d and outcd hy success : 

Success, the m.ark no mortal wit. 

Or surest hand, can always hit : 880 

For whatsoe’er we perpetrate. 

We do but row, we’re steer’d by Fate, 

Which i n success oft d Isl nherl ts, . 

For spurious causes, noblest merits. 

(Jreat actions arc not always true sons 88S 

Of great and mighty resolutions, 

Nor do th’ baldest attempts bring forth 
Events still equal to their worth : 

But sometimes fail, and in their stead 

Fortune and cowardice succeed. 890 


Yet we have no neat cause to doubt. 

Our actions still nave borne us out ; 

Which, though they’re known to be so ample. 

We ne^ not copy from example ; 

We’re not the only iiersons durst 8;) '1 

Attempt this province, nor the first. 

In northern rlime a val’rous knight 
Did whilom kill his bear in fight, 

.And Wi-iind a udiller wi- haii- lioili 
nftlii-.i- tlie «jlije. u ufour Wurth, OM 

.And equal fame and glory from 9 

Th’ attempt of victory to come. 

'Tis sung, there is a valiant Mamaluke 
In foreifpi laiul, yclep’d — 

To whom we have been oft comiiar'd <)/)o 

For person, parts, address, and beard ; 

Botfi equally reputed stout. 

And in the same (;ause both have fought ; 

He oft in such attempts as tliese 

t'anie off with glory and success ; 910 

Nor will wre fail in th' execution. 

Fur want of equal resolution. 

Honour is like a widow, won 
With brisk attempt ana putting on. 

With ent'ring manfully, and urging, 915 

Not slow approaches, like a virgin. 

This said, as yerst the l^hrygian knight, 

.So ours, with rusty steel did smite 
His Trojan horse, and just as much ; 

He mendetl pace upon the touch ; 

But from his empty stomach groan’t^ 

Just as that hollow beast did sound, 

And angry answer’d from behind. 

With brandish’d tail and blast of wind. 

So have I seen, with armed heel, 92S 

A wight liestride a commonweal ; 

While still the more he kick’d and spun* d, 

> The let* tlie sullen jade had stirr'd. 



H U D I B R A S. 


PART FIRST. CANTO SECOND. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The catalogue and characitr 
Of ih' enemiet beet men of mar : 

Whom in a hold harangue, th$ Knight 
Defee, and challenges tojight ; 
ff’ encounters Talgol, routs the Dear,, 
And takes that Fiddler prisoner ; 
Conveys him to inrhanted castle, 

Tltere shuts him fast in ntooden bastile. 


THERE was an ancient sa^ philosopher, 

That had read Alexander Ross over ; 

And swore the world, as he could prove. 

Was made of fighting and of love : 

Just so romances are, for what else 5 

Is in them all, but love and battles 1 
(V th’ llrst of these we’ve no great matter 
To treat of, but a world o' th' latter : 

In which to do the Injur’d right. 

We mean, in what concerns just fight, 10 

Uertes our authors are to blame. 

For to make some well sounding name 
A pattern fit for modem knights 
To copy out in frays and fights ; 

(hike those that a whole street do raze, 15 

To build a palace in the place,) 

They never rare how many others 
They kill, without regard of mothers, 

Or wives, or children, so they can 

Make up some fierce deed-doing man, 90 

t)ompos’d of many ingredient valours. 

Just like the mannood of nine tailors ; 

So a wild Tartar, when he spies 
A man that’s handsome, valiant, wise 
If he can kill him, think* t' inherit, 25 

His wit, his beauty, and his spirit ; 

As if just so much he enjoy’d. 

As in another is destroy’d. 

For when a giant’s slain in fight. 

And mow'd o’ertliwart, or cleft downright/ 30 
It is a heavy case, no doubt, 

A man should have his brains beat out, 

Because he’s tall, and has large bones. 

At men kill beavers for their stones. 

But as for our part, we shall tell, 35 

The naked'truth of what befel ; 

And as an equal friend to both 

The Knight and bear, but more to trotli. 

With neither faction shall take part. 

Hut give to each his due desert; 40 

And never coin a formal lie on’t. 

To make the Knight o’ercoine the giant. 

This b’ing profess'd wo hope’s enough. 

And now go on where we left off. 

They rode, but authors having not 45 

J>8ter min’d whether pace or trot, 

(1 hat is to say, whether tolutation. 

As they do term’t, or succussation.) 

We leave it, and go on, as now 
Suppose they did, no ma^r how : 50 

Yet some ftom subtle hlnu have got 
Mysterious light it was a trot. 

But let that pass : they now begun 
To spur their living engines on. 


l<'or as whipp’d tops, and handy’d balls, 55 

The learnm hold are animals ; 

So horses they affirm to be 
Mere engines made by geometry ; 

And were invented first from engines. 

As Indian Britons were fron> Fenguins. (.0 

So let them be : as I was saying, 

Tliey their live engines piy^tl, hot staying * 

Until they reach’d the fatal champai^i 
Which th' enemy did then cnoamp on ; 

The dire Fhursalian plain, where battle CS 

Was to be wag’d ’twlxt puissant cattle, » 

And fierce auxiliary men. 

That came to aid their l>rethren ; 

Who now began to take the field, 

As knight from ridge of steed beheld ; 70 

For as our motlem wits behold, 

Mounted a pick- back on the old, 

Much farther off: much ftirther he, 

Rais’d on his agetl beast, could see : 

Vet not sufficient to descry 7 5 

All postures of th’ enemy ; 

Wherefore he bids the squire ride further, 

T' observe their numbers, and their order ; 

That when their numbers he had known, 

He might know how to fit hi* own. 80 

Meanwhile ho stopp’d his willing steed. 

To fit himself for martial deed. 

Both kinds of metal he prepared. 

Either to give blows, or to ward ; 

Courage and ste^, both of great force, 85 

Prepar’d for betmr or for worse. 

His death-charg'd pistols he did fit well. 

Drawn out from life preserving vittle ; 

These being prim’d, with force he labour’d 
To free’s sword from retentive scabbard : 90 

And after many a painful pluck. 

From rusty durance he bail’d tuck. 

Then shook himself, to see that prowess 
In scabbard of his arms sat loose ; 

And rais’d upon his UespYate foot, 95 

On stirrup-side he gaz’d about. - 

Portending blood, like blazing star. 

The beacon of appfoacljlng war. 

Ralpho rode on with no less speed 

Than Hugo in the forest did : 1 50 

But far more in returning made ; 

For now the foe he had survey’d. 

Rang’d, as to him they did appear. 

With ran main battle, winin and rear. 

I* th’ head of all this warUkc rabble, 1 76 

Orowdero inarch’d, expert and able. 

Instead of trumpet ana of drum, 

Tliat makes the warrior’s stomach come. 
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Whose noJse whets Talour sharp, like beer 
By thunder turn’d to vinegar ; 

(For if a trumpet sound, or drum beat, 
vVho has not a month’s mind to combat ?) 

A squeaking engine he apply ’d 
Unto his ncek, on north-east side, 

Just where the hangman does di.sjwse. 

To special friends, the knot of noose ; 

For ’tis great gr.ire, when statesmen strait 
I>espaiili a iru-iid, Iti lalier. w uf. 

Jii- warped i ir liuiig ..'er iIil strings. 

Which was hut souse to chitterlings; 

For gut-s, some write, vrc they are soilden. 
Are fit for musiu, or for pudcfen ; 

From whence men borrow ev’rv kind 
I7f min^treIsy, by string or wind. 

His grisly beard was long and thick, 

■"'ith vrhi'-h hrstrung lii“ fiddle stick : 

* 1 ' jr he h.ir^ tail ■« .nu d i.> ow^, -jSi'' 

I'.ir wliat iMi ills own i Inn did grow. 

I inron. ihi- I nr h ggil hard, liid 
A beard and tail ot his own growth ; 

And yet by autiiors ’tis avert’d, 

He made use only of his beard. 

In Staffordshire, where virtuous worth 
Hoes raise tin* minstrelsy, not birth. 

Whore l ulls do ciioose Uie boldest king. 

And ruler, o'er the men of siring ; 

(As once in Persia, 'tis said. 

Kings were proclaim’d by horse that neigh’d ;) 
He bravely vent'ring at a crown, 

Hy chance of war was beaten down, 

A nd wounded sore : his leg then broke. 

Had got a deputy of oak ; 

For when a shin in sight is cropt, 

The knee with one of timher’s propt : . 
Esteem'd more hon'rable than the other, 

And takes place, thougli the younger lirother 
Next march’d brave Orsin, famous for 
Wise conduct, and success in war ; 

A skilful leader, stout, severe, 

Now marshal to the champion Bear. 

With truncheon tipt with Iron head. 

The warrior to the lists he led ; 

With solemn march, and stately pace. 

But far more grave and solemn face ; 

(xrave as the Emperor of Pegu, 

Or Spanish potentate, Don Diego. 

This leader was of knowledge great, 

Either for charge, or for retreat. 

He knew when to fall on pell-mell. 

To fall back and retreat as well. 


1 That which so oft by sundry writers 
i' Has lieen appiy’d t’ almost all fighters. 
More justly may b’ ascribed to ^is. 
Than any other warrior, (vi?.) 

I None ever irtid l-.oth pirl-. l-i|.b r, 

I K-ilh a . I.e li.iin mil ,i -..l.lu r 


I Jieiiv il iiiiiisell in a rigiit line. 

I Not as the ancient lieroes did, 

0 I Who, that their base births might he hid, 
i (Knowing they were of a doubtful gender. 
And tii'it Hi. V , ime in yt i 
M i.li- .liii.iiii ."ill. r, 

0 ill' g.nl', L ill iMi- i.i ili. ir !■ 1 11 moilii. ri, 
•*» T-i gt l ..Il till "I I r 1, e i-i ( Il ,11. ii j 

(dl .,|.i h ol.l II, 1,,. r lir i 11. l.iiiii' ^jii- 
Ar. f..|.hvliv ill 11 .rlliiTii -i.bi re 
tl I, iiii ll>|||■■l^■'l il iri. I .i.i| ; 

I l‘'roin liitn liis great forefathers came, 

J .\nil in ill r, hi. ii n,,.-. 

1 ■ irii.-,l lie u Ill iiieil I 'fill I. .re . 

I' -r iiy hi, •i-l.- 1 p.iii. h he w.-re, 

Heplefc with strange liermetic iiowder, 
Th.at wounds nine miles point-blank would 

■> By skilful eliemist with great cost 
Extracted from a rotten jiost ; 
j But of a heiv’iili.,'r infliit n. e 
*1 ii.iii III II w ii.. il inouiiicl, ink , illspi 11 '. , 
Th.iugli !■> rr..iiieilii'(in nr. in el,-, 

> As they do quack that drive that trade. 

For as when slovens do amiss 

At others’ doors, by stool or piss, 

The learned write, a red-liot spit 
Being prudently aiiplv'd to it. 

• I ill c.iniev inio liiet rrniii ilic dung 
Unto tlie part tint did the '■vruig : 
ill), .IcI beilii-ig, iiinl ,1 . .lire 

Ih.ll did nil-, hi-.-t’, lhi> WiUllll cure. 

Thus virtuous Orsin was endu’d 

> With l./irning, . ..nilu l.fnriitude 
Jii. .imi'.ir.iMe ; .md .i- the jirm, e 
Of poets, Homer, sung long since, 

A skilful leech is better far 
'I’haii half a liuudred men of war; 

' I *'1 he j|.p..ar’ii, ind liy lii, ,kiJl, 

I , No l< III in dint . 1 ' Mi.iril, i lUild kill. 

'I he g iliaiit Briiln ni irch'd rieil inm, 
Wiili V... ig.‘ f..riiiidalily grlin, 


So lawyers, lest the Bear defendant, 

And plaintiff Dog, sliould make an end on't. 
Do stave and tail with writs of error. 

Reverse of judgraept, and demurrer. 

To let them breath awhile, and then 
Cry whoon, and set them on again. 

As Romulus a wolf did rear. 

So he was dry-nurs’d by a l>ear. 

That fed him with the purchased prey 
Of many a tierce and hlootly fray ; 

Bred up where discipline most rare is. 

In military garden, Paris. 

As soldiers heretofore did grow 
In gardens just as weeds do now ; 

Until some Milay-foot politicians 
T' Apollo offer’d up petitions. 

For licensing a new invention 
Th’ad founclout an antique engine. 

To root out all the weeds that grow 
In public gardens at a blow. 

And leave th’ herbs standing. Quoth Sir Sun 
My friends, that is not to be done. 

Not done ! quo’ Stateraan ; ves, an’t please ye, 
IVhcn ’tis once known, you’ll say ’tis easy. 
Why then let’s know it, quoth Apollo. 

We’ll beat a drum, and tney’ll all follow. 

A drum, quoth Pheebus, troth that’s true, 

A pretty Invention, quaint and new 
«But though of voice and instrument 
We are tn’ undoubted president. 

We such loud music don't profess ; 

I'he Devil’s master of that office 
Where it must nas.s, if’t be a drum 
He'll sign It with Cler. Pari. Dom. Com. 

To him apply yourselves, and he 
Will soon despatch you for his fise. 

They did so ; hut it prov'd so 111, 

Th’ad better let ’em grow there still. 

But to resume what we discoursing 
Were od before, that Is, stout Orrin ; 


I I bill 11. a III.UIIU' •/' f/il ;.’||| rrp 

Of rough, impfii' irahh* fur ; 

.tiid III III, like Iiirli in king, 

I Ho wore, for oni.nmonf, a ring ; 

1C5 ! About Ills nock a thrci fold gnrgcf, 

I As rough as trebled leathern target ; 

Armed, as heralds, canf, and langucd. 

Or, as the vulgar sav, sharji-fanged. 

For as the teeth in Dc.asts of prey 
170 i Are swords, with whlclt they fight in fray ; 

So swords, in men of war, are teeth 
Which they do cat their vitUo with. 

He was by birth, some authors write, 

■ A Russian, some a Muscovite ; 

175 And ’mong the Cossacks had been bred, 

I Of whom we in diurnals read, 

I That serve to fill up pages here. 

As with their bodies ditches tliere : 

I Scrimaiisky was his cousin-german, 

180 1 With whom he serv’d, and fed on vermin : 

, j And when these fail’d, he’d suck his claws. 
And quarter himself upon his paws. 

I And though his countrymen, the Huns, 

Did stew their meat between their hums 
185 And th’ horses backs o'er which they straddle, 
I And every man ate up his saddle, 

I He was not half so nice as they. 

Rut ate it raw when’t came in’s way. 

! He had trac’d countries far and near, 
lUO I More than Le Blanc the traveller; 

Who writes he spous’d in India, 

Of noble house, a lady gay. 

And got on her a race of worthies 
' As stout as any upon earth Is. 

195 ; Full many a fight for him between 
I Talgol and Orsin oft had been ; 

I Each striving to obtain the crown 
I Of a sav’d citizen ; the one 
I To guard his Bear, the other fought 
%00 ^ To ^ his Dog ; l^tb made more stout. 
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Bt several spurs of neighbourhood, 

Cnurrh. felJow.membership, and blood ; 

But Talgdl, mortal foe to cows, 

Never got ought of him but blows ; 

Blows, nard and heavy, such as he 
Ilad lent, rej>aid with 'isury. 

Yet Ta4;ol was of courage stout. 

And vanquish’d ofi’ner than he fought ; 300 

Inur’d to labour, sweat, and toil. 

And, like a charnnion. shone with oil. 

Right many a widow his keen blade. 

And many fatherless, had made. 

lie many a boar and hugh dun cow, 30;> 

Did, like another (Juy, o'erthi'ow ; 

Bill t'liiv uiih him in fiahi ii>iii|i.irM, 

Hid Ilk..- the boar and dun cow C.ir d. 

W'lth greater troops of ilu-ep h' h.td f.-oghi. 

Than Ajis, or b.ild Don Ooix.iie; 310 

And m.iiiv a -H-rpeiii of fell kind, 

ii.h wlng^ before, anil bililnd, 

bubdii’d, as poets say, long agonc. 

Bold *'ir fieorge, St. fjeorge, did tbe dragon. 

Nor engine, nor d.-v i, e poleiiiii, 315 

lineage, nor d.i' tor ePideiiiic, 

Tltougli -iliai'd with ileleterv im d'. In.--*, 

(IVhich whosoever took is dead sinee,) 

E'er sent so vast a colony, 

'fo both the under worlds ns ho. 320 

For he was of that noble trade, 

That demi-gods and heroes made. 

Slaughter and knocking on the head, 

Tlie traile on which they all were bred, 

And is, like others, glorious when 325 

’Ti.s great and lar^, but base if mean. 

The former rides tn triumph for it. 

The latter la a two-wheel'u chariot, 

For daring to \irofane a thing, 

So sacred with vile bungling. 330 

Next the.se the brave Magnano came, 

Magnano ! great in martial fame. 

Yet when with Orsln he wag'd fight, 

’Tis sung he got but little by’t. 

V'et he was fierce at forest boar, 335 

Whose spoils upon his back he wore. 

As thick as A^ax’ seven-fold shield, 

Which o’er his brazen arms he held; 

But brass was feeble to resist. 

The fury of his arineil fist : 310 

Nor could the hardest iron hold out 
Against his blows, but they would tlirough’t. 

In magic he was deeply read, 

.\s he tliat made the orazon head ! 

Profoundly skill'd in the black art, 315 

As English Merlin for his heart ; 

But far more skilful in the spheres. 

Than he was at the sieve and shear*. 

He could transform liimself in colour. 

As like the devil as a collier ; 350 

As like as hypocrites in show. 

Are to true saints, or crow to crow. 

Of warlike engines he was author, 

Devis'd for quick despatch of slaughter ; 

The cannon, blunderbuss, and skater, 355 

Ho was th' ii ventor of and maker ; 

Tlie trumuet and the kettle-drum. 

Did both from his invention come. 

He was the first that e’er did teach, 

To make, and how to stop a breach. . 360 

A lance he boro with iron pike, 

Th' one half would thrust, the other strike ; 

And when their forces he had join’d. 

He scorn’d to turn his parts behind. 

He Trulla lov’d, Trulla more bright, 3C5 

Than burnish’d armour of her knight: 

A bold virago, stout and tali, 

As Joan of France, or English Mall. 

Through perils both of wind and limb. 

Through thick and tlxin she follow’d mm, , 370 

In ev’ry adventure h’ undertook. 

And never him or it forsook. 

At broach of wall, or hedge surprise. 

She shar'd I’ th' hazard and the prize ; 

At beating quarters up, or forage, 375 

Behav’d herself with matchless courage. 

And laid about in fight more busily, 

* hau th’ Amazonian dame Penthesile. 

And though some critics here cry shame, 
nd say our authors ate to blame, 380 

^t (spite of all philosophers. 

Who hold no females stout but bears : 

And heretofore did so abhor. 

That women should pretend to war. 


Thfv w.-iiild lint suffer the stoutest dame, 385 
'l'•t b»»-ir |i\ ikri-ulp,'* nami-.| 

M.iki- 1 . . M- I uliv. III iheir wurk*. 

I'o light like ii-riiKiganti and Furk^: 

T-i I IV |lii ir II iiive ariiii OaiJp, 

■| lii.r 111 iind ride aviride ; 3it0 

'I mu I i-it It men, and uir-ld. 

Their naked tools in open field 
.^ivtout .\riiiiil.i, li..Id Tli.ili-.trN. 

lint ufiil.l li.ni. |i,.,>ii ihk- jnistreM 
I II < iiin.liliiTi , Lilt he li.iU gr.ice, 31*5 

And rather took a country lass : 

Th.-v ' IS ’ti f ilve nithi.iii .ill sense. 

Bill i.f piri.i. l■■llb c-.ri«r.|iiHni-e 

T-i g-ivi. rniiii-iii, tthii.li tlitv l•llpI■':lse 

t an III w r l-e iiphi-Iil in [>iove ; 4( 0 

Strip N iiure n iked in ihe Aiii, 

\'iiii 11 mid .iIxjui lier nu -Ui li ilihig. 

It maybe so ; yet what we tell, 

I )f Trfjw that’s improbable, 

Shall lieaepos’d by those have seen’t, 405 

Or what’s as gootl, produc’d in print; 

.And if they will not take our word. 

We’ll prove it true upon record. 

'I'he upright Cerdon next advanc’d. 

Of all his race the valiant’st: 410 

Ordon the (ireat, renown’d in song. 

Like Herc’les, for repair of wrong ; 

He rais’d the low, and fortify’d 
Tlie w eak again.st the strongest side : 

111 has ho read, that never hit, 41.5 

On him in Muses' deathless writ. 

He had a weapon keen and fierce. 

That through a bull-hide siiield would pierce. 

And cut it in a thousand nieces, 

'rhough tougher than the Knight of Greece has, 420 
With whom his hlack-thumb’d ancestor. 

Was ( omrade in the ton years’ war ; 

For when the restless GreeLs sat down 
So many years, before Troy town. 

And were renown’d, as Homer writes, 425 

For well seal’d boots, no less than fights ; 

They ow’d that glory only to 
: His ancestor, that made them so. 

Fast friend he was to reformation. 

I Jntil ’twas worn quite out of foshion 43Q 

Next rectifier of wry law. 

And would make three t’ cure one flaw. 

J/earned he was, and could take note, 

Transcribe, collect, translate, and quote. 

But preaching was his chiefest talent, 4fi 

Or argument, in which b’ing valiant. 

He us’d to lay about and stickle. 

Like ram or trail at conventicle : 

For disputants, like rams and bulls, 

Do fight with arms that spring from skulls. 440 
J last (^olin came, bold man of war. 

Destin’d to blow by fotal star ; 

Right expert in’fcoramand of horse, 

But cruel and without remorse. 

That which of Centaur long ago 445 

Was said, and has been wrostra to 
Some other knights, was true of this. 

He and his horse were of a piece. 

One spirit did inform them Doth. 

The self-same vigour, fury, wroth : 450 

Yet he was much the rougher part, 

And always had a harder heart ; 

I Although the horse had been of those 
That fed on man's flesh, as fame goes ; 

' Strange food for horse ! and yet, uas, 455 

Ft may be true ; for flesh is grass. 

Sturdy he wa.s, and no less able 
I Than'Hcrcules to clean a stable : 

As great a drover, and as great 
A critic too, in hn||;ox neat. 460 

; He ript the womb up of his mother. 

Dame Tellus, ’cause she wanted fodder 
And provender wherewith to feed 
Himself, and his less cruel steed. 

It was a question whether he 4<')6 

Gr’s horse were of a family 
More worshipful : till antiquaries, 

[After they’d almost por'd out their eyes,) 
i Did very learnedly decide 

1 The bus’ness on the horse’s side, 470 

' And prov’d not only hone, but cows. 

Nay pigs were of the elder house : 

For beasts, when man was hut a piece 
Of earth himself, did th' earth pessess. 

These worthies were the chief that led 475 
The combatants, each in the head 
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Of his command, with arms and rage. 

Heady and loiigin); to cngap;. 

The num’rous rabble was drawn out 
Of sev'ral counties round about, 480 

From villages remote, and shires 
Of east ann vrtjstern hemispheres : 

From foreign parishes and regions. 

Of diff ’rent manners, speech, religions, 

Panu- men tmI imstitft ; some to <ig))t 4S.'» 

For lame ind li.-imiir. soine fur siglil. 

And now the lu-ld oi de iili, the lists 
Were eriler'd bv anl.igoiiisis, 

And lil.'.-l re.idv to be broaih'd, 

W h, n Hiiilil.r Is III baate approai h'd, 490 

With >.piire and we tp.Mis to all.n k vn ; 

Hut first thus from his horse Itesnake ’em : 

What rage.'O citizens ! what rury, 
p.'th vou l.i tliese dire actions iiui rv ■> 

\Miat Ifstri.rn, ssli.it iilireiieii*' moi-d 495 

Makes ^ou thus Lmsh of \our hli».l, 

AMiile the proud \'ii s >our trophies t. 

And unreveiigd walks (jh.ist e 

What towns, wh.ti parrisimH iiughi >uii 
\4 iih hi/ard i.filns blood siil'due, .OtM) 

V\’hii h now y'.ire b..ni lo ilir.jw away 
In vain, untriuinpli d.le lra> ■* 

Shall saints in civil tiluoilshed wall.'W 
I saints, and let me cause lie f.iMow > 
he cause, for which we fought and swore 505 
So boldly, shall we now give o’er ? 

Then, because quarrels still are seen 
With oaths and swearings to begin, 

The solemn league and covenant 

Will seem a mere frod-damn-me-rant ; 510 

And we that took it, and have fought 

As lewd as drunkards th.at fall out : 

For as we make war for the king 
Against himself, the self-same thing, 

Home will not stick to swear we do 515 

For (iod, and for religion too : 

For if bear-baiting we allow. 

What good can reformation do ? 

The blood and treasure that’s laid out. 

Is thrown away, and goes for nought. 520 

Are these the fruits o’ th’ jirotesUiUon, 

The prototype or reformation, 

Which all the saints, and some, since martyrs. 
Wore In their hats like wedding-garters. 

When ’twa.s resolv'd hy either house 525 

Six members’ quarrel to espouse? 

they for tins draw down the rabble, 

With zeal and noises formhlable. 

And make all cries about the town 

Join throats to cry the bishops down ? 5.'50 

Who having round begirt the palace, 

(As once a month they do the gallows,) 

As members gave the sign about. 

Set up their throats with hideous shout. 

When tinkers bawl’d aloud, to settle 535 

Church discipline, for patching kettle: 

No sow-gclder did blow his horn 
To geld a cat, but cry’d, llcforni. 

The oyster-women luck’d their fish up, 

And trudg’d away, to cry. No Bisho]>. 540 

The mouse-trap men laid save-alls by. 

And 'gainst Evil Counsellors did cry. 

Botchers left old clothes in the lurch. 

And fell to turn and patch the church. 

Some cry’d Uru Covenant, instead 545 

Of pudding-pics, and ginger-bread. 

And some for brooms, old bools and shoes. 

Bawl’d out to Ihirgc the Common-house. 

Instead of kitchen-stuff, some cry, 

A gosjiel-prcaching Ministry : 650 

And some for old suits, coats, or cloak, 

No Surplices, nor Service-book. 

A strange harmonious inclination 
Of all degrees to reformation. 

And is this all ? is this the end 555 

To which these carr’ings on did tend ? 

Hath public faith, like a young heir. 

For this ta’en up all sorts of ware. 

And run inf ev'ry tradesmah’s hook, 

Till both turn’d bankrupts and are broke ? 560 

Hid saints for this bring in the plate. 

And crowd as if they came too late ? 

For when they thought the cause bad need on’t. 
Happy was he that could get rid on’t. 

Did they coin jpiss-pots, bowls, and floggons, 565 

Inf officers ofhorse and dragoons ; 

And into pikes and musquetcers 
Stamp beakers, cups, and porringers ? 


A fhlmhU*, h.-vlkin. and a spoon. 

Hid Mart up livm,: im ii .i . .'Oii 370 

Ai I'l ihe fiiriiue ihi y wi re thrown ; 

.Iu>l like Ihe dragon'-* Id III b'ing - iw ri. 

Then was the cause of gold and plaie, 

Th’ lirethrou’s olf ’rings, consecrate^ 

Like th’ Hebrew calf, and down before it 575 
The sjunts fell jirostrate to adore it , 

So say the wicked— and will you 
Make that sarcasmus scandal true. 

By running after dogs and bears. 

Beasts more unclean than calves or steers ^ 'HO 
Have pow’rful preachers ply’d their tongui^f 
And laid themselves out fin'd their lungs, 
l/s’d all means, both direct and sinister, 

I’ th’ i>ower of gospel-preaching minister ? 

H.ave they invented tones to win 5S5 

The women, atul make them draw in 
The men, as liulians with a female 
T une < h (dt-int InveigI" llv male -' 

H ixe till > l■■l■l deiici- wll.ll it nill-l ibi, 

W l...m I : ivo.d, .mil VI h.iin i-. irm.i ii. ’ 590 

Disi'.-.ver’d th’ enemy’s design. 

Ami wlii h w.iv hi .i l-i ( ■■uni. riTiin. ' 

I'r.-^, l■l■d wh ,i v i\s il l> ilh !■■ u.iik. 

Or it will ne’er advance the kirk ? 

'l^■l•i Ii i)ie III u . 1. ih’ i j*i exprfv, 595 

Au-I .iii-rg-sl -r l.ul -u... vs. 

M.eh.- pr.ivi r-, m-i •■» hke peliii-ins, 

A> •■*■ riures .iii.l i-r"i -i'iln>n., 

(Such as the .army did present 

'I’o their cre.itor, th’ ]’;irli imcnt,) COO 

In will. Il itii y Itii I* w III I'iinless, 

’1 11. y will ll■•i,| 11111...1 B'.’quievi, 

I'nI.’-* ih. w.irk h. I irrv'il on 
In tiie *.11110 wav ihi v h m I'lgiin, 

Bv setting church .anil coinmon-wcal b’()5 

.All i.n .a tl line, hrigl.t as their zerd. 

I m will. Il till- saJiiis wsre all ag..g, 

And all this for a Bear and Dog ! 

'I'he I'arliiiment drew up petitions 

To ’(self, and sent them, like rommissions, CIO 

To well-all'eifted persons down, 

In ev’ry city and great town ; 

With pow'r to levy horse and men, 

Only t.v bring them hai k agen • 

Fi-r tins il-l in.iii.. iii.iiiy a mile, (11.5 

Blih- iiiJiiliiliv III I ink uiiiil lile, 

\V Ilh i.api r. in their hats, that slu-w .| 

As if they 10 ihe pillory reili . 

H.iv.' .Ill these < ••(live-, Ihe-e ilTert>, 

B.v 11 Irj'd »■> |« ■•l /e .1 all (,20 

I'llii ft remit, eniiii/Mil an i it, 

.\nd ill I advaiite ihe 1 .ium* s utmci ' 

And sh.ill all iiow be thrown away 
In petiilaiii inie-iiiie tiay r* 

wli.iii we ih.n III the 1 ov’n.mt swore, f25 

Kaili ni m ot Us lu run U-u<r« 

.Aiudher still in reloriiinlion, 

• live Hogs and Bv.irsa dmp. risaii.'P ' 

How w ill d>>s< niing hrellni 11 lel-sh it 

\\ hjt will Di .iign.inis s.i.v z iiil./h.r, 650 

That eaci^ man swore 10 do In* hist. 

To d.iiiiii and pirjuri <tll ilu- r. -i , 

And hid ihe drill i.iki ihp hiinIrnoEl, 

Who al this r.i. e Is liki lo win iii..si. 

1 hey 'll s.iy uur lus’ue's lo rehrm C,35 

The'church and state, is but a worm ; 

For to subscribe, unsight, unseen. 

To nn unknown chureh-disc-ipline. 

What is it else, but beforehand 

'F' engage, and after understand ? (HO 

For when we swore to carry on 

'I’he present reformation. 

According to the purest mode 
Of churches best reform'd abroad. 

What did we else but make a vow Cl 5 

To do we know not what or how ? 

For no ftiree of us will agree 

Where, or what churches these stiould be ; 

And is indeed the self-same case 

With theirs that swore et caterat ; C 'lO 

Or the French league, in which men vow’d 

To light to the last drop of blood. 

'Fhese slanders will lie thrown upon 
The cause and work we carry on. 

If we petroit men to run headlong f>55 

T' exorbitances fit for Bedlam ; 
llather than gospel-walking timeii. 

When slightest sins are greatest crimes. 

But we the matter so shMl handle, 

Aa to remove that odious scandal ; 660 



Canto II.] 

In name of King and Parliament, 

I charge ye all, no more foment 
This feud, but keep the peace between 
Your brethren and your countrymen : 

And 1(1 those places straight repair, 

U’Ik re >iiur re->pi i iivi il »ellmg« are. 

Hui to ih.ii pur] ■ iirr<.iidi.r 

'I'lic Fiddler, n^ the prime dtli'iidir, 

Th" ill! endiarv vile, ni ili n is i Inef 
Aull'or aiiil eiicliuer of mi'i lin t'. 

Thai nijke'> 'livi-iiin beiwivii friendi, 

F..r pr-'farie .uuj inalleiimi end-. 

He and lb il engine of iile tiuiie, 

I »n u hi h illi'i; >ll> he pMvs, 

s.ii.ill, /' twn t lifnei. l-'illi l-e brr-ilght 

T'l < 'ihlign punishinent, a- •■ii,;lit. 

'1 ins must be done, and I would lam seo 
Mortal so sturdy as to gainsay : 

For then I'll take another course. 

And soon reduce you all by force. ( 

This said, he clapt his hand on sword. 

To show he meant to keep his word. 

But Talgol, who had long supprest 
Inflamed wrath in glowing breast, 

. 'W'hicli now l.c::in t i nee and burn ns 
J nipl II iMe a- il line in furn.ii c, 

"I hu> lM^wer'■l h'lii 'I'h-'ii vermin wretched, 
A' lit III mi' i-l. I piiru w 14 h i! h» <1 , 

Thun tail rf W 'lr'hiii, that d-wt Ijrow 
( hi tiiinp ijI jn-li' e i‘ l.■|■c<.lW ; i 

}i.-u •! ir'.( (hull u nil thill lullcn lugg.v^ 
tl' th’ self, old ir’n, and other baggage. 

With which thy steed of bones and leather 
Has broke his wind in halting hither; 

How durst th’, I say, adventure thus ' 

’1" oiipose thy lumber against us ? 
t’ouui lliine impertinence find out 
No w.-.rli t’ rrii)il.iv it ■(elf abriut, 

W here ihou. - ■ urc Irom WikkIi'II blow, 

'1 I'V |iii>,y 4 im(> migbi 4 I 4how 1 ’ 

Was no dispute a-foot between 
The caterwawling brethren*^ 

■N’o subtle questinn rais'd among 
i li.i-e out II -ilii ir V. 11 ., and tlio^ i' ih' wrung: 
No j-rl/e liHiwei.n ilioie comlniantH 
O’ th’ times, the land and water saints ; 

Where thou might'st stickle without hazard 
Of outrage to thy hide muzzard ; 

And not for want of bus'noss come 
To us to be thus troublesome, 

T’ interrupt our laitter sort 
Of disputants, and spoil our sport? 

Was there no felony, no bawd, 

Out-ijurse, nor burglary aliroad ? 

No stolen pig nor plunder’d goose, 

To tie thee up from breaking loose ? 

No .ill. uiili' I Ill'll, brolii II hedge, 
fur wbi,.li ih.iii >1 lime migli('-t allegi , 

'1 o keep fbee bu-v liom foul evil, 

And shame due to thee from the devil ; 

I T)id no committee sit, where he 
Might cut out journey-work for thee ; 

And set th’ a task, with subornation. 

To stitch up sale and sequestration. 

To cheat, with holiness and zeal. 

All parties and the common-weal ? 

Much better had it been for thee, 

H’ had kept thee where th’ art us’d to be ; 

Or sent th' on '.ms'ness any whither. 

No he had never brought thee hither. 

But if th’ hadst brain enough in skull. 

To keep itself in lodging wholer 
And not provoke the rage of stones 
And cudgels to thy hide and bones ; 

Tremble, and vanish, while thou may’st. 

Which I’ll not promise if thou stay’st. 

At this the Knight grew high in wroth. 

And lifting hands and eyes up lioth, , 

Three times he smote on stomach stout. 

From whence at last these words broke out : 

W’as I for this entitled, Sir, 

And girt with trusty sword and spur, 
r or tame and honour to wage battle, 

T^hus to be brav’d by foe to cattle ? 

Not all that pride that ina^es thee swell 
As big as thou dost blown up veal ; 

Nor all thy tricks and sleights to cheat. 

And sell thy carrion for good meat ; 

Not all thy. magic to repair 
Decay’d old age in tough lean -ware. 

Make nat’ral death appear thy work. 

And stop the gangrene in stale pork ; 
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Not all that force that makes thee proud, 
Because by bullock ne’er withstood ; 
'riiough'arm’d with all thy cleavers, knives, 7 
And axes made to hew down lives. 

Shall save or help thee to evade 
Thf hand of jii-tlcc, nr (his blade, 

W ill. Il l.lnr -uiiird bearer, do curry, 

F.-r ■ i4il ll•.L■■l ,inil mllii.iry. 7 

.Niir ^h ill 111041' WiTils of v'ennin base, 

W hn h ib- ii hi't from ihi ir naiive plaiT, 

1 hv 'l■■llla. h. i.iiinp'd !.> iliiig '.n me, 

< ..I iinn-vi II,; .1, ll.iiugh I am free. 

1 li-.u il i»ii (he ..n.ie iliruil shall devour 'em, 7 
I. ike ( iiMlid be. (', inj niy de.ir li.r ’em. 

Nnr slnli II e’lT hr' •■iirf. that wight 
\V nil ({.lUiitli t l-iiif, .III. I I. L-es uihiie, 

.\nil r..iiiiil l.iuiit mini In ..n by hi» siulc, 

>.J great .1 nnn it ;iriris dtiVd 7 

Wild w.ir.N f ir l.iiurer ih ui wormwiMd, 

'I li.it u 1,11 III III .l.-b or I lil/tl ‘hr Iff kmI. 

Dogs wi(h thf ir l.',r.gm4 their w.jund* do heal, 
But nun wnh hind-, .i- ili.iu -hall feel. 

Till- ' ihl, umli b i.iv r.ig.- hi miu. h'd 7 

ill- R.iiislfji. 1h.1i III h.il .Il r- IV 11, h'll ; 

ben.ling ( rn k, he leiclIM full 
•igiirisi ih' ...iinde of T ilg.'l ' -kull- 
\ .•« i-ur. (!■ it he Nluiulil n.- er -tir further, 

.\..r 11 . • i..rih ( ..w or biilloi k imirUu r. 7 

But I’ ill. 14 . .line III shape uf ruvi. 

And ’twixt the soring and hammer thrust 
Her <}.?rg.''rrshicVl. which ma.'le the crx k 
‘.I iiM .liif. .14 '1 were ir.iUHforrii’.l to -to. k. 

Me HI »liiie liireo I'.ilg.-I, g tili'ring iiiiehi, 7 
W iih rngg.^l truHi lieiJii 1 h irg'd ihe.Kmghi; 

Bui be vv.ih I’etr.uiel ui-heav’d. 

Instead of shield, the blow received. 

'J'he gnn recoil’d, as well it might. 

Not us’d to such a kind of fight, 7 

And >.bmnk from its great master’s gripe, 

Kii... k .1 d..Aii .mil -iiiiin'd wnh mortal rtriiio. 

'I h.-ii Mil. I. hr i>, wnh I'uri.niv hiii.le, 
l)rew out his sword ,* but not so fast. 

But Talgol first with hardy thwack 7 

Twice bruis’d his head, and twice his back. 

But when his nu<-brown sword was out. 

With stomach Iiuge lie laid about, 

loiprintlng m.anv a wound upon 

lilt mortil f.v. (he truiv been ; I 

‘I lie tru-iv ( ii.lgel dl>l oppose 

Itself .ag I'lllst rt.-id^l.iirig blows. 

To gii ird il- 1. .adi r froiii fell hanc. 

And then reveng’d itself again. 

And though the .sword, some understood, fi 
In force h.ad much the oilds of wood, 

’Twas nothing so ; lioth sides were balanc’d 
•So e«iual, none knew which was valiant’st: 

F..r wood will, hon.iur b'ing engag'd, 

1- so impl.i. (il.ly eririic'd ; 8 

’I huugh iron hew and mangle sore, 

Wo-xl wounds and bruises iiiin(.ur more. 

And now both knights were out of breath, 

Tir’d in the hot pursuit of death ; 

\\ hiNi all the rest amaz'd siikkI '(ill, 8 

KxneiiinK which should take or kill. 

■| his Hu.iibras observ'd ; and frelimg, 

I'onqiiesi should be «o long a-gciimg. 

Me drew up all Ills force inlo 

One body, and that Into one blow. fi 

But Talgol wisely avoided it 

By ciiniung sleight ; for had It hit. 

The upper pan of him the blow 
Had slit, as sure as that below. 

Meanwhile th* incomparable Ciolon, £ 

To aid his friend, began to fall on : 

Him Ilalph encounter'd, and straight gv.-w 
A dismal combat ’twixt them two; 

Th’ one arm’d with metal, th’ other with wood, 
This fit for bruis^ and that for blood. is 

With many a stifT thwack, many a bung, 

Haril crab-tree and old iron rang ; 

While none that saw them could divine 
To which side conquest would incline. 

Until Magnano, who did envy I 

That two should with so many men vie, 

By subtle stratagem of brain 
Perform’d what force could ne’er attain ; 

For he, hr foul hup, having found 

Where thistles grew on barren ground, f 

In haste he drew his weapon out, 

And having cropt them from the root, 

He clapp'd them underneath the tail 
Of steed, with pricks as sharp as nail. 
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The angry beast did stralglit resent 
The wroiig <lono to his fundament ; 

Began to kick, and fling, and wince, 

Ab if h’ had been beside fus sense, 

Strivinc to di'engaije from thistle 
That e.ill d h'lii 'Oiciv uiidi r his tail 
liisiead of will- h, he ihrew the ]■«, k 
<if Siiiiire I'iii !■ i*;g.igo from ho. Ii.ark ; 

And blund'ring still, with smarting rum 
He gave the Knight'.s steed such a thump 
As made him reel. The Knight did stoop. 

And sat on further side asloi>e. 

This Talgol viewing, who had now 
IK sleight estajfd the fatal blow. 

Ho rally'd, and again fell to ’t j 
For eatcliing foe by nearer foot. 

He lifted with siicn might and strength, 

A . would i.ave hurl’ii mm thrirc his ki'gth, 
n.| du'h'd ill' hram'. (If ani i out ; 

Bill M irs, th It sull proiei t^ the stout, 

1 n |l|■.|.hng lime r mu- to hs uid, 

.\'id iiii.lir him ihe Bi ar i nines 'd ; 

Tile Ml ,'ir U| ■HI sshiise .'( ft tor gown 
The K night with all Ins weight lell down. 

The fiiendlv nij^ Iiri-'t-ivVl tlie ground. 

And hi-.i>ll.-iig Isiiiglii, fri.m hruise or wound 
1 ike fi-jilier heil U-nvi\i a wall. 

And fleas y hniiii r.t raiinon ball. 

As >aM ho on a liUnket fell, 

And had no hurt ; ours far'd as well 
In body, tiiouch his mighty spirit, 

H mg heavy, did iiot >o well hear it. 

'I'lie Bear was in .i greater fright, 

Ho.it down and worsitd hj the Knight. 

He nvird, and t.igd, and dung uIkiui, 

'•'.I ■ h.ike ml hoiMUige iVnm l'i» snout. 

His wtaih milam'd, Ujil'd o'er, and fiom 
His j ivts nf do ith he threw ihe f.' in. ; 

Furv in stranger postures threw him, 

Anti more than ever herald drew him: 

He tore the earth, which he had sav'd 
From squelch of Knight, and storm’d and rav*<l 
And vex'd the more, lieeause the liarms 
He felt were 'gainst the law of arms: 

For men he always took to be 
His friends, and dogs his enemy, 8!>0 

Wlio never so much hurt had done him. 

As his own side did falling on him ; 

It griev’d him to the guts, that they 
For whom h' had fought so many a fray, 

Aeid serv'd with loss of blood so long, " 895 

{Should offer such inhuman wrong; 

Wrong of unso!dior-like condition. 

For which lie (lung down his commission ; 

And laid about him, till hi.s nose 

Fiom thrall of ring and cord tiroke loose. 900 

.Soon as he felt himself enlarg’d. 

Through thickest of his foes ne charg'd. 

And made way through th' amazed crew; 

Some he o’erran, and some o’erthrew, 

But took none ; for by hasty flight 905 

He strove t’ escape pursuit of l^ght : 

From whom he fled with as much haste 
And dread, as he the rabble chas’d. 

In haste he fled, and so did they, 

Kach and his fear a sev’ral wav. 910 

Crowdero only kept the fielo. 

Not stirring ikom the place be neld, 

Thou^i beaten down, and wounded sore, 

I' th’ Fiddle, and a leg that bore 

One side of him, not that of bone, 915 

But much its better, th’ wooden one. 

He spying Huditn-as lie strew'd 
Upon the ground, like log of wood, 

With Mght of fall, supiwsed wound, 

And loss of urine, in a s wound, 9i0 

In haste he snatch’d the wooden limb 
That hurt in th’ ancle lay by him, ' 

And fitting it for sudden fight. 

Straight drew it up, t’ attack the Knight . 

For getting up on stump and buckle, 925 

He with the foe began to buckle. 

Vowing to be reveng’d for breach 
Of crowd and skin upon the wretch. 

Hole author of all detriment 
He and his Fiddle underwent. 930 

But Ralpho (who had now begun 
T' adventure resurrection 
From heavy squelch, and had got up 
Upon his legs with sprained crup) 

Looking abouK beheld pemicion 935 

Approaching iinlght firom fiell musician. 


lie snatch’d his whinyard up, that fled 
When he was falling oft'his steed, 

(As rats do from a falling house,) 

To hide itself from rage of blows ; 940 

And wing’d with speed and fury flew, 

To rescue Knight from black and blue. 

Which ere he could achieve, his sconce 
'The leg encoumex'd twice and once ; 

Aiul iii.tt 'll...- rni.'d lo ..i.rne ug.iin, 91,^ 

Uhi-n K.il|.Ii..lhiii»l l.iin-elf Imuien. 

He lo-.k ibe blnu iij'i.ii Ills aim, 

'J o -.bifl.l the Kiiii;til tr.im iurthtr haii.i 
Ami, V.iniiig wr.iili w .ili forri-, bi .1 
< )n th* wooden member such a load, 9 lO 

'Fhat d.iwn it fell, and with it bore 
( ti,\.diro, whom ii prnpi lietore. 

'I'll li.iii tile Squire riglit niml'lv run, 

.\iid -> itiiig ci-iiqii'i mg fool 11 ) 11.11 

Ml!. iinr.V, iliii. i.pn),e \\ hal (leq>'rrtti. frep, % 

.Made il'iri-. tlii.ii wb. I|> 'll tin, to t nicy 
'1 by^.^li'nii.1 nil that ci.i4.iril rabble, 

T' I III ounii r u- in b idle able 

How durst th’, J say, oppose thy curship, 

'tlalnst arms, authority, and worship ? 900 

And Hudibras, or me provoke, 

Though all tliy limbs were heart of oak, 

A nd th’ other lialf of these as good 

To liear out blows, as that of wood 

Coulii not the whlpiiing-jiost prevail 9'I5 

With all its rhet’ric, nor the jail, 

To kceji from flaying scourge thy skin, 

And ankle free from iron gin ? 

Whii h now thou shalt— but first our care 

Must see liow Hudiiiras doth fare. 970 

'This sail!, he gently rais'd the Knight, 

And .set him on his bum upright: 

To rouse him from lethargic dump, 

He tw«‘ak’d bis nose, with gentle thump 

Kill., k'd on his breast, as ii '1 had bis 11 977 

To raise ibe sj.ir,is lodg’d ?. iihm. 

They, waken'd wilh the noise, did lly 
From inward room, to window-oye, ’ 

And iwntly op’ning Hd, the casement 

liOokM out, but yet with some amazement. 98t' 

This gladded Ralpho much to see, 

Who thus bespoke the Knight : quoth he. 
Tweaking hi- nose, S on are, greal Mr, 

I A -ell' di ii\i ig « .'n.iuiTur, 

As high, victorious, and great, 985 

As e’er sought for the churches yet, 

If you will give yourself but leave 
To make out whaty’ already have; 

Thai’s victory. Tne foe for dread 

Of your Nine-worthiness, is fled, 990 

All, save Crowdero, for whose sake 

You did th’ espous’d cause undertake: 

And he lies pris’ner at your feet. 

To be disposed as you think meet, 

Either for life, or death, or sale, 99 ■' 

The gallows, or perpetual Jail. 

For one wink of your powerful eye 
Must sentence him to live or die. 

His Fiddle is your proper purcliase. 

Won in the service of the churches ; , 1000 

And by your doom must be allow’d 
To lie, or be no more, a crowd. 

For though success did not confer 
Just title on the conqueror; 

Though disjiensations were not strong 1 

Conclusions, whether right or wrong ; 

Although outgoings did confirm, 

And owning were but a mere term ; 

Yet as the wicked have no right 

To th’ creature, though usurp’d by might, 1010 

The property is in the saint, 

From wnom th’ Injuriously detaint; 

Of him they hold tneir luxuries. 

Their dogs, their horses, whores, and dice, 
Their'riots, revcl^ masks, delights, 101. 0 

Pimps, buffbons, fiddlers, parasites. 

All which the saints have title to. 

And ought t* enjoy, if th’ had thdr due. 

What we take from them is no more 

Than what was ours by right before : 1 0 ’lO 

For we are their true lanalords still. 

And they our tenants but at will. 

At this the Knight began to rouse, 

And by degrees grew valorous. 

He star’d about, and seeing none lO^i* 

Of all his foes remain, but one. 

He snatch’d bis weapon that lay near him, 

And fkom the gtouxid began to rear him 
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Vowing to make Crowdt-ro pay 

For all the rest that ran away. 1030 

But Ralpho, now in colder blood. 

His fury mildly thus withstood : 

Great Sir, quoth he, your mighty spirit 

Is rais’d too high : this slave doc* merit 

To be the hangman’s bus'ness, sootjer 1035 

Than from your hand to have the honour 

Of his destruction ; I that am 

A nothingness in deed and name. 

Did scorn to hurt his forfeit carcase. 

Or ill intreat his Fiddle or case: 1040 

Will ^ .ii. gr.'it '•lir, that glor^ M.>|. 

In c-iiil whi. h jou g.ouM m hot ' 

Will yon cinplov your conqn'ring s\rorl, 

I'.j hri ak i I iihlle and y..ur word ■* 

For ih.iiich I |■ •ught and over, ame, 1015 

And iju irli^r give, "I w is m your name 
I'iir great rnriim.iii.l( r' ilwa' s ovi-il 
Wh It » prosperiju^ hy the soldier d.»nc. 

To av.-, where v.m liav • p.iw r to Ldl, 

Argu. i your pi.w'r ah.'Ve y.iur will 1050 

And th.it y.iur w.ll .'iiii pnw'r h.i.e Ip-s 

I'han both might have of .sellishnpss. 

I'his pow’r, which now alive, with dread 
He trembles at, if he were dead, 

Would no more keep the slave In awe, 1055 

Than If you were a knight of straw ; 

For death would then be his conqueror. 

Not you, and free him from that terror. 

If danger from his life accrue, 

<lr hommr from his de.ith, to you ; lOGO 

’Twtr.' poiicv itid hon.uir too, 

'I II do as you rcv'lVd to do- 

But, 'Sir, ’t wovd.l wr..ng v'ur valour iniii h, 

'1' I s ly it .ir tear* a criiirh. 

Great conqu'rors greater glory gain, 10G5 

Br f'ics in triumph led, than slain : 

The laurels that adorn their brows 
Are pull’d from living, not dead bought. 

And living foes : tlic greatest fame 

Of cripple slain can he but lame. 1070 

One half of him’s already slain, 

The other is not worth your pain ; 

Th’ honour can but on one side light, 

As Worship .lid when y' were dubb'd Kni.ht. 
Wherefore I Hunk it Intter tar, 1075 

T-i Ill'll prisoner ot war ; 

And let him t.isi in b.-nds rd'idt', 

.\t court ol jii'ti.-e to bi.' irvM 
Vl’ht- re If he ippeir so hold or «r ifiy, 

Theri* m.iv he danger In his safety IrtSO 

If any member there dislike 

Hit face, or to his beard have pique; 

Or it his death will save or yield. 

Revenge or fright, it i* reveal’d ; 

Though he h.is quarter, ne’ertheless 1085 

Y’ have pow’r to hang him when you jileasc ; 

This h.oi been otien doiip hy some 
t >f our great conqii'r.irs, you know whom ; 

And hits by n.nst of iia been lield 

Wiw jiisti.' e, and to some ri-vpaPd : 1000 

For words and promises, that yoke 

The conqueror, are quickiy broke: 

Like Samson's cud*, though by his own 
Direction and advice put on. 

For if we should figlit for the cause 1005 

By rules of military laws. 

And only do what they call just. 

The cause would quickly fall to dust. 

This we among ourselves may speak ; 

But to the wicked or the weak, 1100 

We must be cautious to declare 
Perfcctlon-trutiis, such as these are. 

This said, ttic high outrageous tnettle 
Of Knight begaq to cool ano settle. 


lie lik’d the Squire’s advice, and soon 1 105 

Resolv’d to see th’ bus'ness done : 

And therefore charg'd him first to bind 
Crowdero’s hands on rump behind. 

And to its former place and use 

The wooden member to reduce : 1110 

But force it take an oath before. 

Ne’er to bear arms against him more. 

Ralpho despatch’d with speedy haste, 

And itaving ty’d Crowdero last, 

He gave Sir uLnight the end of cord, 1115 

To lead the captive of his sword 
In triumpli, whilst the steeds he caught, 

An<l them to further service brought. 

The Squire in state rode on before. 

And on ills niit-lirown whinyard bore 1 1 20 

'I’he tropliy Fiddle and the case, 

1.“ mlng on shoulder like a mace. 

'I Ui- Kniehi himscll du alier ride, 
l.ptd'ng' r.iwdpr.v by liit'ide; \ 

.\nd i.iw'il him, if III- l-igg'd behind, 112o 

Like boat against the tide and wind. ' 

Thus grave and solemn they march’d on, 

UnlH quite Uirough the town th’ had gone; 

At further end of which there stands 

.\n aii. ii nt r.tsflc, that r.7.mm.in.|ii 1 130 

Th' idjjcent pans in .ill the fibri -, 

Vi'ii ^ll'lll ii.ii see line stone, ii'-r .a l.iick, 

Rut .ill uf w.i.id, tiy P'lw'rful spi.ll 
<U III i„ir made impregnalile 

'FImTc's neither iron li.ir n.,.rg.ife, 1135 

I’ortcuiliH, cliain, nor txilt, nor gr.atc ; 

And yet men durance there abide. 

In dungeons scarce three inches w'ide; 

VVith roof so low. that under it 

'I'hey never stand, but lie or sit ; 1140 

And yet so foul, that whono is in, 

Is to the middle leg in prison ; 

I n circle magical cimtin’d, 

With walls of,sabtlo air and wind ; 

Wliich none are able to break thorough, 1145 
Until tltey’re freed by head of liorough. 

Thither arriv'd, the advent’rous Knight 
And liold Squire from their steeds alight, 

At th’ outward wall, near which there stands 
A bu'.lili-, huiU t’ imprison hand* ; 1150 

By Strang.' inchaiitment made to fetter 
I'lie lessor pirts and free the greater ; 

For though the body may creep tlirough, 

'rhe hanrift in gra'e are fast enow : 

And when a circle ’bout the wrist 1155 

Is made by beadle exorcist, ' 

The body feels the spur and switch, 

As if ’I were ridden post by witch, 

At twenty miles an hour pace, 

And yet ne'er stirs out of the place. 1 1 GO 

On top of tliis there is a spire. 

On which *^ir Knight first bid* the Squire, 

The Fiilill«‘, and ii* spoils, the lose, 

In m.iimer of a trophy, pl.ice. 

'I'hat done, they ope the trap.door-gate, 1165 
And let Crowilero down thereat. 

Crowdero making doleful face. 

Like hermit poor in pensive place. 

To dungeon they the wretch commit, 

A nd the survi vor of his feet ; 1170 

But til’ other, that had broke the peace. 

And head of knighthood, they release. 

Though a delinquent false and forged. 

Vet b’lng a stranger, he’s enlarged ; 

Willie his comrade, that did no hurt, 1175 

Is clapp’d up fast in prison for t. 

So Justice, while she winks at crimes. 

Stumbles on Innocence sometintes. 



HUDIBRAS, 


PART FIRST. CANTO THIRD. 


THE ARGUMENT 

The tcatter’d rmd return and ratty. 
Surround the place ; the Knight does sally. 
And is made prisoner ; tftsn they seize 
Th’ enchanted fort by storm, release 
Crotvdero, put the Squire in 'j place • 

I should have first said Hudibras. 


A Y me ! what perils do enrlron 
The man that meddles with cold Iron ! 
VV'hat pl.Tifuy mischieft and mbhaps 
Do dog him still with after-claps! 

For tho’ dame Fortune seems to smile. 
And leer upon him for awhile, 

She’ll show after him, in the nick 
Of all his glories, a dog trick. 

This any man may sing or say, 

I' th’ ditlT call'd, “ What If a day ?” 
for Hudibras, who thought h’ had won 
The field, as certain as a gun, 

And having routed the whole troop. 

With victory was cock-a-hoop, 

ThinkinfX h’ had done enough to purchase 
Thanksgiving day among the churches ; 
Wh*-ein his mottle and brave worth 
Afight 1 k> explain’d by holder-forth ; 

And rojfisterd by Came eternal, 

In de.athless pages of diurnal. 

Found in few minutes to his cost. 

He did but count without his host ; 

And that a turnstile is more certain 
Than, in events of war, dame Fortune, 
For now the late faint-hearted rout, 

< I’erihrown and scatter’d round about. 
Chas’d by the horror of their fear. 

From bloody fray of Knight and Bear, 

(All but the dogs, who in pursuit 
Of the Knight’s victory st<x>d to 't. 

And most ignobly fought, to get 
The honour of his blood and sweat,) 
Seeing the coast was free and clear 
O’ the conquer’d and the conaueror. 

Took heart again, and the’d about, 

As if they meant to stand it out. 

For by this time the routed Bear, 

Attack’d by th’ enemy I’ th’ rear. 

Finding their number grow too great 
For him to make a safe retreat, 

Like a bold chieftain fac’d about ; 

But wisely doubting to hold out, 

<iave way to fortune, and with haste 
Fac’d the proud foe, and fled and fac’d. 
Retiring still, until he found 
H' had got th* advantage of the ground ; 
And then as valiantly made head 
•To check the foe anti forthwith fled; 
I^eaving no art untry’d, nor trick 
Of warrior stout and politic ; 

Until, in spite of hot pnrstUt, 

He gain’d a pass to hold dispute 
On better terms, and stop the course 
t)f tho proud foe. With all his force 
He bravely charg’d, and for a while 
Forc’d their whole body to recoil ; 

Bat still their numbers so increas’d, 

He found himself at length oppress’d. 
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And all evasions so uncertain 
To save himself for btHter fortune ; 

That he resolv’d, rather than yield, 

To die with honour on the field. 

And sell his hide and carcase at 
A price as high and desperate 
As e’er he could. This resolution 
He henceforth put in execution. 

And bravely threw himself among 
The enemy i’ th’ greatest Uirong. 

But what could single valour do, 

Against so numerous a foe? 

Vet much he did, Indeed too much 
To be believ’d, where th’ odds were .such. 
But one against a multitude. 

Is more than mortal can make good ; 

For while one party he oppos’d. 

His rear was suddenly inclos’d, 

And no room left him for retreat. 

Or fight against a foe so great. 

For now the mastiffs, charging home. 

To blows and handj^^ipes were come : 
While manfully himself he bore, 

And setting his right foot before. 

He rais’d hirasclfl to show how tall 
His person was above them all. 

This'equal shame and envy sUrr’d 
r th’ enemy, that one should beard 
So many warriors, and so stout. 

As he had done, and stav’d it out. 
Disdaining to lay down his arms 
And yield on honourable terms. 

Enraged thus, some in the rear 
Attack’d him, and some every where. 

Till down he foil ; yet fidling fought. 

And. being down, still laid ^ut : 

As Widdnngton in dolefoi dumps. 

Is said to fight upon hit stumps. 

But all, ^as I had been in vain. 

And he inevitably slain, 

If Tmlla and Cerdon, in the nick. 

To rescue him had not been quick : 

For Trulla, who was light of foot, 

As shafts which long-field Parthiani shoot, 

( But not io light as to be borne 
Upon the ears of standing com. 

Or trip it o’er tho water quicker 
Than witches, when their staves they liquor. 
As some reporu was got among 
The foremost of the martial thmng ; 

There pity lug the vanquish'd Bear, 

She call’d to Cerdon, who stood near, 
Viewing the bloody flght t to whom. 

Shall we, quoth she, stand still hum-dram 
And see stout Bruin all alone 
By numbers basely overthrown i 
Such feats already h’ has achltf^ 

In story not to be believ’d ; 
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HtTBrSItAS. 


And 'twould toua be shame enough, 

Not to attempt to fetch him off. 

I would, quotli he, tenture a limb 

To second thee, and restnie him ; 120 

But then we must about it straight. 

Or else our aid will come too late ; 

(Quarter he scorns, he is so stout. 

And therefore cannot lon^ hold ou,. 

This said, they wav’d their weapons round 125 
About their heads, to clear the ground ; 

And joining forces, laid about 
So fiercely that th’ amazed rout 
Turn'd fail again, and straight begun. 

As if the devil drove, to run. I.'IO 

Meanwhile th’ approach’d the place where Bruin 
WaM now engag’d to mortal ruin ; 

The'fconquerlng foe they soon assail’d. 

First Trulla slav’d and Cordon tail d. 

Until their mastiffs loos’d their hold : 135 

And yet, alas ! do what could, 

The worsteil Bear came ofr with store 
Of bloody wounds, but all before. 

For as Achilles, dijit in pond, 

W'as anabaptized free from wound, 140 

Made prooi against dead-doing steel 
All over, but tlie Tagan heel : 

So did our champion’s arms defend 
All of him, but tne other end. 

His head and ears, which in the martial 145 

Kneounter lost a leathern parcel. 

For as an Austrian archduke once 
Had one ear (which in ducatoons 
Js half the coin) in battle par’d 
( 'lose to his head ; so Bruin far’d : 150 

But tugg'd and pull’d on th' other side, 

Idke scriv’ner newly crucifierl : 

Or like the late corrected leathern 
Kars of the circumcised brelhren. 

But gentle Trulla, Into th' ring 155 

He wore in’s nose, convev’d a strinf^ 

With which she march’d before and led 
The warrior to a grassy t)ed, 

.\s authors write, in a cool shade, 

Which eglantine and roses made ; 

< 'lose by k softly murm'ring stream, 

Where lovers tis'd to loll and dream. 

There leaving him to his re{>osc, 

.Secured from pursuit of foes. 

And wanting nothing but a song. 

And a well-tun’d 'Hieorbo hung 
Upon a lH)ugh, to case the pain 
His tugg’d ears suffer'd wltli a strain, 

'I’hey noth drew up, to march in quest 
Of his neat leader, and the rest. 

For Orsln (who was more renovrrt’d 
For stout maintaining of his ground 
In standing fight, tlmn for pursuit. 

As being not so cmick of foot) 

‘‘ gable' ■ 


to keep pace 

'a tne chace ; 


Was not long 

With others that pursu’, 

But found hiniselTleft far behind. 

Both out of heart and out of wind : 

Griev’d to behold his Bear pursu’d 
So basely by a multitude ; 

And like to fall, not by the prowess. 

But numbers ot his coward roes. 

He rag'd and kept as heavy a coil as 
Stout Hercules tor lota aS Hylas ; 

Forcing the valleys to repeat 
The accents of Ids sad regret. 

He beat his breast, and tore his hair, 

For lost of hit dear crony Bear ; 

That Fcho, from the hollow ground. 

His dolefbl wallings did resound 
More wistfully, by many times. 

Than in small poets splay-foot rhymes. 

That make her, in their rueful stories. 

To answer to int’rrogatories, • 

And most unconscionably depose 
To things of which she nothing knbws ; 

And when she has said all she can say, 
i is wrested to the lover’s fancy. 

Quoth he, O whither, wicked Bruin, 

Art thou fled to my— Ficho, Ruin 1 
I thought th' hadst scorn'd to budge a step 
E<=»»o, Marry Guep. 

Am I not here to take thy part ? 

thy stubborn heart ? 
So ^wtled/and this head 

qnwrrel bled ? 

I ever winch or grudge it. 

For thy dear sake. Quo£sh?Mum Budget; 


I Think’st thou 'twill not be laid i’ th’ dish 
I Thou tum’st thy back ? Quoth Echo, Pish. 

' To run from those th’ hadst overcome 
Thus cowardly ? Quoth Echo, Mum. 

But what A vengeance makes thee fly 
j From me too, as thine enemy ? • 

Or if thou hast no thought of me. 

Nor what I have endur’d for thee, 

Vet shame and honour might prevail 
' To keep thee thus from turning tail : 

For who would grudge to spend hlS blood in 
His honour’s cause ? Quoth she, A Puddin. 
This said, his grief to anger turn’d. 

Which in his manly stomach burn’d ; 

Thirst of revenge, and wrath, in place 
Of sorrow, now began to blaze. 

He vow’d the authors of his wo 
Should equal vengeance undergo ; 

And with Uieir bones and flesh pay dear 
For what he suffer’d, and his Bear. 

This being resolv’d with equal speed 
And rage ne hasted to prot:eed 
To action straight^ and giving o’er 
To search for Brum any more. 

He went in quest ofHudlbras, 

To find him out wherc-e'er he was ; 

And, if he were above ground, vow'd 
He’d ferret him, lurk where he would 
But scarce had he a furlong on 
This resolute adventure gone. 

When he encounter’d with that crew 
Whom Hudibras did late subdue ; 

Honour, revenge, contempt, and shame, 

Did equally their breasts inflame. 

’Mong these the fierce Magnano was, 

And Talgol. foe to Hudibras : 

Cerdon, and Colon, warriors stout. 

And resolute as ever fought ; 

’ Whom furious Orsin thus bespoke ■ 

1 Shall we, quoth he, thus basely brook 
The vile affront that paltry ass 
; And feeble scoundrel, Hudibras, 

With that more palti^ ragamuffin, 

Kalpho, with vapouring and huffing, 

Jfavc put upon us, like tame cattle. 

As if in ’ad routed us in battle ? 

For my part, it shall ne’er be said, 

J for th’ washing gave my head ; 

Nor did I turn my hack tor four 
O’ th’ rascals, but loss of my Bear, 

Wliich now i’in like to undergo : 

For whether those fell wounds, or no, 

He has receiv’d in fight are mortal, 

7s more than all my skill can foretell ; 

Nor do I know what is liecome 
Of him more than the Pope of Rome. 

But if I < an but find them out 
That vaus d it. tas i shall no aoubi, 

Wliete e'er th’ in hugger-mugger link,} 

I'll make tliem me ilieir hniid>-work ; 

,\nd Wish that the> had rather dat'd 
1 o puli the devil bv the Iward. 

Quuih t. erdoii, Noble • irsin, th’ lia-t 
Gnat reason to do as thou say 'at. 

And so has ev’ry body here. 

As well as thou hast, or thy Bear. 

Others may do as they see good ; 

But if this twig be made of wood 
That will hold tack. I’ll make the fur 
Ply 'bout the ears of that old cur ; 

And t'other mungrel vermin, Ralph, 

That brav'd us all in his liehalf. 

The Bear is safe, and out of periL 
Tho’ lugg'd indeed, and wounded very ill : 
Myself and Trulla made a shift 
To liR him out at a dead lift ; 

And having brought him bravely off 
Have left him whero he’s safe enouga : 
There let him rest, for if we stay. 

The slaves may hap to get away. 

This said, they all engag’d to join 
Their forces in the some design : 

And forth-with put themselves In search 
Of Hudibras upon their march, 

Where leave we them a while to tell 
What tho victorious Knight befol ; 

For such, Crowdero being fast 
In dung^ shot, we left nlm Ikst. 
Triumphant laurels seem’d to grow 
No where so great as on his brow : 

Laden with which, as well as tir’d 
With conqu’ring toll, he now retir'd 
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Unto .1 neu hb'ring castle by. 

To re 4 lu^ body, and arply 

Fit n^pd’cit es to each glorious bruise 

He got in fi ht, reds, blacks, and blues. 

To ninlUfy th’ uneasy pang 305 

Of ev ry honourable bang. 

Which b’ing by skilful trtidwife drest. 

He laid him down to take his rest. 

But all m vain. He’ad got a hurt 
On th' inside, of a deadlier sort , .HO 

By Cupid made, who took his stand 
Upon a widow’s jointure-land ; 

(For he in all his am’rous battles, 

No advantage finds like goods and chattels,) 

Brew home nis bow, and aiming right, .315 

Let tly an arrow at the Knight j 
The shaft against a rib did i^ance. 

And gall'd him in the purtenanco. 

,>iut time had somewhat 'suag'd his pain, 

After he found his suit in vain, 3'20 

For that proud dame, for whom his soul 
Was burnt in’s belly like a coal, 

(That belly that so oft did ake. 

And sufl'er griping for her sake ; 

Till purging coinlits and ants* eggs 325 

Had almost brought him off his legs,) 

Us'd him so like a base ritscallion. 

That old Pyg— (what d’ y' call liim)— malion 
That cut his mistress oul of stone. 

Had not so hard a hearted one. 330 

Bhe had a thousand jadish tricks. 

Worse than a mule that flings and kicks ; 

’Mong which one cross grain'd fkcak she had. 

As insolent as strange and mad ; 

She could love none but only such 333 

As scorn'd and hated her as much. 

'Twas a strange riddle of a lady. 

Not love, If any lov’d her: hey-day 1 
So cowards never use their might. 

But against such as will not fighu 310 

So some diseases have been found 
Only to 8eiy« upon the sound. 

}fe that gets her by heart must say her 
The back-way, like a witch’s prayer. 

Meanwhile the Knight had no small task, 343 
To compass what he durst not ask ; 

He loves, hut dares not make the motion : 

Her ignorance is his devotion : 

Like caitiff vile, that for misdeed 

Bides with his face to rump of steed ; 330 

Or rd^ing scull, ho 's fain to love, 

liook one way, and another move : 

Or like a tumbler, that dotl\play 
His game, and look another way, 

Until he seize upon the coney : 353 

Just so does he by matrimony. 

But all in vain, her subtle snout 
Bid quickly wind his meaning out; 

Which she return’d with too much scorn. 

To be by men of honour iKime : 360 

Yet much he bore, until the distress 
He suffer’d from Tils spiteful mistress. 

Did stir his stomach, and the pain 
He had endur’d from her disdain. 

Turn’d to regret, so resolute, .363 

That he resolv’d to wave his suit, 

And either to renounce her quite, 

Or for a while play least in fight. 

This resolution b’ing nut on, . 

He kept it some months, and more had done ; 370 
But being brought so nigh by fate, 
victory he achiev’d so late 
Bid set his thoughts agog, and ope 
A door to discontinu’d hope, 

That seem'd to promise he might win 375 

His dame, too, now his hand was in ; 

And that his valour, and the honour 
jr had newly gain’d might work upon her; 

These reasons made his mouth to water 

With ani’rous longings to be at her. . 3S0 

^ Quoth he unto himself. Who knows 

But this brave conquest o’er my foes 

May reach her heart, and make that stoop. 

All but now have forc’d the troop ? 

If nothing can oppugn love, .383 

And virtue envious wms can prove, 

What may not he confide to do 
That brinn both love and virtue too 
But thou bring'st valour too and wit. 

Two things that seldom fail to hit : 890 

Valour’s a mouse-trap, wit a gin, 

Which women oft arc taken iu. 


Then Hudibras, why should 'st thou fear 
To Iw, tiiou art a conqueror ? 

Fortune th’ audacious doth Juware, 595 

But leU the timidous miscarry. 

Tlien while the honour thou ha.st got 
Is spick and span new, piping hot. 

Strike her up bravely thou had’st best. 

And trust thy fortune with the rest. 400 

Such thoughts as these the Knight did keep, 
More than his bangs, or fleas, fironr sleep. 

And as an owl that in a bam ^ 

Sees a mouse creeping in the com, ^ 

Sits still, and shuts his round blue eyes, 403 

As if he slept, until he spies 
The little beast within his reach. 

Then starts and seizes on the wretch : 

So from his cou<"h the Knight did start, 

To seize upon the widow's lieart, 4 10 

Frying witli hasty tone, and hoarse, 

Ralnlio, despatch ; to horse, to horse 1 
And ’twas but time ; for now the rout 
We left engag’d to seek him out, 

By speedy marches were advanc’d 415 

Up to the fort where he ensconc’d ; 

And all th’ avenues had possest 
Aliout the place, from east to west. 

That done, a while they made a halt, 

To view the ground, and where t’ assault ; 420 

Then call’d a council, which was best. 

By siege or onslaught, to invest 
The enemy, and ’twas agreed. 

By storm and onslaught to proceed. 

This b’ing resolv’d, in comely sort 423 

They now drew up t’ attack the fort s 
When Hudibras, about to enter 
Upon another-gaines adventure, 

To Knlpho call'll aloud to arm, 

Not dreaming of approaching storm. 430 

Wliether dame Fortune, or the c.irc 
Of angel h id, or tutelar, 

Bid arm, or ihrii.i him on a danger. 

To which ho was, an utter stranger ; 

That f'ore:>ight might, or might not blot 433 

The glory he had newly got ; 

Or (o his'sharne it might be said, 

They look him napping in his bed ; 

T.'. them we leave it to expound, 

'J’hat deal in sciences protoiiml. 440 

His courser scarce he had bestrid. 

And (l.alpho that on which he rid. 

When setting ope the )iostern gate. 

Which the-.- thought btat to sallv nf. 

The toe MM'ear'd, draw n up and drill d, 4-13 

Keadv to charge them In the held. 

Tni% «.)ni.-Ahat •.larilot the Imld Kmght, 

Surpri-'d with il,’ iiiiexptrted Mglil . 

The bmises of his bones and flesh 

He thought began to smart afVesh ; 430 

Till recollecting wonted courage. 

His fear was soon converted to rage. 

And thus he spoke : The coward foe. 

Whom we but now gave quarter to. 

Look, yonder ’s rally’d, and ap|>ears 453 

As If they had outrun their tears. 

The glory we did lately get. 

The Fates command us to repeat; 

.4nd to their wills wc much succumb, 

Otwcunijue trahunl, ’lls our doom. 460 

'This is the same numeric crew 
■Which we so lately did subdue : 

Tbe self-satnc individuals, that 
Bid run, as mice do from a cat. 

When we courageously did wield 465 

Our martial weapons In the field. 

To tug for victory ; and when 
Wc shall our shining blades again 
Brandish In terror o'er our heads. 

They’ll straight resume their wonted dreads : 470 

Fear is an ague, that forsakes 

And haunts by fits those whom it takes : 

And they’ll opine they feel the pain 
And blows they felt to-day, again. 

Then let us boldly charge them home, 475 

And make no doubt to overcome. 

This said, his couni;m to inflame. 

He call’d upon his mistress’ name. 

His pistol next he cock’d a-new. 

Ana out his nut-brown whinyard drew i 480 

And, placing Halpho in the front. 

Reserv’d himself to bear the brunt, 

As expert warriors use : then ply’d 
With iron heel his courser’s side. 
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Oonvevlnjt symjjathetlc specft 
From heel of Kniuht to heel of steed. 

Meanwhile the foe, with equal rage 
And 8i>ee<l, advancing to engage, 
itdth parties now were drawn so close. 

Almost to come.to handy blows . 

When Orsln first lot fly a stone 
At Ralph© ; not so huge a one 
As that which Dlomed did maul 
A^ineas on tlie hum withal ; 

■\'ct big enough, if rightly hurl’d, 

T’ have sent him to another world, 

WHiether above ground or Ih*1ow, 

Which saints twU o dipt are destin’d to. 

The danger start letl the hold Xjuiri , 

\iiJ iii.uTe him fi'iiie few sieps nuie; 

Hill Ifuiiihr IS advniii tl to lii,,iid, 

.\nd riius'il lii'!> -pirlts hulf'disiiid/d. 
lie Misels douhung lest th“ 'hot 
< )■ tb’ enemy, now growing hot. 

Might at a distance gall, press’d close. 

To come pell-mell to handy blows; 

And that he might their aim decline. 
Advanc’d still in an oblique line. 

Hut prudently forbore to fire, 

'riU nreast to breast he h.ad got nigher : 

As expert warrioTS use to do, 

Wlien hand to hand they charge their foe. 
'rhis order the advent’rous Iv night, 

Most soldier-like, observ'd In fight ; 

At'hcn Fortune, as she’s wont, turn'd fickle. 
And lor the foe liegan to stickle. 

The more shame tor her (lootlyship 
To give so near a friend the slip. 

For Folon choosing out a stone, 

Levell'd so right, it thump’d upon 
His manly paunch, with such a force, 

.As almost beat him off his horse. 

He lost his whinyard, and the rein 
Hut laying fast liold of the mane, 

J’rescrv’d nis seat : and as a goose 
in death contracts his talons close ; 

So did the Knight, and with one claw 
The tricker of bis pistol draw. 

The gun went off: and as it was 
^till f^aul to -.toot lludlbra-<, 

I n all hik feaiv ol arms, u hen loa^t 
Me drvani'd of ir, to r Ik ti; 

'so now he lur'd ; Hu* shot U,t lly 
At random 'mong the enemy, 

I’ierc’d Talgol’s gaberdine, and grazing 
Upon his sltouldor in the passing, 

Ivotlg’d in Magnano’s brass habergeon 
Who straight, A Surgeon cry’d, a Surgeon . 
He tumhl^ down, and as hp fell, 

Ihd Murder, inurtier, murder, yell. 

This startlecl their whole baly so. 

That if Uie Knight had not let go 
ills arms, but lieen in warlike plight, 

H’ had won, tfie second lime, the fight; 

As, if the Squire had but fall n on. 

He had inevitably done : 

Hut he, diverted with the care 
Hf Huiilbras his Imrt, forbare 
To iiress th’ advantage of his fortune, 

AVhile danger did the rest dishearten. 

For he with Cerdun b'ing engag’d 
In close encounter, they noth wag'd 
The fight so well, ’twas hard to say 
Which side was like to get the day. 

And now the busy work of death 
Had tir'd them so, th’ agreed to breath, 
I’rojuiriiig to renew the fight ; 

When the disaster of the Knight 
And th’ other party did divert 
Their fell intent, and forc'd them part. 
Haliiho press’d up to Hudibras, , 

And Cerdon where Magnano was ; 

Kach striving to confirm hta party 
With stout encouragementa, and hearty. 

<iuoth Ralpho, Courage, valiant Sir, 

-And let revenge and honour stir 
A our spirits up ; once more fall on, 

I' beglni to run ; 
lor If but half so well you knew 
To use your vlctonr oa subdue, 

1 hey d^t not, after wch a blow 

them, ^e ua now ; 
fp formidable a aoldier 

‘‘‘•y “"•>» powder. 

War'd o’er dtelr heada, and fled aa oft. 


But if you let them recollect 

'Their spirits, now dismay’d and check'd. 

You’ll have a harder game to play 
Tb.in \ci > liavc had, to get the day. 6h0 

'J Iiub ') -.ke the 'tout .Wi^uirei but w.is heard 
Itv llu-lil-r.i'. with Mniall regard. 

Ills ibiiiigbis were I'u III r Ilf the bang 
lie I i'i-l\ iiM.k. tJijn H.iij^.h's hariiiigue 
1 .1 .vlii.b 111- aiikWir'il, I ruil fate 6^.'. 

Tells me thy counsel comes too late. 

The elottfcHl blood within mv hose, 

That from my wounded hotly flows, 

With mortal crisis doth portentl 

My days to .appropiiique an end. I 

I am for action now unfit. 

Either of fortitude or wit. 

Fortune, iny foe, begins to frown. 

Resolv'd to pull my stomacti down. 

I ."im n-.t apt, ii|ioii’ a wound 
Or trinal l■.l'■t■llg in de-poriil - 
A et I >1 I'e l■.:ilb inv days t-- i nri.nl , 
for It 1 tiiouglit m’y wourid.s not iiiort.-il, 

< )r that we'd time enough as yet 
To make an hon'rable retreat, ( 00 

'Twere the best course : but if fhev find 
We fly, and leave our arms behintl. 

For them to seize on, the dishonour. 

And flanger too. is such, I’ll sooner 

Stand to it boldly, and take quarter, f Ob 

'I'o let them see I am no staler. 

In all the trade of war, no feat 
l.s nobler than a brave retreat ; 
f or those that run away, and fly, 

Take place, at least, o’ th’ enemy. G3 0 

This said, the Squire with active speed 
Dismounleu from his Iwnv steed, 

To seize the arms which by mischance 
Fell from the Iwld Knight in a trance. 

I’hese being found out, and restor'd 6 1 S 

To Hudibras, their nat’ral lord, 

As a man may say, with might and tnain 
Hu hasUnt to get up again. 

Thiice he essay’d to mount aloft, 

But, by his weighty bum, as oft t*V0 

He was pull’d back, till having found 
I'h’ advantage of the rising ground, 

'J'hither he led his warlike steed, 

And having plac’d him right, with speed 
Prepar’d again to scale the beast : Cxi 

When (Arsin, who had newly drest • 

'J'hc hloofly scar upon the shoulder 
Of Talgol, with Promethean powder. 

And now was searching for the shot 

That laid Magnano on the spot, ( 30 

Beheld the sturdy Kquire aforesaid 

Preparing to climb up his horse-side : 

He left his cure, and laying hold 
U|ion his arms, witli courage bold, 

( 'ry 'd out, 'Tis now no time to dally, 650 

The enemy begin to rally : 

\a'X us tliat are imhurt and whole. 

Fall on, and happy man lie ’s dole. 

This said, like to a thunderbolt 
He flew with fury to th’ assault, CAO 

.Striving Ui’ enemy to attack 
Hefurc he reach’d his horse’s back. 

Ralpho was mounted now, and gotten 
(Perth wart his beast with active vaulting. 
Wriggling his body to recover lAb 

His seat, and cast his right leg over ; 

When (irsin rustling in, liestow’d 
On horse and man so heavy a load, 

'I'he lieast was startled, and begun 

To kick and fling like mad, and rim COO 

Hearing the tough Squire like a sack, 

Or stout King Kichard on his back : 

Till (.tumbling, he threw him down. 

Sore bruis’d, and cast into a swoon. 

Meanwhile the Knight be^n to rouse f Oi 

The sparkles of his wonted prowess : • 

He thrust his hand into his hose, 

And found both by his eyes and nose, 

’Twas only choler, and not blood. 

That from his wounded body flow’d. 600 

This, with the hazard of the Kquire, 

Inflam’d him with despitefUl iie : 

Counu^usly he fac’d about. 

And (frew his other pistol out : 

And now had half way bent the cock, tti 

When Cerdun gave so fierce a shock, 

With sturdy truncheon, thwart his arm. 

That down it fell, and did no harm t 
U3 
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Then stootlypreuin/Kan with sneed^ 
Kssay’d to pull him off his steed. 

'J’he Kniffht his sword had only lefi, 

W'itli which he Cerdon’s head nad cleft, 
Or at the least cropt off a limb. 

But Orsin came, and rescu’d him. 

He with his lance attack’d the liLnight 
Upon his quarters opposite : 

But as a hark, that m foul weather, 

Toss'd ty two adverse winds together, 

3 s bruis’d and beaten to and fro, 

And knows not which to turn him to : 

So far’d the Knight Iretween two foes. 

And knew not which of them f oppose ; 
Till Orsin, charging with his lance 
-At Hudibras, hy spiteful chance. 

Hit Cerdon suen a bang, as stunn’d 
And laid him ilat upon the ground. 
rVt this the Knight began to cheer up. 

And raising up himself on stirrup, 
tlry’d out, Victoria, lie thou there. 

And 1 shall straight despatch another 
To bear thee company in death ; 

But hrst I’ll halt a while, and breathe. 

As well he might : for Orsin, griev’d 
At th’ wound that Cerdon had receiv'd, 
Han to relieve him with his lore, 

And cure the hurt he gave before. 
Meanwhile the Knight had wheel’d about. 
To breathe himself, and next line! out 
Th' advantage of the ground, where best 
He might the rufUeti foe-lnfest. 

'i'his Icing resolv'd, he spurr’d his steed 
To run at Orsin witli full speed. 

While he was busy in the care 
Of Cerdon '8 wound, and unaware: 

But he was quick, and had already 
Unto (he part apply 'd remedy : 

And seeing ih’ enemy prepar’d. 

Brew up, and 8to<Kl upon nis guard. 

Then like a warrior right expert 
And skilful in the martial art. 

The guhile Knight straight made a halt. 
And judg’d it bmt to stay th’ assault, 
l/ntil heliad reliev’d the Squire, 

And then, in order, to retire ; 

Or, as occasion should invite. 

With forces join’d renew the fight. 

Halpho by this time disentranc’d 
Upon kis bum himself advanc'd, 

Tnough sorely bruis’d ; his limbs all o'er. 
With ruthless bangs were stiff and sore : 
Hight fain he would have got upon 
Hu feet again, to get him gone ; 

AVhen Hudibras to aid him came. 

Quoth he, and call'd him by his name, 
Courage, the day at length is ours, 

A nd we once more as conquerors. 

Have both the field and honour won ; 

The foe is profli^te and run ; ^ 

I mean all such as can, for some 
This hand has sent to their long home ; 

And some lie sprawling on the ground. 
With many a gash andbloody wound. 
(Caesar himself could never say 
He got two vict’ries in a day ; 

As I have done, that can say. Twice I 
In one day, vent, vidi, vlci. 

The foe ’s so numerous, ^at we 
t'annot so often vincere. 

As they perire, and yet enow 
Be left to strike an Mter-blow, 

Then lest they rally, and once more 
Put us to fight the but'ness o’er, 

Get mv and mount thy steed, despatch, 
AnftfW both'their motions wauh. 

Quotli Ralph, I should not. If I were 
I n case for action, now. be here ; 

Nor have I turn'd my back, or bang’d 
An art^for fear of being bang'd. 

^ t was for you I got these harms, 
Advent’iing to fetch off your arms. 

The blows and flmbs I have receiv'd. 

Have bruis’d my body and bereav’d 
My limbs of strength . unless you stoop, 

And reach your hand to pull me up, 

I sliall lie here, and bo a prey 
To those who now are run away. 

That thou Shalt not. qooA Hudibras ; 
We read the ancients held li jlffiB 
More honourable far, sertUMV 
Civemt than slay an adveiiMty } 


The one we oft to.day have done { 

670 The other shall despatch anon : 

And though th’ art of a difTrent church,, 

I will not leave thee in the lurch. 

This said, he jogg’d his good steed nighcr 76S 
And steer’d him gently tow’rd the Squire^. 

675 Then bowing down his body, stretch'd 
His hands out, and at Halpho reach’d ; 

When Trulla, whom he did not mind. 

Charg'd him like lightning liehlnd, 770 

She had been long in search about V 

680 Magnano's wound to find it out ; 

But could find none, nor where the shot 
That had so startled him, was got ; 

Rut having found the worst was past, 776 

She fell to her own work at last, 

C86 The pillage of the prisoners. 

Which in all foats of arms were hers ; 

And now to plunder Ralph she flew, 

When Hudibras his hard fate drew 7 HO 

To smrour him ; for, as he bow'd 
690 To helji him m>, she biid a load 

j ttr|i|.,iv. v.f iit-.ii v, aiiil phr d so well, 
j On i’ other side, that down he fell. 

A’ield, scoumlrel base, (quoth she,) or die ; 786 

1 Thy life is mine, and liberty ; 

695 j But if tliou think’st 1 took thee tardy, 
j And dar'st presume to be so hardy, 

I To try tliy fortune o'er afresh. 

I’ll wave my title to thy flesh, 790 

' Thy .arms and baggage now my rightr 
700 I Anil if thou hast the licart to try ’t, 
j I’ll lend thee back thyself a while, 

I And once more for thy carcase vile 

Figlit ti. Il Quoth Hudibras. 796 

TIk.ii ..d, r a ncbl.t, v.dianl lass, 

.\nd I 'll .i| t.ike liie -’ .11 th> wi.nl. 

Kir'i l.-t III.' r. and take my ^w(lrd 
1 That 'w.iivl w 1.1. h li.is sj oil ilnsdiy 
j Thr-.iigli .pi.Klr .iis of iii> fiss III me way, 800 
itn.l t.. -iilier '\nrMk dtspab h d, 

710 I Now will, a fi- bli spm^Il•r match'd. 

I V\ ill liludi with lilocsl Ignoble si.iin'd 
! By which no honour 's to be gain d. 

1 Rut if thou 'It take ni’ .advice in. this, .80 j 

Corisiiler wliilst thou may’.st, what tis 
715 To Interrupt a victor’s course, 

IV opposlnr such a trivial force: 

For it witli « .iii<]Ui.''t I louicofl, 

(And that 1 shall do sure enough, I 810 

Quarter thou canst not have, nor grace 
7’20 By law of arms in such a case ; 

Both which I now do oiler freely. 

I scorn, quoth she, thou coxcomb silly, 

(Clapping her h.and upon her breech, 815 

1 To show how much she priz’d his speech,) 

725 ( Quarter, or counsel from a foe : 
ft thou canst force me to it, do. 

Hut Ic't it should agiin be said. 

Whin I li.ivi* oihe iiiuie wmi thy head, 820 

1 tonk thee nap]img, unprepar'd, 

730 Arm, ami liel.ike liiee lo lliv guard. 

Till... '.lid, '.he In her l.n kle fell. 

And on the Knlghi hi fall .i i>c-al 
I )f blows Ml III ICC, and pre-.ViI so home, 825 

That he inir d, and follow'd s hum. 

735 Stand to 'i, .lu.-ih sl.e, or yield lo mercy ; 

It is not fighting arsie-versiu 
Shall serve thy turn. — This stirr’d bis spleen 
More than the danger he was In : 830 

The blows he felt, or was to feel, 

740 Although th' already made him reel ; 

Honour, desjiite, revenge and shame, 

• At once into his stoinacn came ; 

Which fir’d it so, he rais’d his arm 855 

Above his head, and rain'd a storm 
745 Of blows w terrible and thick, 

As if he meant to hash her quick. 

But she ui»on her truncheon took them, 

And hy oblique diversion broke them, 840 

Waiting an opportunity 
60 To pay all back with usury ; 

Which Jong she fail’d not of ; for now 
The Knight with one dead-doing blow 
Resolving to decide the fight, 846 

Anti she with quick and cunning sleight 
766 Avoiding it, the force and weighs 
He charg'd upon It was so great. 

As almost sway’d him to the nound. 

No sooner she th’ advantage round, 860 

But in she flew ; and seconding 
760 With home-made thrust the heavy swing. 
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She laid him flat upon hla side : 

And mounting on his trunk astride, 

Ouoth she, I told thee what would come 
all thr vapouring, base scum. 

Say, will tlio law of arms allow 
I mav have grace and quarter now ? 

Or wilt thou rather break thy word, 

And stain thine honour, than tliy sword ? 

A man of war to damn liis soul. 

In bawly breaking his parole ; 

And when before the fight th’ had’st vow’d 
To give no quarter in cold blood ; 

Now thou hast got me for a Tartar, 

To make me 'gainst my will take quarter. 
Why dost not pul me to the sword, 

But cowardly lly from thy word ? 

Ouoth Hudibras, The day’s thine own ; 

Thou and thy stars have cast me down : 

My laurels are transplanted now, 

And flourish on tliy conqu’ring brow : 

My loss of honour ’s great enough. 

Thou Tiptxl'st not brand it with a scoff: 
Sarcasms may eclipse thine own. 

But cannot blur my lost renown : 

I am not now in Fortune’s pow’r ; 
lie that is down can fall no lower. 

The ancient heroes were illustrious 
For being benign, and not blustrous. 
Against a vanquish’d foe ; their swords 
Were sharp and trenchant, not their words ; 
And did in fight hut cut work out 
T‘ employ their courtesies aliout. 

Quoth she. Although thou hast deserv’d 
Base slubherdegulllon, to be serv’d 
As thou did’st vow to deal witli me. 

If thou had’st got the victory ; 

Yet I shall rather act a part 
That suits my fame than thy desert. 

Thy arms, thy liberty, Iwsslcfe 
All Uiat ’s on tli’ outside of thy hide, 

Are mine by military law, 

Of which 1 will not bate one straw : 

The rest, thy life and limbs once more. 
Though doubly forfeit, 1 restore. 

Quoth Hudibras, It is too late 
For me to treat or stipulate ; 

What thou comniana'st I must obey. 

Yet these whom I expung’d to-day 
Of thine own party, I let go, 

And cave them life and frewom too? 

Both and Boar, upon their parole. 
Whom I took pris’ners in thU quarrel, 
t^uoth Trulla, Whether thou or they 
la-t one another run away, 

Concerns not me ; but was 't not thou 


That gave (3rowdcro quarter too ? 

Orowoero, whom in irons bound. 

Thou basely threw'st into Lob’s pound, 
Where still he lies, and with regret 
His gen'rous bowels rage and fret ; 

But now thy carcase shall redeem, 

And serve to be exchang’d for him. 

This said, the Knight did straight submit. 
And laid his weapons at her feet. 

Next ho disrob'd his gaberdine. 

And with it did himself resign. 

She took it, and forthwith divesting 
The mantle that she wore, said, jesting. 
Take tliat, and wear it for my sake ; 

Then threw it o’er his sturdy back. 

And as the French we conuuer’d once. 

Now give us laws for pantaloons. 

The length of breeches, and the gathers, 
Port-canons, periwigs, and featlicn : 

Just so the proud insulting lass 
Array'd ana dighted Hudlnras. 

Meanwhile uie other champions, yerst 
In hurry of the fight disperst, • 

Arriv'd, when Trulla won the day. 

To share 1’ th’ honour and the prey, 

.Vnd out of Hudibras his hide 
With vengeance to bo satisfy’d. 

Which now they were about to pour 
Upon him In a wooden show’r. 

But Trulla thrust herself between. 

And striding o’er his back again, 

She bran^^’d o’er her head his sword, 
at. w should not break her word ; 

Tw quarter, and her blood 

w theirs should make quarter good. 
For she was bound by law of arms 
i o see him safe from further bsurms. 


In dungeon deep Crowdero cast 945 

By Hudibras as yet lay fast ; 

S-ia Where, to the hard and ruthless stones, 

His great heart made perpetual moans : 

Him she resolv’d that Huaibras 
Mhould ransom, and supply his place. 950 

This stopt their fuiy and the basting 
SCO Which towards Hudibras was hasting. 

They thought it was hut just and right 

That tthiii '.hi- ha.l a. i.u. v'd in light 

Mie >l'i.ui(i di-posi- I'l how she pleas'd 9.55 

('ri-i*d--r.- r'ii.;hi to he releas’d ■ 

SC.’i Nor . ('uiil ihnr .any " ay l-e d-.iic 
j So wi-ll .1, i|.|. Ate piiih'd upon 
I K-.r who a better i -'Ulil Imagine ' 

Thm iliertl.-re ihev rosolv U f engage n. llCO 

'I’he Knight and ‘'quire firit they made 
S70 lti>4.- iroiii till- uieiiiiil where ihi « wt-re laid: 

'I hen iiii-uriied l>■■tll up- ii iheir horseii, . 

But With till ir 1 ne' I > iln ir aries, ’ 

Ori.ln led Huddirii-' hi. ui, 9C5 

■A till Tiilgi I inji uhii h H.iljiho preH 
875 U lii-in 'tout M.ignaiiij, vali.ini ferdori, 

.\nd t'lfliiii wain d .as i guard on; 

.Ml u&h'rmg Trulla in the rear, 
tl'ith the arms of either prl'onc.r. 970 

In this proud order and array 
880 They put themselves upon their way. 

Striving to reach th’ enchanted castle. 

Where stout Crowdero in durance lay still. 

Thither with greater speed, than shows 975 

And triumphs over conquer’d foes 

88.5 Do use t’ allow ; or than the hears. 

Or pitgeants home before lord mayors 
A re wont to use, they soon arriv'd 

In order soldier -like contriv’d ; 980 

Still marchitig in a warlike posture, 

890 As fit for battle as for muster, 

The Knight and Squire they first unhorse, 

And bending 'gainst tlte fort their force. 

They all advanc’d, and round about 985 

Begirt the magicid redoubt. 

89.5 Magnan’ led up in this adventure, 

And made way for the rest to enter. 

For he was skilful in black art 

No less than he that built the fort : 990 

And with an iron mace laid fiat 
900 A broach, which strait all enter’d at ; 

And In the wooden dungeon found 
, Crowdero laid upon the ground. 

Him they release from durance base, * 995 

I Restor’d t’ his Piddle and his case, 

90.5 ' And liberty, his thirsty rage 

I With luscious vengeance to assuage ; 

I For he no sooner was at large, 

I But Trulla straight brought on the charge, 1000 
! A nd in the self-same limbo put 
910 i The knight and Squire, where he was shut, 

Where leaving them in Hock ley -i'-th’-hole. 

Their bangs and durance to condole, 
j Confin'd and conyur'd into narrow 1005 

Enchanted mansion to know sorrow ; 

915 In the same order and array 

Whii’h they advanc’d they march’d away. 

But Hudibras, who scom’cl to stoop 
' To fortune, or be said to droop, 1010 

Cheer’d up himself with ends of verse, 

920 And sayings of philosophers. 

Quoth he, Th’ one half of man, his mind, 

Is, suijurit, unconfin’d, 

And cannot be laid \tj the heels, 1015 

Whate’er the other moiety feels. 

92 5 *Tis not resUaint or liberty, 

Th.at makes men prisoners or free ; 

; But perturbations that possess 
. The mind, or eequanimiUes. 1020 

I Thu whole world was not half so wide 
930 ; To Alexander when he cry’d. 

Because he had hut one to subdue, 

! As was a paltry 'narrow tub to 

j Diogenes ; who is not said * 1025 

, ^or ought that ever I could read) • 

9.36 ; To whine, put finger i’ Ut’ eye, and sob, 

! Because he had ne’er another tub. 

, The ancients make two sev’ral kinds 
I Of prowess in herpic minds, 1030 

; The active and the passive valiant, 

940 1 Both which are part libra ^lant : 

IPor both to give. Dlows, and to carry, 

I In fights are equi-neciMnary : 

But In defeats, the passive stout 1035 

Are always found to stand it out 
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Ko 6 t desp^tely, and to outdo 
The actire ’gainst a conqu’ring fbe. 

Tho’ we with blacks and blues are sugglll’d, 

Or, as the vulgar say, are rudi^U'd ; 1010 

He that is valent, and dares tight, 

Though drubb’d, can lose no honour by 't. 
Honour’s a lease for lives to come. 

And cannot be extended from 

The legal tenant ; 'tis a chattel 1015 

Not to be forfeited in battle. 

If he that in the field Is slain. 

Be in the bed of honour lain ; 

He Uiat is lieaten may be said 
To lie in Honour’s truckle-bed. 1050 

For as we see th’ eclipsed sun 
By mortals is more gaz’d upon, 

Tnan when, adorn’d with all his light,' 

He shines in serene sky most bright ; 

^ valour in a low estate, 1055 

is most admir’d and wonder’d at. 

Quoth Ralpho, How great I do not know 
Wc may by being beaten grow ; 

But none mat see how here we sit. 

Will judge us overgrown with wit. 1060 

As gifted brethren, preaching by 

A carnal hour-glass do Imply 

Illumination can convey 

Into them what they have to say. 

But not how much ; so well enough 10C5 

Know you to charge, but not draw off ; 

For who without a cap and bauble, 

Having subdu'd a bear and rabble. 

And might with honour have come off. 

Would put it to a second proof? 1070 

A politic exploit right ^t 
For Presbyterian zeal and wit. 

Quoth Hudibras, That cuckoo’s tone, 

Rupho, thou always liorp'st upon : < 

When thou at any thing woulost rail, 1075 

Thou mak’st Presbytery thy scale 
To take the Iieight on’t, and explain 
To what degree it is profime ; 

Whats’ever will not with (thy what d’ye tall) 

Thy light jump right, thou call’st $ynodical. 1080 
As If Presbytery were a standard. 

To seize whats’ever 's to be slander’d. 

Do'st not remember how this day 
Thou to my beard was bold to say. 

That thou couldst prove bear-baidng equal 1085 
W ith synods, orthodox and legal ; 

Do, lf',nou canst ; for I deny ‘t. 

And dare thee to ’t with all thy light. 

Quoth Ralpho, Truly that is no 
Hard matter for a man to do, 1090 

That has but any guts in ’s brains, 

And could believe it worth his pains ,* 

But since you dare and urge me to it. 

You’ll hna I’ve light enough to do it. 

.Synods are mystical boar-gardens, 1 095 

Where elders, deputies, church-wardens, 

And other members of the court. 

Manage the Babylonish sport. 

For prolocutor, scribe, and bear- ward, 

Do differ only in a mere word ; lim 

Both are but sev’ral synagogues 
Of carnal men, and beats and dogs ; 

Both antichristian assemblies. 

To mischief bent as far’s tn them lies ; 

Both stave and tail, with deroc contests, 1105 
The one with men, the other beasts. 

The dlff ’rence is, the one dghts with 
The tongue, the other with the teeth ; 

And that they bait but bean in this, 

In t’ other souls and consciences ; 1110 

Where saints themselees are brought to stake 
For grenel-Ught and consclenee sake ; 

Ezpos’a to scribes and Presbyten, 

Instead of mastive dogs and cun ; 

Than whom th’ have less humanity. 1 1 15 

Por these at souls of men will fly. 

TUi to th^ prophet did appear, 

Vv no in a vision latr a bear. 

Prefiguring the beastly rage 

Df church-rule in thte latter age : 1 ISO 

As is demonstrated at ftiU 

By him that baited the Pope’s bull. 

Bean nat’rally are beasts of prey, 

That live by rapine i so de they. 

are their onlsra, ooostltutioiu, 11S5 

ChuTch-censureiL curses, absolutfons ? 

Bat scT’ral mystic chains they make. 

To tie poor Cnristians to the sudee; 


, And then set heathen officers, 

' Instead of dogs, about their ears : 

I For to prohibit and dispense, 

To find out or to make offence ; 

, Of Hell and Heaven to dispose. 

I To play with souls at fast and loose ; 

! To set what characters they jilease, 

. And mulcts on sin or godliness ; 

I Reduce the church to gospel order, 

( I By rapine, sacrilege, and murder ; 

To make Presbytery supreme. 

And kings themselves submit to them .• 
And force all people, tho* against 
Their consciences, to turn saints ; 
j Must prove a pretty thriving trade, 

When saints monopolists are ni.ide. 
When pious frauds and holy sbifis 
' Are disi>ensations and gifts, 

I Their gmlliness becomes mere ware, 

1 And ev'ry synod but a fair. 

I Synods are whelps of th’ Inquisition, 

1 A snongrei breed of like pcrnicion, 

' And Rowing up, became the sires 
! Of scribes, commissioners, and triers ; 

I Whose bus'ncss is by cunning sleight, 

I To cast a figure for men’s light ; 

'Po find in lines of beard and face. 

The nhystognomy of CTace ; 

And by the sound and twang of nose. 

If all be sound within, disclose ; 

Free from a crai lr or flaw of sinning, 

.\s men try pipkin, by the ringing ; 

Ity black caps underlaid wiili while, 

(live certain at inward lighi. 

Which sericaiiis at the go-pel wear, 

To make the spiritual calling clear. 

The liandkeri hief about the m*. k 

1 Canonical cravat of Smeck, 

‘'rom whom the Institution came. 

When church and state they set on flame, 
And worn by them as badges then 
Of spiritual warfaring men,) 

.fudge rightly if regeneration 
( Be of the newest out in fashion ; 

' Sure ’tis an orthodox opinion, 

That grace is founded in dominion ; 

Cireat piety consists in pride ; 

To rule is to lie sanctihed ; 

To domineer, and to control. 

Both o’er the body and the soul. 

Is the most perfect discipline 
Of church-rule, and by right divine. 

Bell and the Dragon’s chaplains were 
More moderate than these by far : 

For they, poor knaves, were glad tc cheat. 
To get their wives ancl children meat ; 

But these will not be fobb’d off so, 

They must have wealth and power too ; 

Or else with blood and desolation 
They’ll tear it out o’ th’ heart o’ th’ nation. 

Sure these themselves from primitive 
And heathen priesthood do derive. 

When butchers were the only clerks, 
Kiders, and Presbyters of kirks. 

Whose directory was to kill ; 

And some believe it is so still. 

The only diff’rence la, that then 
They slaughter'd only beasts, now men. 
For then to sacrifice a bullock, 

Or now and then a child to Moloch, 

’rhey count a vile abomination. 

But not to slaughter a whole nation. 
Presbytery does but translate 
The papacy to a free state ; 

A commonwealth of popery, 

Where ev'iy village is a see 

As well as.Rome, and must maintain 

A tythe-pig .netropolitan ; 

Where ev’ry Presbyter and deacon 
Commands the keys for cheese and bacon ; 
And ev’ry hamlet’s governed 
Bv’s Holiness, the church’s head 5 
More haughty and severe in’s place. 

Than Gregory or Bonifbee. 

Such church must surely be a monster 
With many hqads ; for if we constex 
What In th’ Apocalypse we find. 

According to th’ Apostle's mind, 

Tis that the whore of Babylon 
With many heads did ride upon : 

Which heads denote the sinful tnbe 
Of deacon, priest, lay-elder, scribe. 
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Laj-eldcr, Simeon to Levi, 

Whose little linger is as heavy 
As lions of patriarchs, prince-prelate. 

And blshop-Becular. This aeaiut 

Is of a mongrel, diverse kind, 1225 

Cleric before, and lay behind ; 

A lawless linsey-woolsey brother. 

Half of one order, half another ; 

A creatiirc of amphibious nature. 

On land a beast, a lish in water ; 1230 

That always preys on grace or sin ; 

A sheep without, a wolf within. 

This fierce inquisitor has chief 
Dominion o’er men's belief 

.4 lid manners : can pmiuunce a saint 1235 

Idolatrous, or ignorant. 

When superciliously he sifts 
Thro’ coursest lioulter others’ ^fts. 

For all men live and judge amiss, 

Whose talents iiiinp not just with his. 1210 

lie'll lay on gill- wiili h.iii.li., tiiid pla>.e 
On liulii-'il iiixlille light and graiv. 

The minufat;iiiri‘ of the kirk 

'I'luMi.’ ]ia-.ior6 are hut th' handy work 

< if his iiH-v. hanii paw^, insiiliiiig 1245 

Ihvinity In (hem li> Iri.-lln^’; 

From whence they start up chosen vessels. 

Made hr contact, as men get meazles. 

So cardinals, they say, do grope 
At t’ other end the new-made I’ofie. 12.50 

Hold, hold, quoth Hudibras, soft fire. 

They say, does make sweet m^t. Go<m Squire, 
/‘Vsfiiut lente, nut too fast ; 

For h;i8te, the proverb says, makes waste. 

The quirks and cavils thou dost make 1255 

Are i.dse, and built upon mistake; 

And I shall bring you with your pack 
Of fallacies, t' Klenchi back ; 

And fiut your arguments in mood 

And figure to he understood. 12(50 

I’ll force you by right ratiocination 

'J’o leave your vld litigation, 

And make you keep to Uie question close. 

And argue dialecHcot. 

The question then to state it first, 12G5 

Is which is t>etter, or which worst. 

Synods or l>ears ? bears I avow 
To be the worst, ami synods thou. 

Hut to make go<^ th’ assertion, 

Thou say’st th’ are re.ally all one. 1270 

If so, not worst; for if tii’ arc idem. 

Why then tantundem dot landuUm. 

For if they are tlie same, by course 
.Veither is better, neither worse. 

Hut I deny they are the same, 2275 

More than a maggot and 1 am. 

That both are animalia, 

1 grant, but not ralionalia : 

For though they do agree in kind. 

Specific oiftbrence we find ; 1280 

And can no more make bears of these, 

Than prove my horse is Socrates. 

That synods are bear-gardens too. 

Thou do’st affirm ; but I say, no ; 

And thus I prove it, in a word ; 1285 

Whats’ever assembly’s not irapower'd 
To censure, curse, absolve, and ordain. 

Can he no synod ; but bear-garden 
Has no such pow’r ; ergo, ’Us none : 

And so thy sophlsttyr’s o’erthrown. 1290 

But yet we are beside the question, 

Wliich thou didst raise the first contest on : 

For ♦hat was. Whether bears were better 
Than synod-men ? 1 say, negaiur. 

That bears are beasts, and synods men, 1295 
Is held by all ; they’re better then : 

For bears and dogs on four legs go, s 
As beasts; but synod -men on two. 

’}'!• true they ail have teeth and nails, 

^t prove that synod-men have tails ; 1800 


Or thaUhis snout or spacious ears 
Do hold proportion with a bear’s. 

A bear’s a savage beast, of all 1305 

Most ugly and unnatural ; 

Whelp'd without form, until the dam 
Has lick’d it into shape and frame : 

But oil thy light can ne’er evict. 

That ever synod-man was lick’d, 1 3 1 

Or brought to any other fashion. 

Than his own will and inclination. 

But thou do’st further yet in this 
fippugn thvKcif and sense ; that is. 

Thou wouUist have Presbyters to go Ijl.’i 

For lie.-irs and dogs, and bear-wardti too 
A strange ■ hi-iur t of beasts and men, 

Maiie up of piei es heUMogeiu-; 

Such as in nature never met 

In eodem stdfjecto yet. , 1.32t. 

Thy other arguments are all 
Supposurcs hypothetical, 

Tliat do but l>eg, and we may choose 
Either to grant them, or refu.se ; 

Much thou hast said, which I know wlten 1325 
And wiiere thou stol’sl from other men, 

(Whereby 't is plain thy light and gifts 
Are all but plagiary shifts ; ) 

And is the same that ranter said. 

Who, arguing with me, broke my head, 1.330 
And tore a handful of my beard ; 

The self-same cavils then I heard. 

When b’ing in hot dispute about 
This controversy, we reli out ; 

And what thou know’st I answer'd then, 1335 
Will serve to answer thee again. 

Ouoth Ilalpho, Nothing but th’ abuse 
Of numan learning you produce; 

Iicaming, that cobweb of the bruin, 

Profane, erroneous, and vain ; 1340 

A tratle of knowledge, as replete 
As others are witit fraud and cheat*. 

And art t' encumber gifts and wit, 

And render Iwtb for nothing fit ; 

Makes light inactive, dull and troubleil, 1.31.5 
Like little David in Saul's doublet ; 

A cheat that scltolar’s put upon 
Other men’s reason and their own ; 

A sort of error, to ensconce 

Absurdity and ignorance, 13JiU 

'I'hat renders ail tlie avenues 

'To truth, imuervious and abstruse. , 

By making plain things, 1« debate. 

By art perplex’d and mtricale • 

For nothing goes for sense or light, 1 3.55 

That will not with old rules jump right t 
As If rules were not in the scliools 
Deriv'd from truth, but truth from rules. 

This Pagon, heathenish Invention 

Is good for nothing but contention. 1360 

For as, in sword-and-buckler fight. 

All blows do on tlie target light : 

So when men argue, the greatest part 
O’ th’ contest falls on terms of art. 

Until the fustian stuff be spent, 1365 

And then lliey fall to the antument. 

Quoth Hudibras, Friend Ralph, thou hast 
Outrun the constable at last: 

For thou art fallen on a new 

Dispute, as senseloss as untrue, 1370 

But to the former opposite, 

And contrary as blatt to white : 

Mere dhparata, that concerning 
Presbytery, this human learning ; 

Two things s’ averse, they never yet 1375 

But in the rambling fancy met. 

But I shall take a fu occasion 

T’ evince thee by ratioeixution 

Borne other time and place more proper 

Than Uiis w’ are in ; therefore let ifi^stophere, 1380 

And rest our wearied bones a while. 

Already tir'd with other toil* 
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PART SECOND. CANTO FIRST. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The Knight, hy damnable Magician 
Being ca*i illegally in prison ; 

Low brings his action on the case. 
And lays it upon Hudibras. 

Horn he receives the Lady's tiHl, 

And cunningly solicits his suit. 
Which she defers ; yet on parole. 
Redeems him from th’ enchanted hole. 


RUT now, t* observei romantic method. 

Let bloodr steel a while be sheathed : 

And all those harsh and rugged sounds 
Of bastinadoes, cuts, and wounds. 

Exchang’d to Love's more gentle style. 

To let our reader breathe a while : 

In which, that we may be as brief at 
Is possible, by way of preface, 

Is 't not enough to make one strange. 

That some men’s fancies should ne’er change. 
Rot make all people do and say 
The same things still the self-same way ? 
Soaie writers make all Iwlics purloin’d. 

And knights pursuing like a whirlwind : 
Others make all their knights in fits 
t)f Jealousy to lose their wils ; 

Tin drawing hlood o' th’ dames, like witches 
Th’ are foruiwith cur’d of their caprices. 
Some always thrive In their amours, 

Ry polling plaisters off their sores ; 

As c^ripples do to get an alms. 

Just so do they, and win their dames. 

Some force ola refdoos, in despite 
O' geography to change their site ; 

Make former times shake hands with latter. 
And that which waa before, come after. 

Rut those that write in rhyme, still make 
The one Terse for the other's sake ; 

For one for sense, and one fbr rhyme, 

1 think ’8 sufficient at one time. 

But we forgot in what sad plight 
We whilom left the captive Knight, 

And pensive Squire, both bruis’d In body. 

And conjur'd into safe custody i 
Tir’d with dispute, and speaking Latin, 

As well as basthu| and bear^bfiiu^ng. 

And desperate of sny course. 

To free himself by wit or force : 

g is only solace was, that now 
is do^bolt fortune was so low. 

That dther it must quickly end. 

Or tom about again and mend ; 

In whidh he found th’ eretit, no lets 
^Than other times, beside bis guess. 

There is a tail long-sided dame, 

(But wonderous light,) y’clep’d Fame, 

That like a thin cnameleon boards 
Herself on air, and eats her words : 

Upon her shoulders wings she wears 
like hanglng-rieeves, lin’d thro' with ears. 
And eyes, and.tongues, as poets list. 

Made good by deep my thofoglst : 

With Oiese she thro* the welkin flies, 

And sometimes carries truth, oft Uss; 


With letters hung like eastern pigeons, 

And Mercuries of farthest regions ; 

Diumah writ for regulation 
Of lying, to inform the nation ; 

And by their public use to bring down 

The rate of whetstones in the kingdom. < ( > 

About her neck a packet-mail, 

Fraught with atlvice, some fresh, some stale. 

Of men thafwilk’d when they were dead. 

And cows of monsters brought to betl ; 

Of hailstones big as pullets’ eggs , f J!' 

And puppies whelp’d with twice two legs- 
A blaring star seen In the west, 

By six or Miven men at least. 

Two trum}ict8 she does sound at once. 

But both of clean contrary tones ; TO 

But whether l>oth of the same wind. 

Or one before, and one behind. 

We know not, only this can tell. 

The one sounds vilely, th’ other well ; 

And therefore vulgar authors name 7k 

The one good, t’ other evil fitme. 

This tattling gossip knew too well. 

What mischief Hudiliras liefel ; 

And straight the spiteful tidings bears 

Of all, to th' unkind widow's cars. 80 

Democritus ne’er laugh’d so loud, 

To see bawds carted through the crowd. 

Or funerals with stately pomp, 

March slowly on In solemn dump. 

As she laugh'd out, until her bacx, iCi 

As well as sides, was like to crack. 

8he vow’d she would go see the sight. 

And visit the distressed Knight i 
To do the office of a neighbour. 

And be a mssip at his l^ur ; 90 

And from his wooden Jail, the stocks. 

To set at largo his fetter-locks. 

And by exchange, parole, or ransom. 

To free Mm from th’ enchanted mansion. 

This b’ing resolv'd, she call’d for hood 99 

And usher, implements abroad 
Which ladies wear, besides a slender 
Young damsel waiting to afttend her. 

All which appearing, on the went. 

To find the Knight in Limbo pent. 100 

And 't was not long before she found 
Him and his stout Squire, in the pound. 

Both coupled in enchanted tetlier. 

By farther leg behind together : 

For as he sat upon his rump, 106 

His head like one in doleful dump, 

Between his knees, his hands apply’d 
Unto his ears on either side » 
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And by him, in another hole, 

Afflictetl Ralpho, chock by jole ; 110 

She came upon him in his wooden 
Magician’s circle, on the sudden, 

As spirits do t’ a coniuter. 

When in their dreaUlul shapes th’ appear. 

No sooner did the Knight perceive her, 115 
Hut straigiit he fell into a fever. 

Inflam’d all over with disgrace, 

To Ih' seen by her in such a place ; 

Which made him hang his head, and scowl. 

And wink, and goggle like an owl, 120 

He felt his brains begin to swim, 

VVlien thus the damo accosted him ; 

This place, quotli she, thev say ’s enchanted. 

And wim delinquent spiiits haunted, 

That here are ty’d in chains, and scourg’d 125 
Until their guilty crimes be purg’d : 

IxK)k, there are two of them appear. 

Like persons I have seen somewhere. 

Some have mistaken lilocks and posts 
For spectres, apparitions, ghosts, , 130 

With sauccr-eyes, and horns ; and some 
Have heard the devil beat a drum : 

Rut it our eyes are not false glasses. 

That give a wrong account of faces ; 

'That beard and I should be acquaintecl, 135 

Before ’t was conjur’d and enchanted ; 

For though it be disfigured somewhat. 

As if ’t had lately lieen in combat. 

It did belong to a worthy ICnight, 

Howe’er this goblin is come by’t. 140 

When Humbrasthe Lady heard. 


Discoursing thus upon his beard. 

And speak with such respect and honour. 

Both of the beard, and tlie beard’s owner ; 

He thought it best to set as good 145 

A face upon it as he could, 

And tluis he spoke : Lady, your bright 
And radiant eyes are in tlie right ; 

The lieard’s th’ identic beard you knew, 

The same numerically true: 150 

Nor is It worn by fiend or elf. 

But it’s proprietor himself. 

O heav’ns ! quoth she, can that be true : 

I do begin to fear ’t is you ! 

Not by your inrtividual whiskers, 155 

But by your dialect and discourse. 

That never spoke to man or beast 
In notions vulgarly eiprest. 

But what malignant star, alas! 

Has brought you botli to this sad pass ? 160 

S uoth he, the fortune of the war, 

,ich I am less aillictcd for. 

Than to be seen with beard and face 
By you in such a homelv case. 

Quoth she, those neeti not lie asham’d 165 

For being honourably maim’d ; 

If he tliat is in battle conouer’d. 

Have any title to his own beard, 

Tho’ yours be sorely lugg'd and torn. 

It does Tour visago more adorn, 170 

Than ir ’t were prun’d, and starch’d, and lander’d, 
And cut square by the Russian standard ; 

A tom beard’s like a tatter'd ensign, 

That ’s bravest whiclt there are most rents in. 

That petticoat about your shoulders, 175 

Docs not so well become a soldier’s ; 

And I’m afraid they are worse handled ; 

Altho’ i’ th’ rear, your beard the van led : 

And those unseemly bruises make 

My heart for company to ake, 180 

To see so worshipml a firiend 

I’ th’ pillory set, at the wrong end. 

Quoth Hudihras, This thing call’d fain 
Is (as the learned Stoics mainUln) 

Not had simpliciCer, not good ; 185 

But merely as ’t is understood. t 

Sense is deceitful, And may feign, 

As well In counterfeiting pain 
As other gross phenomanas. 

In which it oft mistakes the case, 190 

since th’ immortal intellect 
free from error and defect. 

Whose objects still persist the same) 
from outward bruise or maim, 

^ch nought external can expose 1 95 

To ROSS material bangs or blows; 

be sure 

Wrother we pain or not endure t 

And just so far are sore and griev'd. 

Aa by the fa^y is believ’d. ^ ^ ^ 


Some have been wotmded with conceit. 

And dy'd of mere opinion straight ; 

Others, tho* wounded sore in reason. 

Felt no contusion, nor discretion. 

A Saxon duke did grow so fat, 205 

That mice, as histories relate. 

Ate grots and labyrinths to dwell in 
His postit: parts, without his feeling; 

Then how is 't possible a kick 

Should o’er re;ich that way to the quick ? 210 

Quoth she, I gra!»t it is In vain 
For one that ’s basted to feel pain. 

Because the pangs his I>oiies endure. 

Contribute nothing to the cure : 

Yet honour hurt is wont to rage 215 

With pain no med’eine can assuage. 

Quoth he. That honour 's ve^ squeamish, 

That takes a basting for a blemislr ; 

For what ’s more honourable than scars. 

Or skin to tatters rent in wars ? 220 

Some have been beaten till they know 
What wood a cudgel ’s of by th’ l)low ; 

Some kick’d, until they can feel wlietlier 
A shoe be Spanish or neat’s leather ; 

And yet have met, after long running, 225 

With some whom they have taught that cunning, 
The farthest way about t’ o’crcome, 

I’ th’ end docs prove the nearest home ; 

By laws of learned duelists. 

They that are bruis’d with wood or fists, 230 

And think one beating may for once 
Suflli-e, are cowards and poltroons ; 

But if they dare engage t’ a second, 

They’re stout and gallant fellows reckon’d. 

Th’ old Romans freedom did bestow, 235 

Our princes worship, with a blow : 

King Pyrrhus cur’d hit splenetic 
And testy courtiers with a kick. 

The Negus, when some mighty lord 
Or potentate’s to bo restor’d 240 

And pardon'd for some great oflTence, 

With which he’s willing to dispense ; 

First has him laid upon his belly, 

Then bo.iten back and side, t’ a jelly : 

That done, he rites, humbly bows, 245 

And gives thanks for the princely blows. 

Departs not meanly proud and boasting 
Of Itis magnificent rib-roasting. 

'I'he lieaten soldier proves most manful. 

That, like his sword, endures the anvil ; 250 

And justly ’s held more formidable, * 

The more his valour ’s malleable ; 

But he that fears a bastinado, 

Will run away from his own shadow : 

And tho’ I’m now in durance fast, 255 

By our own party basely cast, 

Ransom, cxchanR, parole rout’d. 

And worse than bv the en’my us’d, 

I n close catatira shut, past hope 
Of wit or valour, to elope : 260 

As beards the nearer that they tend 
To th’ earth, still grow more reverend ; 

And cannons shoot the higher pitches. 

The lower we let down their breeches : 

I’ll make this low dqjccted fate 265 

Advance me to a greater height. 

Quoth she, Y’ have almost made m’ in love 
With that which did my pity move. 

Great wits, and valours, like'great states, 

Do sometimes sink with their own weights : 270 

Th’ extremes of glory and of shifine. 

Like east and west, become the same : 

No Indian prince has to his palace 
More followers than a thief to th*^ gallows. 

But if a beatiag seem so brave, 275 

Wliat glories must a whipping have ? 

Such great achievements cannot fell 
To cast salt on a woman’s tail : 

For if I thought your nafral talent 

OF passive courage were so gallant. 280 

As you strain hard to have It thought, 

1 could grow amorous, and dote. 

When Hudihras this language heard, 
lie prick'd up ’s ears, and strok'd Iiis beard: 
Thought he, this is the lucky hour ; 285 

Wines work when vines are in the floiw’r : 

This crisis then I’ll set my rest on. 

And put her boldly to the question. 

Madam, what yon would seem to donbt. 

Shall be to all the world made out: 290 

How 1 *ve been drubb'd, and with what iplrit 
And magnaninai^ X bear it ; 



24 


BimXBltAS. {Part IT. 


And If you doubt ft to be true. 

ni stake myself down a^rainst you 

And if I (ail in lore or troth, f95 

Be you the winner, and take both. 

Quoth she, I 're heard old cunning stagers 
Say, fools (or argumenu use wagers ; 

And tho* 1 prais'd your valour, yet 
I did not mean to baulk your wit ; 300 

Which if you have, you must nec^ know 
What 1 have told you before now. 

And you b' experiment have prov’d, 

I cannot love where I 'ra belov'd. 

Quoth Hudibras, ’Tis a caprich, 305 

Beyond th’ infliction of a witch ; 

So cheats to play with those still aim. 

That do not understand the game, 
lyove in your heart as idly bums. 

As tire in antioue Homan ums, 310 

To warm the dead, and vainly light 
Those only that see nothing by 't. 

Have you not pow’r to entertiiiin. 

And render Ijvc for love again ; 

As no man can draw in his breath .315 

At once, and force out air beneath ? 

Or do you love yourself so much. 

To bear all rivals else a grutch ? 

What fate can lay a greater curse 

Than you upon yourself would force ; 320 

For wedlock without love, some say. 

Is but a lopk without a key : 

It is a kind of rape to marry 

One that neglects, or cares not for ye : 

/'or what does make it ravishment, 325 

But b'ing against the mind’s consent ? 

A rape that is the more inhuman. 

For being acted by a woman. 

Why are you fair but to entice us. 

To love you that you may despise us ? 3.30 

But though you cannot love, you say. 

Out of your own fanatic way, 

Wliy should you not at least allow 
Those that love you to do so too ; 

For as you fly me, and pursue 335 

Love more averse, so I do you : 

And am by your own doctrine taught 
To practise what you call a fault. 

Quoth she. If what you say is true. 

You must fly me as I do you : 340 

But ’t is not what we do, but say, 

In love and preaching, that must sway. 

• Quoth he. To bic^ n»o not to love. 

Is to forbid my pulse to move. 

My beard to grow, my ears to prick up, 315 

Or, when I ‘m in a fit, to hiccup : 

Command me to piss out the moon. 

And 't will as easily be done. 

Love’s pow'r 's too great to be withstood 
^ feeble human flesh and blood. 350 

'T was he that brought upon hit knees 
The hect’ring kiIl>cow Hercules ; 

Transform’d his leager-lion's skin 
T’ a TOtticoat, and make him spin ; 

Seiz’d on his clu^ and made it dwindle 355 

T’ a feeble distaflrand a spindle. 

T was he that made emperors gallants 
To their own sisters, and their aunts; 

Set popek and cardinals agog, 

To playwith pages at leap-frog. SCO 

'T was he that save our-senate purges. 

And flux’d the House of many a burgess ; 

Made those that represent the nation, 

Hubmlt, and suffer amputation ; 

And all the grandees o' th* cabal 365 

A4}oum to tubs, at spring and fall. 

He mounted synod-men, and rode ’em 
To Dlrty-lane and Little Sodom ; 

Made 'em curvet, like Spanish Jennets, 

And take the ring at M adam ■ — ’ s ; 370 

T waa he that made St. Francis do 
More than the devil could tempt him to ; 

In cdfd and frosty weather grow 
Enamour’d of a wife of snow ; 

And thou^ she were of rigid temper, 375 

With melting flames accost and tempt her ; 

Which after in enjoyment quenching, 

He hung a garland on his engine. 

Quoth she. If lore have these effects. 

Why is It not forbid our sex ? 380 

Why Is *t not damn’d, and interdicted 
For diabolical and wicked ? 

And song, as out of tone, against, 

JLm Turk and Pope are by the sainu ? 


I find I ’ve greater reason for it SS5 

Than I believ’d before, t’ abhor it. 

Quoth Hudibras, These sad effects 
Spring from your heathenish neglecu 
Of love’s great pow’r, which he renniis 
Upon yourselves with equal scorns ; 390 

And those who worthy lovers sleight, 

Plagues with prepost’rous appetite. 

This made the beauteous Queen of Crete 
So take a town- bull for her sweet , 

And from her greatness stoop so low, 395 

To be the ri vnl of a cow : 

Others to prostituu? their great hearts. 

To be balxions’ and monkeys’ sweethearts : 

Some with the dev’l himself in a league grow 

’s reprosentative, a negro. 7()0 

"rwas this made vestal maids love-sick. 

And venture to be burled quick : 

Some by their fathers, and their brothers. 

To be made mistresses and mothers. 

’Tis this tliat proudest dames enamours 405 

Of lacoueys, and valets des chainbri>s ; 

Their naughty stomachs overcomes, 

.And make them stoop to dirty grooms ; 

'I'o sleight tlie world, and to disparage 
CWs, issues, infamy, and marriage. 410 

Quoth she, These Judgments are severe. 

Yet such as I should rather bear. 

Than trust men with their oaths, or prove 
I'helr faith and secrecy in love. 

Says he. There is a weighty reason 4 15 

For secrecy in love, as treason. 

I»ve is a burglarer, a felon. 

That in the window-eye does steal in 

To rob the heart, and with his prey 

Steals out again a closer way ; 420 

Which whosoever can discover. 

He ’s sure (as he (L serves) to suffer. 

Ixive IS a fire, that bums and sparkles 
In men as nat’rally ns in charcoals. 

Which sooty chemists stop in holes, 4*25 

\Ylien out of wootl they extract coals ; 

So lovers should their passions choke, 

That though they hum they may not smoke. 

’Tis like that sturdy thief that stole 

And dragg’d beasts backwards into ’s hole : 4.30 

So Love does lovers, and us men 

Draws by the tail into his den ; 

That no impression may discover. 

And trace to ’s cave the wary lover. 

But if you doubt 1 should reveai 4.35 

What you intrust me under seal, 

I'll prove myxelf as close and virtuous 
As vour own secretary, Albertus. 

Quoth she, I gr.int you may be close 
In fiiding what your aims propose ; 440 

lai VC- passions are like parables, 

Bv which men still mean something else r 
Though love be all the world’s pretence. 

Money ’s the mythologic sense, 

■rhe real substance t>f the shadow, 445 

Which all address and courtship ’s made to. 

Thought he, I understand your play. 

And how to quit you your own wav : 

He that will win his dame, must do 

As Love does, when he bends his bow ; 450 

With one hand thrait the lady from. 

And witli the other pull her home. 

I grant, quoth he, wealth is a great 
Provocative to am’rous heat , 

It is all philtres, and high diet. 45 

That makes love rampant, and to fly out : 

’Tis beauty always in the flower. 

That buds and blossoms at fourscore : 

'Tis that by which the sun and moon 

At thrfr own weapons are undone ; 460 

That makes knights-errant fall 1«» trances. 

And lajr about them in romances : 

'Tis virtue, wit, and worth, and all 
That men divine and sacred call : 

For what is worth in any thing, 465 

But so much money as 't will bring ? 

Or what but riches Is there known. 

Which man can solely call his own ; 

In which no cri*ature goes his half. 

Unless it bo to squint and laugh ;> 470 

I do confeu, wim goods and land, 

I *d have a wifo at second-hand ? 

And such you are i nor is 't your person 
My stomach ’s set so sharp and fierce on ; 

•But 'tis (your better part) your riches, 475 

That my enamour’d heart bewitches ; 
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l^t me your fortune but pokscs^. 

And »ettle your person how to nleast ^ 

Or make it o'er in trust to th' derll. 

You’ll find me reasonable and 
Quoth she, I like this plainness better 
Than false mock-passion, speech, or letter. 
Or any seat of qualm or swooning. 

But hanging of yourself, or drowning : 

Your only way with me to break 
Your mind, is breaking of your neck ; 

For as when merchants break, o'erthrown 
Like nine-pins, they strike others d<iwn ■, 

Ho that would break my heart, which done. 
My tempting fortune is your own. 

These are but triiles ; eriry lover 
Will damn himself, over and over, 

A nd greater matters undertake 
For a less worthy mistress’ sake : 

Yet they’re the only ways to prove 
Th’ unfeigtx’d realities of love; 

For he that hangs, or heats out 's brains. 

The devil’s in him if he feigns. 

Quoth Hudibras, The way’s too rough 
For mere experiment and proof; 

It is no jesting, trivial matter. 

To swing i’ th’ air, or douce in water. 

And, like a water-witch, try love ; 

That’s to destroy, and not to prove ; 

As if a man should lie dissected. 

To find what jiart is disallecteil. 

V’^onr better way Is to make over 
In trust, your fortune to your lover : 

Trust is a trial ; if it break, 

'Tis not so desp’rate as a neck ; 

Beside, th’ experiment ’s more certain ; 

Men venture necks to gain a fortune : 

The soldier does it ev’17 day 
(Eight to the week) for six-nence pay : 

Your pettifoggers damn their souls, 

To share witli knaves in cheating fools : 

And merchants, vent’ring through the main. 
Slight pirates, rocks, and storms, for gain. 

1 hi.i IS the Wii> I Mvi#e you to ; 

Trust me, and' sec what I still Ho. 

Quoth >he, I slioiild he loath to run 
Myselt all th’ hazard, and you none ; 

AVltich must lie done, unless some deed 
Of yours aforesaiil do precede : 

Give but yourself one gentle swing 
For trial, and I’ll cut the string; 

Or give that rcv’rend head a maul. 

Or two, or three, against a wall ; 

To show you are a man of mettle. 

And I’ll engage myself to settle. 

Quoth he, ftly head’s not made of brass. 
As rri.ir Bacon's noddle was ; 


Nor (like the Indian’s skull) so tough. 
That, authors say, 'twai musket-proof: 

As it had need to be, to enter 
As yet on any new adventure : 

You .see what bangs it hath endur’d. 

That would, before new feats, be cur’d; 
But if that’s all you stand upon, 

Here strike me luck, it shall be done. 

Quoth she, The matter’s not so far gone 
As you suppose ; two words to a bar^n ; 
That may he done, and time enough. 
When you hare given downright proof : 
And yet ’tis no fantastic pique 
I have to love, nor coy dislike : 

'Tis no implicit, niee aversion 
T’ your conversation, mien, or person ; 
But a just fear, lest you should prove 
False and perfidious in love : 

For if I thought you could be true, 

I cxiuld love twice as much as you. 

Quoth he. My faith is adamantine 
As chains of destiny. I’ll maintain ; 

True as Apollo ever spoke. 

Or oracle from heart of oak : 

And if you’ll give my flame but vent. 

Now in close hugger-mugger pent, 

And sliine upon me but lienignly. 

With that on^ and that other, pigsney. 
The sun and day shall sooner part, 

Than love or you shake off my heart ; 

T he sun, that shall no more mspense 
His own, but your l^right influence. 

I’ll carve your name on barks of trees. 
With ttue love’s knots and fionrlshes ; 
That shall Infhse eternal spring. 

And everlasting flouriahing j 
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Prink ev’ry letter on’t in stum, 

And make it bright champagne become. 570 
Where'er you tread, your foot shall set 
The primrose and the violet; 

All spice.s, perfumes, and sweet powders. 

Shall borrow from your breath tneir odours ; 

Nature her charter shall tenew, 675 

And take all lives of things from you ; 

The world depend upon yorir eye, 

And when you frown ui>on it, ole ; 

Only our love shall Still survive. 

New worlds and natures to outlive ; 680 

And like to heralds’ moons, remain 
All crescents, without change or wane. 

Hold^ hold, quoth she, no more of this. 

Sir Knight, you take your aim amiss: 

For you will find it a hard chapter 685 

'Fo ci tch me with poetic rapture, 

111 -ch your mastery of art 
Doiii .now itself, and not your heart ; 

Nor will you raise in mine combustion. 

By dint of high heroic ftistian. 590 

She tliat w ith poet^ is won, 

Is but a de-sk to write upon ; 

And what men say of her, they mean 
No more than on the thing they lean. 

Some with Arabian spices strive 595 

T’ embalm her cruelly aljve ; 

Or season her, as French cooks use 
Their haut-go6s, boiiillles, and ragous ; 

Use her so barbarously ill. 

To grind her lips upon a mill, COO 

Until the facet doulilet doth 

Fit their rhymes rather than her mouth ; 

Her mouth compar’d to an oyster’s, with 
A row of pearl In’t ’stead of teeth. 

Others make posies of her cheeks, 605 

Where red and whitest colours mix ; 

In which the lily and the rose 
For Indian lake and ceruse goes. 

The sun and moon by her bright eyes 
Kcliiis’d and darken'd in the skies, Cl 0 

Are out black patches, which she wears 
Cut into suns, and moons, and stars ; 

By which astrologers, as well 

As those in heav’n above, can tell 

What strange events they do foreshow Cl 5 

Unto her under world below. 

Her voice, the music of the sphere*, 

80 loud it deafens mortal’s ears ; 

As wise philosophert haVc thought ; • 

.4nd that’s the cau.se we hear it not. 6*20 

This has been done by some, who those 
Th’ ador’d in rhyme, would kick in prose 
And in those ribands would have hung. 

Of which melodiously they sung : 

That have the hard fate to write best 
Of those still that deserve it least ; 

It matters not how false, or forg’d. 

So the l/est things be said o’ th’ worst 
It goes for nothing when ’l is said. 

Only the arrow ’s drawn to th’ head, C30 

Whether it be a swan oT goose 

'rhey level at : so shepherds use 

’To set the same mark on the hip 

Both of their sound and rotten sheep . 

For wits that carry low or wide, C53 

Must be aim’d higher, or beside 

'I'he mark, which else they ne’er come nigh, 

But when they yike their aim awry. 

But 1 do wonder you should choose 
'rhis way t’ attack me with your muse, 

As one cut out to pass your tricks on 
With fulhams of poetic fiction : 

I rather hop'd I would no more 

Hear from you o’ th’ gallanting score t 

For hard dry bastings vs’d to prove Ci.') 

The readiest remedies of love. 

Next a dry diet ; but If those tail, 

Yet this uneasy loop-hold jail, 

In which y' are hamper’d oy the fetlock, • 
Cannot but put y’ In mind of wedlock ; 650 

Wedlock, that’s worse than any hole here, 

If that may serve you for a cooler, 

T’ allay your mettle all agog 
Upon a wife, the heavier clog : 

Nor rather thank your gentler fate, 655 

That for a bruis’d or broken pate. 

Has fkeed you fVom those knobs that grow 
Much harder on the inarry’d brow : 

But if no dread can cool your courage. 

From venfring on that dragon, marriage ; €69 
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Vet give me quarter, and ad ranee 
To m>bler aims your puissance ; 

I«rel at beauty, and at wit ; 

The fairest marie is easu'st hit. 

Quoth Hu(4bras, I’m beforehaml C65 

* In that already, with your command ; 

^ For where does beauty and high wit 
But in your constellation meet ? 

Quoth she. What does a match imply, 

BuT iilceness and equality ? C70 

I know you cannot think me fit 
To be th’ yoVe-fellow of your wit ; 

Nor take one of so mean deserts, 

To be the partner of your parts ; 

A grace, which if I could believe, C7 j 

1 've not the conscience to receive. 

That conscience, quoth Hudibras, 
la misinform'd • I’ll state the case : 

A man may be a legal donor 

Of any thing whereof he’s owner ; C*?!) 

And may confer it where he lists, 

T ih’ jii lg iu-nt of all casuUts 
Then uit and pirts, .uid valour, may 
Be ali'nale, an.l m ule iw.iv, 

By lh..«e iliai ari- priiprict-irn, CS^ 

As 1 may give or sell iny horse. 

S uoth she, I grant the ch'C i* true, 
proper ’twixt your horse and you ; 

But whether I may take, a* well 

As you may give away, or sell. 61)0 

Buyers, you know, are bid beware. 

And worse than thieves receivers are. 

How shall I answer hue and cn/, 

For a roan gelding twelve hands high. 

All spurt’d and switch’d, a lock on ‘s hoof, 605 
A sorrei mane ? Can I bring proof 
Where, when, by whom, and what y* were sold for. 
And in the open market toll’d for ; 

And should i lake you for a stray, 

Vou must be kept a year and day, 700 

IKrc I can own you) here i’ th* pound. 

Where, if y’ are sought, you may be found : 

.\nd in the mean time I must pay 
For all vour provender and hay. 

Quoth he, It stands me much upon 70S 

T’ enervalo this objection. 

And prove myself by topic clear. 

No gelding, as you would infer. 

Loss of vmlity ‘s averr’d 

To be the cause of loss of beard, 710 

TJhat does (like embryo in the womb) 

Auortive on the chin become. 

'Chis first a woman did invent, 

In envy of man’s ornament, 

Semiramis of Babylon, 715 

Who first of all cut men o’ the stone, 

'Fo mar their beards, and lud foundation 

Of ^ow-gelding operation. 

l/ook on this beard, and tell me whether 

Kunuchs wear such, or geldings cither ; 720 

Next it appears I am no horse. 

That I can argue and discourse ; 

Have but two legs, and ne’er a tail. 

Quoth she, 'riiat nothing will avail ; 

For some philosopher* of late here 725 

Write, men have four legs hy nature. 

A nd that 't is custom m«es tliem go 
Erroneously upon but two ; 

As ’t was in Germany made good 
B' a boy that lost himself in a wo<xl^ 7.)0 

And growing down t’ a man, was wont 
With wolves upon all four to hunt. 

As for your reasons drawn from tails. 

We cannot say they 're true or false, 

7'ill you explain yourself, and show, 7.'5,‘i 

B* experiment 't is so or no. 

Quoth he. If you ’ll join issno on 't, 

1 'iT give vou satisfact’ry account ; 

So you will promise, if you lose. 

To settle ail, and be my spouse. 740 

That never shall be done, quoth she. 

To one that wants a tail, by me ; 

For tails by nature sure were meant. 

As well as beards, for ornament ; 

And though the vulgar count them homely, 745 
In man or beast they are so comely, 

So genteel, alamode, and handsome, 

I ’ifnever marry one that wanU one ; 

And till you can demonstrate plain. 

You have one equal to your mane, 7 ^0 

1 '11 be tom piece- meat by a horse, 
j£r« 1 ’ll tako you fbr better or worse. 


The Prince of Tambay’s daily food 
Is asp, .and basilisk, an<t toad ; 

Which makes him have so strong a breath, 7 ;'>5 

Each nigiit he stinks a queen to death ; 

Yet I shall rather lie in 's arms 
Th.an yoiir’s, on any other terms. 

Quoth he. What nature can afford, 

I snail produce, upon my word ; 7 60 

And if she ever gave that boon 

'To man. I ’ll prove that I have one ; 

I mean by postulate illation. 

When you shall olFer just occasion. 

But since y’ have vet denied to give 76.» 

My heart, your prisoner, a reprieve. 

But made «t sink down to rny heel, ^ 

Let tliat at least your piU feel ; IP 

And for the sufferings or your m.artyr. 

Give its poor entertainer quarter ; 770 

And by <Ii.scharge, or main-prize, grant 
Deliv’ry from this base restraint. 

Quoth slie, I grieve to see your leg 
Stuck in a hole here like a peg ; 

And if I knew which way totlo 't, 773 

( V.'ur ii.'iL.ur s ii‘c,) I 'd let you out 
Tliji .1 oil. . I.v jail delivery 
tU'crriiii sniglil have been set free. 

Wlii-n i‘t ni, ii.rntmeiit ihi v h.m- liten, 

.kii'l s.iriiciiiiies for it too, lild in ; 780 

Is that wliich knights are bound to do 
By order, oath, and honour too : 

For what are they renown'd .and famous else. 

But anling of distressed demoiselle* ? 

But for a lady no wife errant, 783 

To free a knight, we have no warrant 
In any autbentic.al romance, 

Or classic author yet of France ; 

And I 'd be loath to have you break 
An ancient custom for a freak, 7')0 

< ir innovation introiluce 
In pl.ice of things of antique use : 

To free your heels by any course 

That might be unwholesome to your spurs • 

Which if I should consent unto, 70 '» 

It U not in iny power to do ; 

For 't is a service must be done ye, 

With solemn jircvious ceremony ; 

Which always has been us’d to untie 

The charms of those wlio hero do lie ; 8(K) 

For M the .ancients heretofore 

To Honour's temple had no door. 

But that whirl! through Virtue’s lay ; 

So from this dnngenn there ’s no way 
To honour’d freedom, but hy passing 8/> '» 

That other virtuous school of lashing. 

Where knights are kept In narrow lists. 

With wooden lockets 'bout their wrists ; 

In which they for a while are tenants, 

And for their ladies suffer penance ; 810 

Whipping, that ’s Virtue’s governes-s, 

Tut’ress of arts and sciences ; 

That mends the gross mistakes of Nature, 

And puts new life into dull matter; 

That lays foundation for renown, 813 

And all the honours of the gown. 

This suffer’d, they are set at larw. 

And freeil with honourable discharge; 

Then In the robes, the penitential* 

Are straight presented with credentials, 8 10 

And in their way attended on 
By magistrates of every town : 

And all respect and charges paid, 

’I’hey 're to their ancient seats convey’d. 

Now, if you ’ll venture, for my sake. S i 3 

To try the toughness of your bark. 

And suffer (as the rest have done) 

'Fhe laying of a whlpjiing on ; 

(And may you prosper in your suit. 

As you with equal virtue do 't ;) «30 

I here engage myself to loose ye. 

And free your heels fVom caperde'wsie. 

But since our sex's modesty 
Will not allow I should be by. 

Bring me, on oath, a fair account, 833 

And honour too, when you have done 't : 

And 1 ’ll admit you to the place 
You claim as due in my good grace. 

If matrimony and hanring go ^ 

By dest’ny, why not whipping tqo ? MO 

What metl’clne else can cure the tits 
Of lovers, when they lose their wit* ? 

J.ove is a boy by poets styl’d. 

Then spare the and spoil the child. 



Canto /.] HXrBZSRAS. :7 


A Persian emi^or whipp'd his grannaru, 815 
The sea, his tnother Venus came on ; 

And hence some reVrend men approve, 

Of rosemary in making love. 

As skilful coojiers hoop their tubs 

With Lydian and witli Phrygian dubs ; S50 

\^y may not whipping have as good* 

A grace, perform’a in time and mood. 

With comely movements, and by art, 

Kaise passion in a lady's heart ? 

It Is an easier way to make 855 

Ix)ve by, than that which many take. 

M'ho w.-uld not rather Ruftor wliiepinc, 

Than su.illow inasis of bus *>!' ril-i.in ■> 

Make v.i, led icrM S, Inal*, and 1 1- « , 

And names over »iih beu . > SCO 

Bi- under vnub to hung and die 
I/o*e'a aai ririce, and all a lie r* 

With China oranges and lart'., 

And whining plays I iv !■ di* for heari- ? 

Bribe c'hHiidierinaid> »mh lev, and m.jiiey, 865 
Tolireik no rnmil'b je.!' upon sei' 
p'or hues linui'd on cheeks and roses. 

With painted perfumes, hazard noses ? 

Or vent'ring to l>e brisk and wanton, 
l)o penance in a paper lantern ? 870 

All this you may compound for now 
By suif’ring what I oner you ; 

Which is no more than has l*ecn done 

By kniglits for ladies long agone : 

l)id not the great La Mancha do so 875 

For the infanta Pel Tobosa ? 

Bid not th' illustr’ous Bassa make 
Himself a slave for Mlssa’s sake P 
And with hull's pizzle, for her love. 

Was tawn'd as gentle as a glove > 880 

Was not young Florin sent (to cool 
His flame for Biancasiore)to school, 

Where pedant made his pathetic bum 
Fur her sake sulfur martyrdom ? 


Did not a certain lady whip 885 

Of late her husband's own lordship ? 

And tho' a grandee of the house, 

Claw'd him with fundamental blows ; 

Tied him stark-naked to a bt-vi-post. 

And firk'd his hide, as if sh' had rid post ; 890 

And after in the scssions-court. 

Where whipping 's judg’d, hau honour for 't? 

This swear you w'ill perform, and then 
I ’ll set you from th' enchanted den. 

And the magician’s circle, clear. bJ3 

Ouoth he, I do profess and swear; 

And uiil pirlorm what >. u enjoin, 

(.»r III IV I never see ><'ii niine. 

.Irn. II. <|Uo(n, she, ihi-n turn d aboiif. 

And bill lier sqiiin- li i him oul. 900 

But ere an artist could be found 
T’ undo the charms another bound. 

The Min grew low, and left the skies. 

Put down, some write, by ladies’ eyes ; 

The moon pull’d off her veil of light, y05 

'I'hat hides her face by day from sight, 

(Mysterious veil, of brightness made, 

'J’hat's both her lustre and her shade,) 

And in the lantern of the night. 

With shining horns hung out her light ; 910 

For darkness is tl»e proper sphere. 

Where all false glories use t' appear. 

The twinkling stars began to muster, 

And glitter with their borrow’d lustre ; 

While sleep the weary’d world reliev’d, 915 

IP counterfeiting death reviv’d. 

His whipping penance till the mom, 

Our vocry thought it best t’ adjourn. 

And not to carry on a work 

Of such importance in Uie dark, 920 

With erring haste, but rather stay, 

And do 't in th' open face of day ; 

And, in the mean time, go itr quest 
Of next retreat to take ms rest. 
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THE argument. 

The Knight and Squire in hot ditpute 
Within an ace of falling out. 

Are parted with a sudden fright 
Of strange alattn, and stranger sight ; 
With rvhich adventuring to stickle. 
They ‘re sent arvay in hasty pickle. 


*TI8 itranM how some men’s tempers suit 
(Like bawd and brandy) with disuvite, 

That for their own opinions stand fast 
Only to have them claw’d and canvass’d ; 

That keep their consciences in cases, 5 

As fiddlers do their crowds and bases; 

Ne’er to be us’d but when they 're bent 
To play a lit for arffument : 

Make true and false, unjust and just, 

Of no use but to be discust ; 10 

Dispute, and set a paradox, 

Like a straight boot, upon the stocks. 

And stretch it more unmercifully, 

Than Helmont, MontaJgn, White or Lully. 

So th' ancient Stoics in their i>orch. 15 

With fierce dispute maintain'd their church. 

Beat out their brains in fight and study. 

To prove that virtue is a body ; 

That bonum is an animal. 

Made good with stout polemic brawl : 20 

In which some hundreds on the place 
Were slain outright, and many a face 
Retrench'd of nose, and eyes, and beard. 

To maintain what their sect averr'd. 

All which the Knight and Squire in wrath 25 
Had like t’ have sulfer’d for their faith. 

Each striving to make good his own. 

As by thyisequel shall be shown. 

The san had long since, in the lap 
Of Thetis, taken out his nap ; 30 

And like a lobster boil'd, the mom. 

From black to red began to turn , 

When Hudibras, whom thoughts and akin(^ 
’Twixt sleeping kept all night, and waking, 

Bemn to rub his drowsy eyes, 35 

Ana from his couch prepar’d to rise. 

Resolving to despatch the deed 
He vow'd to do with trusty speed. 

But first, with knocking loud, and bawling, 

He rous’d the Squire, in trickle lolling • 40 

And, after many circumstances. 

Which vulgar authors in romances 
Do use to spend their time and wits on. 

To make iihpertinent description, 

They got, with rijuch ado, to horse, 4k 

And^io the castle bent their course, 

Jn which he to the dame before 
To suffer whipping duly swore ; 

Where now arriv’d, and half unhamest. 

To carry on the work in earnest, 50 

He stopp’d, and paus’d upon the sudden, 

And with a serious forehead plodding, 
iprung a new scruple in his head. 

Which first he scratch’d, and after said ; 

Whether it be direct infringing 45 

An oath. If I should wave this swinging. 

And what I ’ve swpm to bear, forbear. 

And so b* equivocauon swear : 


Or whether ’t be a lesser dn 

To he forsworn, than act thedhing, 60 

Are deep and subtle points which must, 

I T’ inform my conscience, be discust ; 

In which to err a uule may 

'I'o errors infinite make way i 

And therefore I desire to know 65 

Thy judgment, ere we further go. 

Quoth Halpho, Since you do enjoin 't, 

I shall enlarge upon the point ; 

And for iny own part, do not doubt 

Th’ affirmative may lie made out. 70 

But first, to state the case aright, 

For best advantage of our light ; 

And thus ’t is. Whether ’t bo a sin 
To claw and curry your own skin. 

Greater, or less, than to forbear, 75 

And that you are forsworn, forswear. 

But first o’ th’ first : the inward man, 

And outward like a clan and clan. 

Have always been at daggers-drawing, 

! And one another clapper-clawing : SO 

Not that they really cuff, or fence. 

But in a spiritual mystic sense ; 

Which to mistake, and make ’em squabble, 

In literal fray’s abominable ; 

’Tis heathenish, in frequent use *5 

With Pagans and apostate Jews, 

To offer sacrifice of Bridewells, 

Like modem Indians, to their idols ; 

And mongrel Christians of our times. 

That expiate less with greater crimes, 90 

And call the foul abomination 
Contrition, and mortification. 

Is 't not enough we ’re bmis’d and kicketl. 

With sinful members of the wicked ; 

Our vessels that are sanctify ’d, 95 

Profan’d and curry’d back and side ; 

But we must claw ourselves with shameful 
And heathen stripes, by their example ? 

Which (were there nothing to forbid it) 

Is impious, because they did it ; 100 

This therefore may be justly reckon’d 
A heinous sin. Now to the second, 

That saints m^ claim a dispensation 
To swear and forswear, on occasic.i, 

1 doubt pot but it will appear 105 

With pregnant light. iTie point is clear. 

Oaths are but words, and words but wind 
Too feeble implements to bind ; 

And hold with deeds proportion, to 
As shadows to a substance do. lb' 

Then, when they strive for place, ’t Is fit 
The weaker vessel should submit : 

Altho’ your church be oppo^te 
To ours, as Black Friars are to White, 

In rule and order : yet I grant ' 115 

You are a reformado saint ; 



Canto 11.] 


BVDXBXtAS. 


vf) 


And what the saints do claim as due. 

You may pretend a title to : 

But saints, whom oaths and tows oblige, 
ICnow little of their privilege : 

Farther, I mean, than canning on 
Some self-advantage of their own : 

For if the dev’l, to serve his turn. 

Can tell truth, why the saints should scorn. 
When it serves theirs, to swear and lie, 

I think there's little reason why : 

Klse h’ has a greater power than they, 
Which ’t were impiety to say. 

W’ are not «;ommanded to forbear 
Indeiinifcly at all to swear; 

But to swear idly, and in vain, 

Without self-interest or gain : 

For breaking of an oath and lying, 

Is but a kind of self-denying, 

A saint-like virtue, and ftom hence 
8otne have broke oaths by providence : 
Soine, to the glory of the Lord, 

Perjur'd themselves, and broke their w’ord : 
And this the constant rule and practice 
Of all our late apostles acts is. 

Was not the Cause at first begun 
A^'ilh Perjury, iind carried <<n . 

W'ai iht-rc .in ualh ilie gudly lock. 

But in due time and place they broke 
Did we not bring our oatbs in first. 

Before our plate, to have them burst. 

And cast in titter models, for 
The present use of churr h and war ? 

Did not our Worthies of the House, 

Before they broke the peace, break vows ? 
For having freed us, first from both 
Th' allegiance and supremacy oath. 

Did tliey not, next, compel the mtioii 
To like and hreik the pioii lalimi i* 

To i»(-ar and al'ier lo rcc.iin 
The solemn league and covenant ? 

To take th’ engagement, and disclaim it. 
Enforc'd by those who first did frame it ? 

Did they not swear at flrd to fight 
For ihi Kmg't safety and Ins ngbt > 

And alter march'd to imd him out. 

And charg’d him home with horse and fool ; 
But yet still had the confidence 
To swear it was in his defence ? 

Did they not swear to live and die 
With Essex, and straight laid him by ? 

If that were all, for some have swore 
As false as they, if th’ did no more. 

Did they not swear to maintain law, 

In which that swearing made a flaw ? 

For Protestant religion vow. 

That did that vowing disallow 
For privilege of Parliament, 

In wnich that swearing made a rent ? 

And since, of all the three, not one 
Is left in being, ’t is well known. 

Did they not swear in express words. 

To pr<m and back the House of Lords ? 

And after turn'd out the whole house-full 
< )f Peers, as dang’rous and unuseful ? 

So Cromwell, with deep oaths and vows. 
Swore all the Commons out o’ th’ House; 
Vow’d that the red-coats would disband. 

Ay, marry would they, at their cotimiuml ; 
And troll'd them on, and swore, and swore. 


Till th’ army turn'd them out of door. 
This tells us plainly what th^ thought, 
That oaths and swearing go for nought. 
And that by them th’ were only meant 
To serve for an expedient. 

What was the public faith found out for. 
But to slur men of what they fought for ? 
The public faith, which ev’ry one 
Is bound i' observe, yet kept by none ; 

And if that go for nothing, why • 

Should private faith have such a tie ? 
Oaths were not purpos’d, more than law. 
To keep the go<xl and just in awe ; 

But to confine the bad and sinful. 

Like moral cattle In a pinfold. 

A saint *8 o’ th’ heavenly realm a j>eer : 
And as no peer is bound to swear 
But on the gospel of his honour, 

V ^ ””‘7 dispose as owner ; 

It follows, tho’ the thing be forgerv, 

'And false, th’ affirm it is no perjury. 

But a mere ceremony and a breach 
Of nothing, but a form of spe^ ; 


1 And goes for no more when t is took, 
i Than mere saluting of the book. 

: Suppose the scriptures are of force, 

They ’re but commissions of course, 
j And saints have freedom to digress, 

And vary from them as they please, ^ 

I Or misinterpret them by private 
' Instructions, to all aims they drive at. 

Tliir. wli\ should w. iHirsi Ivfs abridge, 

And i nri ui our i<H-ii jinulige i' 

Ouaki r. nil it, like to Liniern-, bear 
Tin ir iiglit uitliiii ilifiiii will nut c.wi..ir , 
i Their |.■■sl■^ I an ai , nb m e, 

I B\ will, 1. in,.y eoiisMiie . .■ii'i ieiii e, 

. Ami b- I.J i-' >lii di, jil » r, d, 

.A-. lb It ,.| l-rt^ ikiiig rrin'iaii'' In. id . 

' I I'be 111 id Hid f■■llildt:r ,-l ibi ir L.rdir, 

■ I h It -lirniig h.il.s In. id wnr ll, i>i murdi ri. 
j Tin-,' II, Hiking ih' are eblig d l-' in-ili 
I 111 saeariiig. will iixt t.ile an ■■ iib ; 
l.ike iiiiib wlio, it lb' bjve m.l ili- -r w ill 
To keep their own puce, stand stock-still ; 

But they are weak, and little know 
What free-born consciences may do. 

’T is the temptation of the devil. 

That iiiakos ail human actions evil : 

F-^r >inliifs liny do the same thing? by 
The '.jiiril m ►ineeniv, 

Wliii 11 •■iber men are templed to, 

And at the devil’s instance do; 

And yet the aetions be contrary, 

.Fust as the saints and wicked vary. 

For as on land there is no beast. 

But in some lish at sea ’s exprest ; 

So in the wicked there ’s no vice, 

Of which the saints have not a spice ; 

And yet that thing that’s pious in 
The one in t’ other is a sbi. 

Is 't not ridiculous .and nonsense, _ 

A saint should l>e a slave to conscience ? 

That ought to he above such fancies 
A ' fir a> .above i.rdin.im i s. 

Vb, -s <■! the W,. kid, as 1 gin ‘S 

B' In r loiik-, lur 1 •iigii .1 ber dress; 

And tho’, like constables, we se.irch 
For f.il»e wari sono .another's , liurrh : 

V. t .111 Ilf us Imbl this t-.r true. 

No faith is to the wicked due ; 

For truth is precious and divine, 

’J’oo riih a pearl for carnal swine. 

Quoth Hudihras, All this is true. 

Vet ’t is not fit that all men know ' 

Those mysteries and revelations ; 

.And therefore toi>iral evu'-iotis 
< If -iibili turns .Hill rhil'is of si-n-e, 

>< rv,- h-Hi with th' wi. ki-d li-r puliriCi , 

Such .18 the learned .Jesuits use, 

A nd I’resby terians, for excu.se 
Against the Protestants, when th’ happen 
To find their churches taken naiming; 

As thus: A breach of oath is dujile. 

And ^•lther way admits a scruple. 

And many be, ex paHr of the maker. 

More criiiiinal than th’ injur’d taker ; 

For he that strains too far a vow. 

Will break it, like an o’ei bent bow ; 

And he that made and forc’d it, broke it ; 

Not he that for convenience took it ; 

A broken n.ilh in, <ji,urriiuj O.llh, 

As sound I’ all purpose^ oi troth, 
broken I.iws are ne'er (lie wnr^.e. 

Nay, nil th' iie brokin, have no force. 

What 8 Justice to a man, or laws 
That never comes within their claws ? 

They have no pow’r, but to admonisli, 

Fannot control, coerce, or punish. 

Until they ’re broken, and then touch 
Those only that do make them such. 

Beside no engagement is allow'd 
By men in prison made, for good ; 

For when they 're set at liberty, , 

They ’re free from th’ engagement to set free. 
The Rabbins write, when any Jew 
Did make to God or man a vow. 

Which afterwards he found untoward, 

And stubborn to be kept, or too hard. 

Any three other .lews o' th' nation 

a ht free him from the obligation : 

have not two saints pow’r to use 
A greater privilege than three Jews ? 

The court of conscience, which in man 
Should be su^^reme and sovereign, 
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Is 't fit should be subordinate'' 

To er’ry petty court i’ th’ state, 

And have less power than the lesser. 

To deal with perjury at pleasure ? 

Have lU proceeding disallow’d, or 
Allow’d, at fancy of ple-jiowder ? 

Tell all it does, or dues not know. 

For swearing ex officio f 

Be forc’d t’ impeach a broken hedge, 

And pigs unring’d at Vis. Franc. Pledqe f '. 
Discover thieves, and bawds, recusants, 

PriesU. witches, eves droppers, and nuisance; 
Tell who did play at games unlawful, 

And who fill'd pots of ale but half-full : 

And have no power at all, nor shift, 1 

To help itself at a dead lift ? 

Why should not conscience have vacation 
As well as other courts o* th’ nation ; 


Invoking cuckolds’ names, hit joints, 

Why should not tricks as slight do points ? 
Is not th' high court of justice sworn 
To judge that law that serves their turn ? 
Make their own jealousies high treason. 
And fix ’em whomsoe’er they please on ? 
Cannot the learned council there 
Make laws in any shape appear ? 

Mould ’em as witches do their clay, 

%Vhen they make pictures to destroy ? 

And vex 'em into any form 
That fits their purpose to do harm ? 

Rack ’em until they do confess. 


Tliose that engag’d their lives for them ? 

And yet do nothing In their own sense. 

But what they ought by oath and conscience ? 
Can they not juggle, and with slight 
Conveyance play with wrong and right; 

And sell their blasts of wind as dear 
As Lapland witches bottled air ? 

Will not fear, favour, bribe, and grudge, 

The same case sevh-al ways adjudge ? 

As seamen with the self-same gale. 

Will sev’ral dWTrent courses sail ; 

As when the sea breaks o’er its bounds. 


Dul keep it out, now keep it in : 

So when tyrannic usuipation 
Invades the freedom of a nation. 

The laws o’ th’ land that were intended 
To keep it out, are made defend it. 

Docs not in Chanc'ry ev’ry man swear 
What makes best for him In his answer 
Is nut the winding-up witnesses 
A nicking more than half the bui’ness ? 

For witnesses, like watches, go. 

Just as they 're set, too fast or slow ; 

And where in conscience they’re stralt-lac’d, 
'T is ten to one that side is cast. 

Do not your iuries give their verdict. 

As If they felt the cause, not heard it ? 

And, as they please, make matter of fact 
Run all on one side, as they are pack’d ? 
Nature has made man’s breast no windows. 
To publish what he does within doors ; 

Nor what dark secrets there inhabit. 

Unless his orwn rash folly blab it. 

If oaths can do a man no good 
In his own bus’ness, why ^ey should 
In other matters do him hurt, 

I think there’s little reason for ’t. 

He that imposes an oath makes it ; 

Not be that for convenience takes it : 

Then how can any man be said 
To break an oath tie never made ? 
Thesoireasons may perhaps iook oddly 
To th’ wicked, tho' th’ evince the go^y : 
But if they will not serve to clear 
My honour, I am ne’er the near. 

Honour is like the glassy bubble. 

That finds philosophers such trouble, 

"Wliose least part crack’d, the whole does fly. 
And wits are crack’d to find out why. 

Quoth Halpho, Honour’s but a word 
To swear by, only In a lord : 

In other m«a ’t u but a huff, 

To vapour with, instead of proof; 


That like a wen, looks big and swells, 

Is senseless, and just nothing else. 

liCt it, quoth he, be what it will, 

It has the world’s opinion still, 
i But as men are not wise that run 
Th* slightest hazard they may shun ; 

Therr’ may a medium be found out 
To ( lesr lo .all lln- world ihi- doubt ; 

.\nil ihit i-, H a man may do 't, 

> ■ IL pr- \v wlnpi, or -ub.olltute. 

Tliough nice and dark the point appear. 

? uoih Ralpho, ]i may hold up and i.lcur. 

hat sinners may supply the place 
Of sutF’ring saints, Is a plain case. 

I Justice gives sentence many times I 

On one man for another’s crimes. 

Our brethren of new-England uso 
Choice malefactors to excuse, 

And hang the guiltless in their stead. 

I Of whom the churches have less need ; 

As lately ’t happen’d. In a town 
There liv’d a eobler, and but one. 

That out of doctrine could cut use. 

And mend men’s lives as well a.s shoes. 

I Tills )>rt , i-ius br-nher having slain, 

In Inn |<«. ice, an Indian, 

(.\<.>t out uf. n.di' o, but inert zeal, 

IbN-ausf he w an Iniidel,) 

Till* nilghly T.iltip'iltvmjy 
I S.'iii to our' elder-, an t-nvov ; 

CompKiining norelv of tlie breach 
Of league held forth by brother Patcli, 
Against the articles in fori'e 
Rptweeii both churches, bit and ourt, 

’ For which he crav’d the saintt to reiuU-r 
Into his hand, or hang th’ otfender : 

But they maturely having weigh’d 
They had no more but him o’ Ih’ trade, 

(A man that served them in a double 
I Capacity, to teach and cobble,) 

Resolv’d to spare him ; yet to do 
The Indian Hoghgan Moghgan too 
Impartial justice in his stead did 
Hang an- old weaver that was bed-rid. 

' Then wherefore may you not be skipp’d, 
And in your room another whipp’d ? 

For all philosophers, but the sceptic. 

Hold whipping may be sympathetic. 

It is enough, quoth Hudibras, 

Thou host resolv’d and clear’d the case ; 

And canst in conscience not refuse. 

From thy own diKtrinc to raise use, 

I know thou wilt not, for my sake. 

Be tender-conscienc’d of thy back : 

Then strip thee of thy carnal jerkin. 

And give thy outward fellow a firkiiig ; 

For when thy vessel is new hoop'd 
All leaks of sinning will be stopp’d. 

Quoth Ralpho, You mistake the matter: 

I For in all scruples of tnis nature. 

No man includes himself, nor turns 
The point upon his own concerns. 

As no man of Ills own-self catches 
'The itch, or amorous French aches ; 

So no man does himself convince. 

By his own doctrine, of his sins : 

And tho’ all cry down self, none means 
His own-self in a lit’ral sense ; 
lleside, it is not only foppish, 

But vile, idolatrous, and popish. 

For one man, out of his own skin. 

To firk and whip another's sin ; 

As pedanu out of school boy’s breeches 
Do claw and curry their own itches. 

But in this case it is profane, 

And sinful too, because in ytiin ; 

For we must take our oaths upon it 
You did the deed, when I have done it. 

Quoth Hudibras, That’s answer’d soon ; 
Give us the whip, we’ll lay it on. 

Quoth Ralpho. That we may swear true, 
'T were proper that I whipped you : 

For when with your consent 't is done, 

*1116 act is really your own. 

Quoth Hudibras, It is in vain, 

I see, to argue ’gainst the grain ; 

Or, like the stars, incline men to 
What they 're averse themselves to do ; 

For when disputes are weary’d out, 

'Tis int'rest still resolves the doubt : 

But since no reason can confute ye, 

I’ll try to force ye to your duty ; 
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For so it is, howe’er you mince It, 

As ere we part we shall evince it; 

And curry, if you stand out, whether 
You will or no, your stubborn leather. 

(lanst thou refuse to bear tliy part 

J’ th’ public work, base as thou art ? • 

To hif^gle thus, for a few blows, 

To gain thy knight an op’lent spouse ; 

Whose wealth his bowels yearn to tiun hase. 
Merely for th' interest of the churches ? 

And when he has it in his claws, 

Will not be hide-bound to the cause ? 

Nor shalt thou find him a curmudgin. 

If tl»ou despatch it without grudging. 

If not, resolve before we go. 

That you and I must pull a crow. 

Y’ had best, quoth Flalpho, as the ancients 
Say wisely. Have a care o’ th’ main chance. 
And look before you ere you leap ; 

For as you sow, y’ are like to reap : 

And were y' as good as (icorge a Green, 

I shall make bold to turn again ; 

No am 1 doubtful of the issue 
In a just (luarrel, and mine is so. 

Is 't fitting for a man of honour 
To whip the saints like Bishop Bonner ? 

A knient t’ usurj> the beadle’s office. 

For wliich y’ are like to raise brave trojihies ; 
Rut I advis<? you not for fear, 

But t'lr vi-iir i-u n -.ate, to furliear ; 

.^nd fir the rhuTi; he^, uhiili iii.iv chin<'e 
Fr-p'i) heii' e to 'pring a variani i*’; 

,\nd r.ti'C iin'..ng ihfm>elves new «.cniplt-, 
Whom ..unmon dinger hardly |-••llp■l■^. 

Keiiii mb'^r how in arm* an<l pohtn %, 

W'e 'till h ive worsted all v> ur holy in. k* . 
Trep tim’d vour partv with intrigue, 

Ana took your OTandees down a peg : 
New-niodell’d the army and cashier’d 
All that to legion Bmeck adher'd ; 

Made a mere utensil o’ your church, 

And after left it in the lurch. 

A scaffold to build up our own, 

And when w' had done with ’t pull’d it down ; 
Capoch’d your rabbins of the synod, 

And snapt tlteir canons with a why-not. 

S Grave synod-men that were rever’d 
•'or solid face and depth of beard,) 

Their classic model prov’tl a maggot, 

Their directory an Indian pagon ; 

And drown’d their discipline like a kitten, 

On which th’ liad been so long a fitting, 
Decry’d it as a holy cheat 
Grown out of date and ob.<iolete. 

And all the saints of the first gross. 

As casting foals of Balaam’s ass. 

At this the Knight grew high in chafe, 

And staring furiously on Ralph. 

He irembleil, and look’d pale with ire. 

Like ashes first, then red as fire. 

Have I, quoth he, been ta'en in fight, 

And for so many moons laid by ’t ! 

And when all other means did fail, 

Hare been exchang’d for tubs of ale ? 

Not but they thou At me worth a ransom 
Much more consia’rablc and handsome. 

But for their own sakes, and for fear 
They were not safe when I was there ; 

Now to htTbaffled by a scoundrel. 

An upstart sect’ry, and a mongrel ; 

Such as breed out of peccant humours 
Of our own church, like wens or tumours. 

And like a maggot in a sore, 

Would that which gave it life devour ; 

It never shall be done or said : 

With that he seiz’d upon his blade ; 

And Ralpbo too, as quick and bold, 

Upon his basket-hilt laid hold. 

With equal readiness prepar’d • 

To draw and stand upon nls guard ; 

When both were parted on the sudden. 

With hideous clamour, and a loud one, 

As if all sorts of noise had been 
Contracted into one loud din, 

^ that some member to be chosen. 

Had got the odds above a thousand. 

And by the greatness of hl» noise, 

Prov’d fittest for.his country’s choice-. 

This strange surprisal put the Knight 
And wratl^l Squlr% into a fright ; 

And tho’ they stood prepar’d with fatal 
Impetuous rancour to Join battle. 


Both thought it was the wisest course 
To wave the fight, and mount to horse* 

And to secure, by swift retreating, 

Themselves from danger of worse beating ; 5H0 

Yet neither of them would disparage 
By utt’ring of his mind, his c^ouraM ; 

Vi^ich made ’em stoutly keep thwr mrounti. 

With horrtir and disdain wind*lKmna. 

And now the cause of all their fear 5H5 

By slow degrees approach’d so near. 

They might distinguish difTrent noise 
j Of horns, and pans, and dogs, and boys, 

And kettle drums, whose sullen dub 
Sounds like the hooping of a tub. i'JO 

I But when the fight ap|war'd In view. 

They fotind it was an antique shew : 

A triumph, that for pomp and state, 

Did proudest Romans emulate : 

For as the aldermen of Rome, 695 

Their foes at training evercome, ^ 

And not enlarging territory, 

(As some mistaken write in story,) 

Being mounted in their best array. 

Upon a car, and who but they i> 600 

And follow’d with a world of till lads. 

That inL-riy dlttlc* ir.-h'd and bollods. 

Did ride iviih many a g>)ud morrow , 

I'rving, Hrv/.r ear lorrn, thro' the Is^rough ; 

>.)'wlien till* triumph drew so nigh, 605 

'1 hey iiii(!lit p.iriicul.irs de-.rrr. 

They iieier ».iw two things so pal. 

In ail re»|>e< U as ihi* and thaL 
First, he ih.it led ihi> c.ivalcaie. 

V\ ore a s.>w.gelder’s (l.igellale. 610 

t)n which he blew ai strong a level. 

As well-fec’d lawyer on his breviate 

When over one anotlier’s heads 

They charge, three ranks at once, like Swedes. 

Next pans, and kettles of all keys, 615 

From trebles down to double base ; 

And after them, upon a nag, 

Tliat might pass for a forehand stag, 

A comet rode, and on his staff 
A smock display’d did proudly wave ; 620 

Then bagpi{^ of the loudest drones 
With shuiflmg broken-winded tones. 

Whose blasts of air, in pockets shut, 

Sound filthier than from the gut. 

And make a viler noise than swine, 625 

In windy weather, when they whine. 

Next, one upon a pair of panniers, . 

Full fraught with that which, for good manners* 
Shall here be nameless, mix’d with grains, 

Which he dispens’d among the swains, C.IO 

And busily upon the crowd 
At random round about bestow’d. 

Then mounted on a horned horse. 

One bore a gauntlet and gilt spin’s. 

Tied to the pummel of a long sword 6.55 

He lield revers’d, the point turn’d downward ; 

Next after, on a raw-bon’d steed 
The conqu’ror’s standard-bearer rid. 

And bore aloft before the champioa 
A petticoat display’d and rampant ; 61 C 

Near whom the Amazon triumphant 
Bestrid her beast, and on the rump on 't 
S;t face to tail, and bum to bum, 

The warrior wliilom overcome : 

Arm’d with a spindle and a staff, 64i 

Which as he rode, she made him twist off; 

And when he loiter’d, o’er her shoulder 
Chastis’d the reformado soldier. 

Before the dame, and round about, 

March’d whifflers, and stafflers on foot, 66U 

Witli lackies, grooms, valets, and pages. 

In fit and proper euuipages ; 

or whom some torches bore, some links. 

Before the proud virago minx, 

That was both Madam and a Don, 6.55 

Like Nero’s Sporus. or Pope Joan ; 

And at fit periods the whole rout • 

Set up their throats with clam'rous shout. f 

The Knight transported, and the Squire, 

Put up their weapons and their ire; 66* 

And Hudlhras, who us’d to ponder 
On such sighte with Judicious wonder. 

Could hold no longer to impart 
His an’madversions for his heart. 

Quoth he. In all my life till now 665 

I ne’er saw so profane a show. 

It is a Pwanim invention. 

Which Heathen writers often mention s 
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And he who made it had read Godwin, 

Or Ross, or Cielius Rodigine, C70 

With all the Grecian Speeds and Stows, 

That best describe those ancient sliows ; 

And has observ’d all lit decorums 
We find describ’d by old historians : 

For as tlie Roman conqueror 675 

That put an end to foreign war, 

Knt'ring the town in triumph for it. 

Wore a slave with him in his t;hariui ; 

So this insulting female brave 

Carries behind her here a slave ; 6S0 

And as the ancients long ago. 

When they in field defy’d the foe, 

Hung out their mantles deUa rufrre : 

So her proud standard-bearer here 

Waves on his spear, in dreadful manner, CS5 

A Tyrian petticoat for a banner. 

Next links, and torches, heretofore 
t Still borne before the emperor ; 

And as. In antique triumph, eggs 

Were home for mystical intrigues ; COO 

There ’s one in truncheon, like a laddie, 

ITtat carries eggs too, frijsh or addle ; 

And still at random as he goes. 

Among the rabble-rout bestows. 

Quoth Kalpho, You mistake the matter ; COj 
For all th’ antiquity you smatter 
Is hut a riding, us’d of course. 

When the gray mare’.s the l>eftcr horse; ; 

When o’er the breeches greenly wonivn 

Fight, to extend their vast dominion ; 7i)0 

And in the cause impatient Gri/ri'l 

Has drubb’d her husband with bull’s plr/.le. 

And brought him under covert-baron. 

To turn her vassal with a murrain ; 

When wives their sexes shift like hares, 705 

And ride their husbands tike night-mares. 

And they in mortal battle vanmiish'd. 

Are of their charter disenfranchis’d. 

And by their right of war, like gills, 

Condemn’d toaistaff, horns, and wh«*cls: JIO 

For when men by their wives are cow’d. 

Their horns of course arc understood,’ 

Quoth Hudibras. Thou still giv’st sentence 
Impcrtinentlv, ana against sense. 

’T is not the least tllsparagement, 1 5 

To be defeated by th’ event, 

Nor to be beaten by main force 
That does not make a man the worse, 

A|jho' - tit shoulders with hattoon 

We claw’d and cudgcH'd to some tune ; 7‘20 

A tailor’s 'prentice has no hard 

Mea-sure, tnat ’s bang’d with a true yard : 

Wut to turn tail, or run away. 

And without blows give up tne day ; 

Or to surrender ere th’ ossaylt, 72.5 

That ’8 no man's fortune, but bis fault ; 

And renders men of honour less 
Than all th’ adversity of sticcess : 

And only unto such this show 

Of horns and petticoats is due. 750 

There is a lesser profanation, 

Like that the Romans call'd ovation ■ 

For as ovation was allow’d 

For conquest purchas’d without blood ; 

So men decree tliose letter shows, 7 55 

For vicfjy gotten without blows. 

By dint of sharp hard words, which some 
Give battle with, and overcome ; 

These mounted in a chair-curule, 

■Which modems call a cuckling-stool, 740 

March proudly to the river’s side, 

And o’er th* waves in triumph ride ; 

Like dukes of Venice, who are said 

The Adriatic sea to we<i ; I 

And have a gentler wife than those 745 

For whom the state deefees those shows. 

But both are heathenish, and come 
From th’ whores of Babylon and Rome ; 

And by the saints should be wiUrstood, 

As antichristlan and lewd ; 7.70 

And we, as such, should now contribute 
Our utmost strugglings to prohibit. 

This said, they both advanc’d, and rode 
A dog-trot through the bawling crowd, 

T’ attack the leader, and still prest, 7.55 

Till they ap])roach’d him breast to breast. 

Then Hudibras, with face and hand, 

Made signs for silence ; which obtain’d, 

What mean^ quoth he, this dev'i's procession 
With men of orthodox profession ? 760 


'T is ethnic and idolatrous, 

From heathenism deriv’d to us. 

Does not the whore of Babylon ride 
( l.'port herhomerl beast a.Htride. 

Like lliis proud dame, who citiier is 7 L5 

A type of he^ or slie of this? 

Are things of superstitious function 
Fit to 1.1. i.-’d in g.-pfl -u'l-shinr ? 

I If I- an iiiii-- liii t. ill ■■pi r i 
Mu.liu-M I'l ll■‘Jlllglll iiini ■> Ilf pi'pi I V , 770 

{ t M nmiiing -ill. r m H imvi mIixms 
tlfwickcii an.-l profirie intentions- 
I 1 .It. ii.ii ,i./i il. .1 -t s i..r lil.i.,'. 

To wiiurii the saints are so Itehoitii-ri, 

I Women, wlio were our first apo.stle.>i, 

' tVilhout whose aid w’ had all lieen lost else ; V 
Women, that left no .stone unturn'd, 

In wliieh the i .ause might be umeern'd. 

Brought m llieir cliilflren's spoons and whistles, 

I To jmrehase swords, carbines, and pistols ; 7!S0 

Tlieir husliand’s c ullies and sweet -hearts, 

To take tlie saints and ehurclii s’ parts ; 

Drew several gifted brethren in, 
i 'I'hat for the bishops would have lieen, 

! And fix'd 'cm constant to the jiarty, 7S,> 

U'lib . p..u.-rliil .-o.d h. ,rtc 

'Ml. -r l.i..b..'.d. robb'd. .m.l III I I. lul.l '..o, 

'I ’ jdimi.'dc r imi-i ibi ir gifi, 

I .Ml ill, V ( 'iil.l r ip, an-l TMid, ni'l I'llii r, 

I T.. s. r ip- .imI c-ii.I- ft gold .11. .1 ..II. r . 7S0 

iiubbvt .I■■UII Ibi II ■■ III r-. III .1 .ind -p...il 
\\ Ith ll•■ldlll^ l.■rtll t -r pull mil ni , 

F.mipi r'd . 111.1 edili'd il.i-ir /i .1 
: W.lli II, .ir |.iiildmgi m.inv a nu ,1 

; , w .ill -lori 1,1 iiie.ii, 7l5 

; On controverted points to eat ; 

And < ramin'd 'em, till their guts did ake, 

I With • . 1 A .lie, I ii-t.ird, .11 111 1. 1 '.III lake: 

I W loll III., ill. V lion, , '.r w li.ll III! ll■lll■>llc, 

■/ »i.if inithl .<iH Iiii-I’ the ( .lU-e .il I i.ruli M ' S(K) 

I M.ui It'd r.iiik jtid fill, w iih drum .ind I ii.ign, 

: T’ entrenc h tlie city for ciefeiice in ? 

1 Rail’d r Mr.pii r. with the ir own soft hands, 

J put ilie 1 , 1 .. iii\ to it. mill : 

I t.'in 1 iil'i ' d'jA 11 to oyiter a tn. In > Stij 

I. d.i.orM iiki p.i.iii i rs'in tri Ml 111 i , 

. Fell to their pickaxes .inci tools, 

1 And lielp’d tne men to dig like moles? 

Have not the handmaids of the city 
I Cliosc of their iiiomberH a committee, 6 lU 

I For raising of a common purse 
! Out of tlieir w ages, to raise horse ? 

And do they not as triers sit, 

1 To judge what oliicers are fit ? 

j Have they ? At that .an egg let fly, l>i '> 

Hit him directly o’er the eye, 

And rimning down his cheek, iifsme-'V'd 
U nil i.r.ioge tawiii V -lime his is .u,l . 

Blit I'l-.ird Iilld slime bviiig of one liu. , 

’I III. wi.uiid ibe II IS apprur'il in «ii w. Cli 

'J'hen he that on the iianniers rode, 

Let fly on tli’ other side a load ; 

And c|uickly charg’d again, gave fully 
In Kalpho’s face anotlier vnilt'y. 

The Knight was startled with the smell, k .o 

And for liis sword l>egan to feel : 

And Halpho, smother’d with the stink, 
tira.sp’d liis ; wlien one tliat bore a link, 

O’ til’ sudden clapp’d hii flaming cudgel, 

Like linstock, to tn’ horse’s touch-hole ; S.-.y 

And straight another, with his flambeaux, 

Oavc Kalpho o’er the eyes a damn’d blow. 

The lieasts began to kick and fling, 

And forc'd tiie rout to make a ring ; 

Through which they ciuickly broke their way, 

And lirciught tiicm ofl'froin further fray. 

And though disorder’d in retreat. 

Each of fiiem stoutly kept his seat ; 

For quirting both their swords and rein.s, 

They gr.asp’d with ail their strengUi the manes ; S 10 
And to avoid tiic foe’s pursuit, 

With spurring put their cattle to 't ; 

And till all four were out of wind, 

And danger too, ne’er look’d beliincl. 

After th’ had paus’d a while, suppKiiig 
Their spirits sjient with tight and llying. 

And Hudibras recruited force 
Uf lungs fur action or discourse ; 

Quotl) he, Tliat, man it sure to lose, 

That fouls his hands with dirty foes. 650 

For where no honour 's (o be gain’d, 

’T it tlirown away in b’ing muntoin’d. 
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'T was ill for us we had to do 
With so dishonourable a foe ; 

For though tlie law of arms doth bar H'ji 

The use of renora'd shot in war; 

Yet by the nauseous smell, and noisome. 

Their case-shot savours strong of {toison ; 

And doubtless have been chew’d with teeth 

(if scpine that had ef stink inc: hn ath ; SCO 

Klse V 111 n Ml- |>iii n to tin- |>ii'h, 

'I he> had not gu n us sin h a |.l,^^h . 

Hut .'IS tho-e |l■■lIr.>uns that iling dirt, 

£)i) 1-iit lU'hle, but I arnint bun, 

tsoall the h.-rii.ur thr> h.iit- won, SG5 

Or we have lost, is much at one. 

’T was well we made so resolute 
A brave retreat, without pursuit; 

For if w e had not, we had sped 
M uch worse, to be in triumph led ; 870 


That which the ancients held no state 
Of man’s life more unfortunate. 

But if this bold adventure e’er 
Da chance to reach the widow’s car. 

It may, being destin’d to assert 
Her sex's honour, reach her heart. 

And as such homely treats they say. 

Portend i-->rHl fr.rtune, so this may. 
VespiSi.in bt-mg daub'd with Uiri 
\V.v. di -,1111 d to till: empire ihr 't ; 

And Irmii .1 ■.i .iveiiKer uid lome 
1 II lie a niighiy i>rmi;e m Iti.mi- ; 

.And why ii-.iy not this li-ul addn-as 
Presage m love the same such » 

Thi-ii let U' straight in , lean«e c-ur wounds, 
Adv.iii.e 111 qui'si of neaiesi punds; 

.And dfur, a-, we lir>t di-sign'd, 

^Wi-ar 1 '\e perform'd what she enjoin'd. 


33 


hj.', 


880 

835 



H U D I B R A S. 


PART SECOND. CANTO THIRD. 


THE ARGl/.M^.VT. 


The Knif'hf, mith double pouest. 

To win the Ladtf in quett 
Of Sidrophet the Itoticrucian, 

To know the Dett'nice' resolution ; 

With whom being met, they both chop logis, 
About the science astrologic ; 

Till falling from dispute to fight. 

The Conj’rer's worsted by the Knight. 


DOUBTLESS the pleasure is as great f 
Of being cheated, as to cheat ; 

As looken-on feet most deligtit. 

That least perceive a juggler’s sleight ; 

And still the less they understand, 5 

The more th’ admire his sleight of hand. 

Some with a noise, and greasy light. 

Are snapt, as men catch larks by night; 

Ensnar’d and hamper’d by the soul. 

As nooses by the legs catch fowl. 10 

Some with a med'clno and receipt. 

Are drawn to nibble at the bait ; 

And tho’ it be a two-foot trout, 

*T is with a single hair pull’d out. , 

Others believe no voice t’ an organ 15 

So sweet as lawyer’s In his bar-gown ; 

Until with subtle cobweb-cheats, 

Th’ are catch’d In knotted law, like nets ; 

In which, when once they are inibraiigleil. 

The more they stir, the more they 're tangled ; *0 
And while their purses can dispute, 

'There 's no end of th’ Immortal suit. 

Others still gape t’ anticipate 
’The cabinet-designs of Fate : 

Apply to wizzards, to foresee, 25 

What shall, and what shall never be. 

And as those vultures do forebode. 

Believe events prove bad or good. 

A flam more senseless than the rog’ry 

Of old aruspicy or aug’ir, 30 

That out or garbages of cattle 

presag’d th’ events of truce or battle ; 

From flight of birds, or chickens pecking, 

Success of great’st attempte would reckon : . 

Tho’ cheats yet more intelligible, 35 

Than those that with the stars do fribble. 

This Hudibras by proof found true. 

As in due time and place we’ll show : 

For he with beard and face made clean, 

B’ing mounted on his steed again ; 40 

(And Kalpho got a cock-horse too 
Upon' his beast, with much ado ;) 

Advanc’d on for the widow’s house, 

T* acquit himself, and pay his vows ; 

When various thoughts began to bustle, 4v> 

And with his inward man to lustle. 

He thought what danger might accrue. 

If she should And he swore untrue : 

Or if his Squire or he should fall. 

And not be punctual in their tale ; '>0 

It might at once the ruin prove 
Both of his honour, faith, and love. 

But if he should forbear to go, 

She might conclude h’ had broke his vow ; 


And that he durst not now for shame 5S 

Appear in court, to try hi.s claim. 

'I'his was tho ponn’ worth of his thought. 

To pass time, and uneasy trot. 

Quoth he, In all my past adventures, 

I no'or was set so on the tenters ; 60 

Or taken tardy with dilemma. 

That every way 1 turn does hem me ; 

And with incxtricahle doubt, 

Resets iny puzzled wits about ; 

For though tire dame has been my bail, 63 

To free me from enchanU'tl jail ; 

V'et as a dog, committed close 

For some oflcnce, by chance breaks Ioom', 

.\nd <|uii, till < log , hut iili in vain, 

He still draws after him his chain : 70 

So though my ancle she has quitteil. 

My he.art continues still committed • 

.\nil like a b nl di-.ir ni iin|>ri>'J l>oi r, 

.Mill./ .11 I It,..-, I am hiiiiii.i ovi r 

And when 1 shoil ap|>ear in court, 7 C 

To plead my cause, atul answer for ’t. 

Unless the wdge do p.irtial prove, 

What will become of me and love ? 

For if In our account we vary. 

Or but in circumstance miscarry ; \ ) 

Or if she put me to strict proof. 

And make me pull tny doublet off, 

'To show, by evident record. 

Writ on my skin, I ’ve kept my word, 

How can I e’er expect to have her, S > 

Having demurr’d Into her favour ? 

Rut faith, .and loue, and honour lost. 

Ml ill be nduc d i.i a Kiiiglii ./ the post ! 

Re-ide the Biri|iping mav prevent 

What I ’m to prove by argument ; hO 

And justify I have a tail, 

A nd that way too my proof may fail. 

Oh ! that I could enucleate. 

And soiVo tlic problems of tny fate ; 

Or find by neiTomantJc art, 115 

Mow l.ii ilie Dcii'nie^ take my |>ari ' 

For if I were not mi ire than iert ilu 
Tu will, .Ttid wi.ir tier, and her I'orluiie, 

I’d go no fartlier in this courtship, 

To hazard soul, estate, and worship ; lOO 

For tho’ an oath obliges not. 

Where any thing is to be got, 

(As thou hast prov’d,) yet ’t is profane. 

And sinful when men swear in vain. 

Quoth llalph. Not far from nence doth dwell 105 
A cunning man hight Sidrophel, 

That deals in Destiny’s dark counsels, 

And sago opinions pf tlie moon sells < 
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To whom all people, far and near, 

On deep importa»»ces repair ; 

AVlien brass and pewter hap to stray. 

And linen slinks out of tbe wav : 

When geese and pullen are seduc'd. 

And sows of suckling pigs are chous'd; 
When cattle feel inaisposilion, 

And nee<l th’ opinion of physician. 

When murrain reigns in hogs or sheep. 

And chickens languish of tiie pip ; 

Whim yeast and outward »neans do fail. 

And have no power to work on ale ; 

When butter does refuse to come. 

And love proves cross and huinoursome; 

'I’o him with questions, and with urine, 
Tlii-y l■■l .ii-.v'r\ n<k . .-r curing. 

Oii uh Mndibras, I'hi , ■SMln.-idii l 
I 'v;.- In .rd Jnd should like il well, 

If thou cau'st prove the saints hath freedom 
To go to sorc'rers when they need ’em. 

Says Ralpho, Tiiere 's no doubt of tliat ; 
Those principles I quoted late, 

Prove that the godly may allege 
For any thing their privilege ; 

And to the dev'I himself may go. 

If they have motives thereunto. 

For as there is a war between 
The dev'I and them, it is no sin. 

If they hv subtle strat igem 
M.ike u-e oi Inin, b'- d^..^ them. 

1I.1S n>-t (III- |■re'<.’m Parli.iiiifiil 
A ledger to the devil sent. 

Fully empower'd to treat about 
Fincfing revoiterl witches out ; 

And has not he, within a year, 
flang’d threescore of ’em in one shire ? 

’'■iiiii* mily r..r iMi iM'iug drown d, 

\i(d -'me for silling jliove ground. 

Whole days and nights, upon their breeches. 
And feeling pain, were bang’d for wiu-hes; 
.And some for putting kn:ivi-h tricks 
I ip.in gn -n gei «»■, and turkev-i Im. ks, 

Or pig- dial -iidJenly deiei-'d 
t »l griefi mm ii'r il, a- he guc-'d : 

Who ilier pr-v d him-ell a wudi, 

.An-l m nl.i i rod for hli own t.r. c h. 
rtnl n-'i ihe deni appear lo Mariin 
l.iKhi r III ( iermanv for r i rtam ; 

.\nd w.hiM h ive gull'd him wiin a trick, 

Milt At .in. w I- ti.o t.si pol.iic i 
Did he not help the Dutch to purge, 

At Antwerp, their cathcilral church ? 

Sing catches to the saints at Mascon, 

.And ti«l them ill they cimo |o nk him •> 
Appeir In divi.n -hape- m !<■ Ily, 

And -peik l' ih' nuii of London'- bt-Hy, 

Meet With the Parliament'- -oiiiiiiillee, 

■At \A'ii-.>d-loi k im a fiers'nal treaty/ 

At Sarutn take a cavalier 
1* th’ cause's service prisoner ? 

As Withers in immortal rhyme 
Has register'd to after-time. 

Do not our great reformers use 
This Sidro^cl to forbode news ; 

To write ot victories next year, 

And castles taken yet I’ th’ air ? 

Of battles fought at sea, and ships 
Sunk two years hence, the last eclipse ? 

A total o'crihrow giv’n the King 
In Cornwall, horse and foot, next spring 
And has not he point-blank foretold 
Whats'e’er the close committee would ? 

Made Mars and Saturn for the cause. 

The moon for fundamental laws ; 

The Ram, the Bull, and (roat declare 
Against the book of Common-pray'r ; 

The Scorpion take the protestation. 

And Bear engage for reformation ; ^ 

Made all the royal stars recant. 

Compound and take the covenant ? 

Quoth Hudibras, The case is clear. 

The saints may 'mnloy a conUtrer; 

As thou hast prov’d it by their practice ; 

.No argument like matter of fact is. 

And we are best of all led to 
Men’s principles, by what they do. 

^iralght advance In quest 
Of this profound gymnosophist ; 

And as (he Fates ai^ he advise, 
or wave this enterprise. 

This said, he turn'd about hut steed. 

And eftsoons on th’ adventure rid ; 
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Where leave we him and Ralph a while. 
And to the conj’rer turn our style. 

To- let our reader understand 
What *s useful of him before iiand. 

He had been long t'wards mathematics. 
Optics, philosophy, and statics, 

Magic, Iioro-icopy, astrology. 

And was old dog at physiology : 

But, as a dog that turns the spit. 

Bestirs himself, and plies his feet 
To climb the wheel, but all in vain. 

His own weight brings him down agrii n 
And still he 's in the self-same place 
Where ai his setting out ho was t 
'-o in the circle of the arts 
Dill he lilt nil e bi- u.ii'ritl p.irtsf 
'I'lll I ilbiig Im< k -till, fi.r retreat. 

He fell to juggle, cant, and cheat: 

For as tho.se fowls that live in water 
Are never wet, he did but smatter; 
Wh.-ite’er he laliour'd to appear. 

His understanding still was clear. 

Yet none a deeper knowledge boasted, 
Since old Hog Bacon and Hob Grosted. 
Th’ iiitolligible world he knew. 

And all men dream on 't, to be true ■ 

'I'hat in thii world there 's not .i wart 
'I'hat h i- not there a tounteipari 
For can there on the face of ground 
An individtial heard be found. 

That has not, in a foreign nation, 

.A fellow of the self--.ime f.t-hion ; 

.*'•> i-iif, s.> loloiii’il, anil ho curl'd. 

,\ « iliu>e are in th’ ini'i nor world » 

II' hid read Die'- I’rel'.iiH- before 
The Devil, and Euclid, o’er and o'er ; 

And all th’ intrigue 'twixt him and Kelly, 
Ia'scus and th’ I m per or, would tell ye : 
But with the moon was more familiar 
'I'han e'er was almanac well wilier ; 

Her secrets understood so clear, 

That some believ'd he had been there : 
Know when she was in fittest mootl. 

For cutting corns or letting blood ; 

When for anointing scabs or itches, 
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When sows .and bitches may be spay’d, 

And in what sign best cyder’s made : 

Whether the w ane be, or increase. 

Best to set garlick, or sow pease : 

\Vho first found out th’ man I’ th’ moon. 

That to the ancients was unknown ; 

How many dukes, and earls, and peers. 

Are in the planetary spheres ; 

Their airy empire, ana command 155 

Their sev’ral strengths by sea and land ; 

What factions tl»’ have, and what they drive at 
In public vogue, or what in private ; 

With what dirsigns and interests 

Each party manages contest*. *60 

He made an instrument to know 

If the moon shines at full or no ; 

That would, as soon as e’er she shone, straight 
Whether ’t were day or night demonstrate , 

Tell what her di’meter to an inch is, *f)5 

And prove that she 's not made of green cheetc. 

It would demonstrate, that the man in 
The moon 's a sea Mediterranean , 

And that it Is no dog or bitch. 

That stands behind him at his breech. 

But a huge Caspian sea, or lake, 

AJ,'Rh arms which men for legs mistake. 

How large a gulf his tail composes. 

And what a goodly bay his nose is : 

How many (rerman leagues by the scale 
Capo Snout ’s from promontory Tail. 

He made a planetary gin. 

Which rats would run their own heads in. 

And come on purpose to be taken. 

Without th’ expense of cheese or bacon ; 

With lute-strings he w'ould counterfeit 
MaggoU that crawl on dish or meat ; 

Quote moles and spots on any place 
O* til* body by the index face ; 

Detect lost maidenheads by sneezing. 

Or breaking wind of dames, or pissing : 

Cure warts or corns, w|th application 
Of med’clnes to the Imagination ; 

Fright agues into dogs, and scare 
Witii rhvroes the tooth-ach and catarrh ; 

Chase evil spirits away by dint 
Of sickle, hone-shoe, Doltow Hint; 
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Spit fire out of a walnut-shell, That, circled with his long-eat'd guests, 386 

Which made the Roman slare* rebel ; Like Orpheus look’d among the lieasts ■, 

And fire a mine in China here, SJ65 A carman’s horse could not pass bj. 

With sympathetic gunpowder, But stood tied up to poetry ; 

He knew whats’erer 's to be known. No porter’s burden pass’d along. 

But much more than he knew would own ; But serv’d for burden to the song. 300 


What med’eine I was that Paracelsus 
Could make a man with, as he tells us ; oOO 

What figur’d slates are liest to make 
On wat’ry surface duck or drake ; 

What bowling-stones, in running race 
Upon a board, have swiftest pace ; 

Whether a pulse beat in the black 305 

List of a dappled louse’s back : 

If systole or diastole move 
Quickest when he ’s in wrath or love ; 

When two of Uiem do run a race. 

Whether they gallop, trot, or pace ; 310 

HoW many scores a ilea will juinii, 

* Of his own '.ength, from head to rump ; 

Which 8ocrates.and Chaereplion 
In vain essay’d so long agone : 

Whether his snout a perfect noae is, 3 1 5 

And not an elephant’s proboscis ; 

How many diff erent species 
Of maggots breed in rotten cheese { 

And which are next of kin to those 

Engender’d in a chandler’s nose ; 320 

Or those not seen, but understood. 

That live in vinegar and wood. 

A paltry wretch he had, half-starv’d, 

That him in place of Zany serv’d, 

Hight HHiiachum, bred to dash and draw, 325 
Not wine, but more unwholesome law ; 

To make ’twiit words and lines huge gaps. 

Wide as meridians In maps; 

To squander paper and spare Inh, 

Or cheat me of their words, some think. 330 

From this, by merited degrees. 

He 'd to more high advancement rise ; 

To be an under-conjurer. 

Or journeyman astrologer s 

His bus’ness was to pimp aud wheedle, 336 

And men with their own keys unriddle. 

To make them to themselves give answers. 

For which they pay the necromancers : 

To fetch and carry intelligence, 

Of whom, and what, and where, and whence, 340 
And all discoveries disperse 
Among the whole pack of conjurers ; 

Wleat cut-nurses have left with them, , 

For the right owners to redeem ; 

And what they dare not vent, find out, 345 

To gain themselves and th' art repute : 

Hraw tignres, schemes, and horoscopes. 

Of Newgate, Bridewell, br9ker5’ shops. 

Of thieves ascendant in the cart ; 

And find out all hr rules of art : 350 

Which way a serving man, that 's run 
With clothqs and money away, is gone : 

Who pick’d a fob at holaing forth, 

And where a watch tor hair the worth. 

May be redeem’d ; or stolen plate 355 

Restor’d at conscionable rate. 

Beside all this, he serv'd his master 

In quality of poetaster j 

And rhymes appropriate could make 

Vo er’rj month i' th' almanac ; 360 

Whennerms begin and end could tell. 

With their returns, in doggerel ; 

When the Exchequer <mes and shuts. 

And sowgelder with safety outs : 

When men may eat and orink their filf, 365 
And when be temp’rate if they will ; 

When use, and when abstain from vice, 

Figs, grapes, phlebotomy, and sploo. 

And as in prison mean rogoM beat 

Hemp for the service of the great ; 370 

So Whachura beat his dirty Drains 

T' advance his master's tome and gains ; 

And, Ifte the devil’s oracles, 

Put into dogg'rel rhymes his spells ; 

Which, over ev’ry month’s blank page 375 

r th' almanac, strange bilks presage. 

He would an elegy compose 
On maggots squeez’d out of his nose ; 

In lyric numbm write an ode on 

HU mistress eating a black-pudding ; 380 

And when imprison’d air escap’d her, 

It puff’d him with poetlo rapture. 

HU sonnets charm’d th’ attentive crowd. 

By widC'inouth’d mortat troll’d aloud. 


I Each window like a pill'ry appears, 

. With beads thrust through, nail’d by the e.nrs ; 
i All trades tun In. as to the sight 
I Of monsters, or their dear delight. 

The gallows txec^ when cutting purse 3'J5 

1 Breeds bus'ness tor heroic verse. 

Which none docs hear, but would have hung 
, T' have been the theme of such a song. ^ 

i These two together long had liv’d, W 

I In mansion prudently contriv’d ; 400 

; Where neither tree nor house could bar 
'i'he free detection cjf a star ; 

: And nigh an ancient obelisk 
Was rais’d by him, found out by Fisk, 
t)n which was written, not in words, 405 

I But hieroglyphic mute of birds, 

' Many rare pithy saws concerning 
I The worth of astrologic learning : 

I From top of this there liung a rope, 

I To which he fasten’d teleswpe ; 410 

I The spectacles with which the start 
He reads In smallest characters. 

It happen’d as a b<yr, one night. 

Did fly liU tarsel of a kite ; 

The strangest long- wing’d hawk that flies, 415 
That, like a bird of paradise. 

Or herald’s marlet, has no legs. 

Nor hatches young ones, nqr lays eggs ; 

His train was six yards long, milk-white. 

At the end of which there hung a light, 4‘20 

Inclos’d in lantern made of paper. 

That, far olf, like a star did apjK'ar. 

This Sidrojihel by chance espy'd, 

And with amazement staring wide,. 

Bless us 1 quoth he. What dreadful wondi r < 25 
Is that appears in heaven yonder ? 

A comet, and without a beard. 

Or star that ne’er before appear’d ? 

I ’m certain 'tis not in the si roll 

Of all those beasts, and fish, and fowl, 430 

With which, like Indian plantations, 

The loainetl stock the consttllations; 

Nor those that drawn for signs have been, 

To th’ houses wliere the planets inn. 

It must lie supernatural, 435 

Unless it be the cannon-ball. 

That, shot i’ th’ air point-blank upright. 

Was Dome to that prodigious height, 

That learn ’d philosophers maintain. 

It ne’er came backwards down again : 440 

But, in the airy region yet. 

Hangs like the body of Mahomet ; 

For if it be above the shade 

Tliat by the earth’s roand bulk is made, 

’T is probable it may from f^r 445 

Appear no bullet, but a star. 

’I’his said, he to his engine flew. 

Plac’d near at hand in open view. 

And rais’d it till it leveli'd right 

Against the glow-worm tail of kite. 450 

Then peeping through. Bless us ! quoth lie, 

It Is a planet now I see ; 

And, if 1 err not, by his proper 
Figure, that’s like a tobacco-stopper. 

It should be .Saturn : yes, ’t is clear 455 

’T is Saturn ; but what makes him there ? 

He 's got lictween the dragon’s tail. 

And torthei leg behind the whale : 

Pray heaven divert the fatal omen. 

For ’t is a prodigy not common ; 4 f > 1 ) 

And can no less than the world's end, 

(hr nature’s funeral portend. 

With thbt he fell again to pry 
Through perspective more wistfully ; 

When by miscnance the fetal string, 455 

That kept the tow’iing fowl on wing, 
i Breaking, down fell the star : Well shot, 

Quoth Whachum, who right wisely thought 
ff’ had leveli’d at a star, and hit It. 

But Sldrophel, more subtle witted. 4 7(> 

Cry’d out. What horrible and fearnil 
Portent is this, to see a star fall ! 

It threatens nature, and the doom 
Will not be long before it come I ^ 

When stars do fall, ’t is plain enough 47- 

The day of judgment’s not fer oil'. 
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As lately 't watfreveal’d to Sedgvick, 

And some of us find out by magic. 

Then since 4he lime we have to live 

In this world ’n shorten’d, let us strive 480 

To make our best advantage of it. 

And pay our losses with our profit. 

This feat fell out not long before 
The Knight, upon the fore-nam’d score. 

In quest of Sidrophel advancing, 4S5 

Was now In prospect of the mansion ; 

\Vhoni he discovering, turn’d his glass, 

And found far ofl"’t was Hudibrns. 

tVbachum, quoth he, look yonder, some 
To try or use our art are conu; : 490 

The one ’s the learned Knight ; seek out 
And pump ’em what thev come about. 

W’l.a. bum .idvanf ’d with all snbrrrissncss 


‘I" . 1. 1 ' 1-1 I'll), I'lil mui b iiii>r<‘ lh< ir bus’ness: 
lie htid a siirrii[i, while ibe Knight 
Krom leathern bare-bones did alight 
And taking from his hand the bridle, 
Appro.ach’d the il.irk Squire to unriddle: 

He gave him first the time o’ Hi’ day. 

And welcom’d him, as he might say ; : 

He ask’d him whence they came, and whither 
Their lius’ness lay ? ^Juoth Kalnho, Hither. 

Hid not you lose ^uoth Halpho, Nay ; — 

? uoth Vvhachmn, Sir, I meant your way. 

our Knight — Quoth Ralpho, it a lover, i 

And pains Intorrahle doth suH'er : 

For lovers’ hearts are not their own hearts, 

Nor lights, nor lungs, and so forth downwards. 
VVhat time ? — Quoth Italnho, Sir, too long. 
Three years it off and on lias hung — I 

Quoth he, I mean, what time o’ th’ day ’t Is ? 
^oth Ralpho, Between seven and eight ’t is. 
Why then, quoth Whachum, My small art 
Tells me tlie dame has a hard heart, 

(Ir great cstate—tiuoth Kulph, A jointure, 1 
Which makes him have so hot a mind t’ her. 
Meanwhile the Knight was making water. 
Before he fell upon tne matter ; 

Which having done, the wizard steps in. 

To give him suitable reception ; 

But kept his bus’ness at a bay, 

Till Wn.acbum put him in the way ; 

Who, having now, by Halpho’s light, 
Expounded th’ errand of the Knight; 

A nd what he came to know, drew near, 

To whis|>er in the conj’rer’s ear ; 

Which lie pretended thus ; What was ’t, 

S until he, that I was saying last, 
efore these gentlemen arriv’d ? 

Quoth WTiachum, Venus you retriev’d, 

In opposition with Mars, 

And no lienign and-tVlcndly stars 
T' allay th' effect. Quoth Wizard, So ! 

In Virgo, ha ! Quoth Whaelium, No ; 

Has .Saturn nothlqg to do in it ? 

One tenth of ’s ciride to a minute. 

*T is well, quoth he. Sir. you ’ll excuse 
This rudeness I am forc’d to use ; 

It is a scheme and face of heaven. 

As th’ aspects are dispos’d this even, 

I was contcmplMlng upon 

When you arriv’d ; but now I ’ve done. 

Quoth Hudibras, If I appear 
Unseasonable in coming here. 

At such a time to interrupt 
Vour speculations, which I hop’d 
Assistance from, and come to use, 

’T is fit that I ask your excuse. 

By no me.ans. Sir, quoth Sidrophel, 

The stars your coming did foreteli ; 

I did expect you here, and knew. 

Before you spake, your bu^ness too. 

Quoth Hudibras, Make that appear. 

And I shall credit whatsoe’er 

You tell me after on your word, • 

Howe’er unlikely or absurd. 

You are In love. Sir, with a widow, 

Quoth he, that does not greatly heed you. 

And for three years has rid your wit 
And passion, without drawing bit : 

AtkI now your bus’ness is to know 
If you shall cairy her or no. 

Quoth Hudibras, You ’re in the right ; 

But how the devil you came by ’t 
1 can’t imagine: tor the stars, 

I 'in sure, can te|iI%)o more than a horse ; 

Nor can their aspects, though you pore 
V’our eyes out on ’em, tell you more 


, Than th’ oracle of sieve and shears, 

I I'hat turns as certain as the splteres i 
' But if the devil 's of your council, 

. Much may be done, my noble Donzel j 
; And ’t is on this account I come 
I To know from you my fatal doom, 
i Quoth Sidrophel, If you suppose. 

Sir Knight, that I am one of those, 

I might suspect, and take th’ alarm, 

I "V’our hus’ness is but to inform ; 

But if it be, ’t is ne’er the near 
You have a wrong sow by the ear ; 

For 1 assure you, for my part, 

1 only deal Iiy rules of art ; 

Such as are lawful, and judge by 
[ Conclusions of astrology. 

I But for the dev’J, know nothing by him, 

• But only this, that I defy him. 

(luoth he. Whatever others deem ye, 

I understand your metonymy ; 

Vour word of second-hand intention, 

When things by wrongful names ye mention ; 
'J’he mystic sense of all your terms, 

TJiat are, indeed, but magic cliarms 
To raise tlie devil and mean one thing. 

And that is, downright conjuring ; 

And in itself more warrantable 
I Than cheat, or canting to a rabble, 

I Or putting tricks upon the moon. 

Which by confed’racy are done. 

Your ancient conj'rers were wont 
To make her from her sphere dismount, 

A nd to their incantations stoop : 

'I’hey scorn’d to pore through telescope, 
fir idly play at bo-peep with her. 

To find out cloudy or fair weather. 

Which ev’ry almanac can tell 
I’orhaps as learnedly and well 
As you yourself. — Then, friend, I doubt 
You go the farthest way about: 

Your modern Indian magician 
Makes but a hole in th’ earth to piss in, 

An<l straight resolves all (luestionB by ’t. 

And seldom fails to he i’ tn’ right. 

The Kosicrucian way ’s more sure 
To hriiig the devil to the lure; 

Each of 'em has a sev’ral gin. 

To catch intelligences in. 

Some by the nose with ftimes trepan ’em. 

As Dunstan did the devil’s grannam ; 

Others with characters and words 
Catch ’em, as men in nets do birds ; 

And some with symbols, signs, and tricks, 
Engrav’d in planetary nicks, 

With their own infl’enccs will fetch ’em ; 
Down from their orbs, arrest, and catch ’em ; 
Make ’em dispose, and answer to 
All questions ere they let them go, 

Bumhastus kept a devil’s bird 
Shut in the pommel of his sword. 

That taught him all the cunning pranks 
Of past and future mountebanks. 

Kelly did all his feats upon 
The devil's looking glass, a stone ; 

Where, playing with him at bo-peep. 

He solv’d all problems ne’er so deep. 

Agrippa kept a Stygian pug 
r til’ garb and habit of a dog. 

That was his tutor, and the cur 
Bead to th’ occult philosopher. 

And taught him subtly to maintain 
All other sciences are vain. 

To this, quoth Sidrophel, Oh 1 Sir, 

Agrippa was no conjuren 
Nor Paracelsus, no, nor ]mhmen ; 

Nor was the dog a Cacodemon, 

But a true dog that would show tricks 
For th’ emperor, and leap o’er sticks ; 

Would feten and carry, was more civil 
Than otlier dogs, but yet no devil j 
And whatsoe’er he 's said to do, 

He went the self-same way we go. 

As for the Rosy Cross philosophers, 

Whom you will have to be hut sorefrers, 

‘ tVhnt they pretend to is no more 
I Than Trismeglstus did before, 

! Pythagoras, old Zoroaster, 

> And A polonius, their master; 

'fo whom they do confess they tfWe 

1 A11 that they do, and all they know. 

Q\ioth Hudibras, Alas ! what is 1’ us, 
Whether ’t were said by Trlsmeglstiu, 
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If It be nonsense, false or mystic, 

Or not Intelligible, or sophistic ? 

"fis not antiquity, nor author, , 

That makes truth truth, although Time's daughter ; 
rrwas he that put her in the pit, 665 

iJefore he puil’d her out of it ; 

And as he eats his sons, just so 
He feeds xipon his daughters too ; 

Nor docs it follow, ’cause n herald 

Can make a gentleman, scarce a jeat old, 6, 0 

'J'o be descended of a race 

Of ancient kings, in a small space. 

That we should all opinions liold 
A uthenlic, that we can make old. 

Quoth Sidrophel, It is no part 675 

Of jirudenee to cry down an art. 

And what it may perform, deny. 

Because you understand not why. 

(As Averrhois play’d but a mean trick, 

, To damn our whole art for eccentric.) 6S0 

' For who knows all that knowledge < outains ? 

Men dwell not on the tops of mountains, 

But on their sides, or rising’s seat ; 

So ’t is with knowledge’s vast height. 

Do not the hist'ries of all ages 6R5 

Relate miraculous presages 
Of strange turns in the world’s affairs. 

Foreseen b' astrologers, sooth-sayers, 

ChaMeans, learn'd genethliacs. 

And .some tliat have writ almanacs ? 690 

The Median emp’ror dream'd his daughter 
Had piss’d all Asia under water, 

And that a vine, sprung from her hniinrhes, 
O’erspread his empire with Its bran< hes : 

And dill not sootiisayers expound it ? 695 

;\ s after by th’ event he found it ; 

When i.'a>vir. In the sen.iio iVll. 

D’d not the sun ci.lips'd fot. tell, 

And in resenimeut of hlj slaiigl 'er, 

J.,ook pale for almost a year alter ? 700 

Augustus having b’ oversight 
Pat on his left shoe ’fore his right, 

Had like to have been slain that day 
By soldiers mutin’ing for pay. 

Are there not myriads of this sort, 705 

Which stories of all times report ?. 

Is it not om’nous in all countries. 

When crows and ravens croak upon tree, ’ 

The Roman senate, when within 

The city-walls an owl was seen, 710 

Did^uuse their clergy, with lustrationr., 

(Our synod calls humiliations,) 

The round-fac’d prodigy t* avert. 

From doing town and country hurt. 

And if an owl have so tnucli power, 715 

Why should not planets have mucli more, 

That in a region far above . 

Inferior tbwls of the air move, 

A ml should see farther, and foreknow 
More than their augury below ? • 7‘^0 j 

Though that once serv'd the polity | 

Of mighty states to govern by ; i 

A nd this is what wo take in hand I 

By pow’rful art to understand ; 1 

Which how we have perform'd, all ages 7‘i5 

Oan speak th' events of our pre>ages. 

Have we not lately, in the moon, 

Found a new world, to th' old unknown ? | 

Discover'd sea and land, Columbus ' 

And Magellan could never compa.s.s ? 7Z0 i 

Made mountain.^ with our tubes appL-ar, | 

And cattle grazing on ’em there ? i 

Quoth Iludibras, You lie so ope, | 

That r, without a telescope, ' 

Can find your tricks out, and descry 
Where you tell truth and where you Me ; j 

For A naxagoras long agone I 

Saw hills, as well as yoii i' th' moon ; i 

And held the sun was but a piece 
Of retl-hot iron as big as Greece ; 710 , 

Believ’d the heav’ns were made of stone, 

J'ecau.«o the sun had voidqd one ; I 

And, rather than he would recant 
Th’ opinion, suffer’d banishment. 

But what, alas ! is it to us, 715 

Whether i' th' moon men thus or thus 
Do eat their porridge, cut tlieir corns. 

Or whether they have tails or horns ? ^ 

What trade from thence can you advani e. 

But what we nearer have from France ? 750 

■RTiat can our travellers bring home. 

That is not to be team’d at Rome ? 1 


AVhat politics, or strange opinions, 

That are not in our own dominions ? 

What science can be brought from thence, 
In which wo do not here commence ? 

What revelations, or religiop*, 

That are not in our native regfon.s ? 

Arp sweaty lanterns, or screen fans, 

Made belter there, than they 're in France ? 
Or ,lo they teach to sing or play 
O’ th’ guitar tliere a newer way ? 

Can they make plays there that shall fit 
The public humour, with less wit ? 

Write wittier dances, quainter shows. 

Or fight with more Ingenious blows ? 

( )r docs the man i’ th’ moon look big, ^ 
And wear a huger ’jicn wig : 

Show in t;is gait, or face, more trlrki 
Tli.in o'jr o'vn n itive lumfirs ? 

Hilt if u ' ■■III.]. • Inin licrc at home. 

W b it t-" I •■f or de ign c ii ciiine ^ 

* '"1 i" lb' I..!.. , ..iii'lri-s [■"■lit 
Is but -H Di.ast if tlownwavd sent ; 

Hut if It upward chatue to fly. 

Becomes new light and prophecy: 

So when your speculations tend 
Aliove their just and useful end, 

Although thev promise strange and great 
l>iscoveries of tilings far fet, 

They .are but idle dreams and fancies. 

And .savour strongly of the gan/.as. 

'I’ell me hut what 's the nat’ral cause. 

Why on a sign no painter draws 
The full moon ever, but the half? 

Resolve that witli your Jacob’s staff* ; 

Or why wolves rai.se a hubbub at her, 

And dogs howl when she shines in water ; 
And 1 shall (VeeJy give my vote. 

You may know something more remote? 

At this deep Sidrophel look’d wise, 

And staring round with owMlke eyes. 

He put his lace into a posture 
Of .saidoncc, and liegan to bluster: 

So iiaving three times shook ids head 
To stir his wit u)i, this he Siiid, 

Art has no mortal enemies, * 

Wxt ignorance, l>ul owls .and geese ; 

. oriNc. rjital in order', 

Tlioi to ilie . aplti l were warders . 

And being then upon patrole, 

With noi.se alone beat off the Gaul : 

Or these Athenian scejillc owls, 

That will not eretlit their own souls -, 

Or any science understand, 

Beyond the reach of eye or hand : 

Hut ineas’ring all things by their own 
Knowlctlge, hold nothing to be known. 
Those wholesale critics, that in coliee- 
Houses, cry down all philosophy, 

.\nd will not know upon what ground 
In nature we our doctrine found ; 

Although with pregnant evidence 
We can demonstrate it to sense. 

As I just now have done to you. 

Foretelling what you came to know. 

Were the stars only for to light 
Robbers .and burglarers by night ; 

To wait on drunkards, thieves, gold-finders. 
And lovers solacing behind doors. 

Or giving one another pledges 
Of matrimony under hedges ? 

Or witches simpling, ami on gibbets 
Cutting from the malefactors snippets ; 

Or from the pitl’ry tips of ears 
Of rebel saints and perjurers ? 
t)iily to stand by, and look on. 

Hut not know what is said or done ? 

Is there a constellation there, 

That was not born and bred up here ? 

And thereVore cannot be to learn 
In any inferior concern. 

Were' they- not, during all their lives, 

Mo.st of ’em pirates, whores, and thieves ? 
And is it like they have not still 
In their old practices some skill ? 

Is there a planet that by birth 
Does not derive its house from qartU ? 

And therefbre probably, must know 
What i.s and hath been done below : 

Who ma«le the balance, or whenge came 
The Bull, tlic Lion, and die Ram ? 

Did not we here the Argo rig. 

Make Berenice’s periwig ? 
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AV1»ose liv’ry does the roachman wear ? 
t>r who made Ciissiopeia’s cliair ^ 

A nd therefore, as they came from henee, 
AVith u> niaj hold intelligence, 
riati) deny’d the world can he 
(iovern’d without geometry ; 

(For money b’ing tile common scale 
Of things by metisure, weight, and tale ; 
In all tU’ aUairs of church and state, 

’T is both the balance and the weight:) 
Then much loss can it lie witliout 
lli.-ine i M d,.i:v ni ele out ; 

I II il I'Ul' ihe ■ihi r d .w ii in ii .ru 


KVDZSZtAS. 


.A’ 


, ll.c 


* the 


These reasons, quoth tlie Kniglil, I grant 
,\ri‘ something more si;;niii,-ant 
1 ri iii a'li Ib.n the le.rni,l ii,..‘ 

I l.oil lllli sUl.ie'l I I J.rolu. .■ ; 

And yet they ’re I ir trom satisfactory, 

T’ e t ihlish and Ire |. ii]. vonr I ict.>rv. 

1 I.- i;gv|.li.n. I,, rile SOI. 

‘shll'l.-.l III . . IFing .Iiid I||< r. - ■ 

Twice has ho risen in the west. 

As many times set in the east. 

Hut whether that lie true or no, 

The devil any of you know. 

Some hold the heavens, like a top. 

Are kept by circulation up; 

And were ’t not for their wliooling round, 
'1‘hey’d instantly fall to the ground : 

As sage Kmpedocles of old, 

..Vnd from him natKlera authors hold, 
riato believ'd tiie suii and moon 
Below all other jilanets run. 

Some Mercury, some Venus seat 
Above the sun himself in heijjht. 

The leanied Scaligor ooirplfim’d 
’(iainst what (lopernicus maintain’d, 

Tliat in twelve hundretl years and odd, 

The sun had lost its ancient road, 

.And nearer to the earth ix come 

'U.ive iifiy I'louiind imiex from lie- 

Swore ’t Wits t in. lot noloiioui Mini, 

.And Ik* that has so little shame 
To mnt sU' h f .iiiicnes al>ri..ad, 

Di'wrVd to li.ive Ins rump will i law'd 
At iii..h Moiioeui Ho<lm hearing. ,w..re 
That he deserv'd ihe rod much m ire, 

'I hat dm u iipon a tiinh give ti.ioni. 

He knew less than the I’opc of Rome. 

Cardan believ’d gn^at states depend 
Upon th’ tip o’ til’ Bear’s tail's end ; 

Tnat as she whisk’d it t’wards the sun, 

Strow’d mighty empires up and down; 

Which others say must tieeds be false. 

Because your true bears have no tails. 

Some say the zodiac constellations 
Have long sinro chang'd tlieir antl< 

A ii.jie a «ign, ind prov 
In I auriiv iMw, iKii I- III the R am 
AHipi'* the trigon’s chop’d and chang’d, 9 

Tlie'wat’ry with the fiery rang’d: 

Then how can their ellects still hold 
To be tlu? same tliey were of old ? 

This, th.iugh the art were true, would make 
Our ni i.li-rn s..oili...ivi‘rs miiUiLi 9 

And IS '’ne l aiixf they tell more lie«, 

III figures and nativities. 

Than the old Chaldean conjurers. 

In so many hundred thousand j'ears ; 

Beside tlieir nonsense in translating, 9 

For want of accidence and Latin. 

Like Idui and C’a/r/iJ<r, Englisht: 

The quarter-days by skUfullinguist ; 

And yet with canting sleight and cheat ; 

’T will serve their turn to do the feat : 9 

Make fools believe in their foreseeing 
Of things before they are in being ; , 

To swallow gudgeons ere they ’re catc:h’cr, 

A nd count their chickens ere they ’re liatch’d ; 
Make them the constellations prompt, 9 

And give ’em back their own account ; 

But still the best to him that gives 
The best price for 't, or best believes. 

Some towns and cities, some for brevity 
Have cast the ’versal world’s nativity ; 9; 

And tnade the infant stars confess. 

Like tools or children, what they please. 

Some calculate tha hidden fates 
Of monkeys, puppy-dogs, or cats : 

Some running nags, and fighting rocks, 91 

Some love, trade, law-sults, and the pox ; 


.Some Lake a measure of the lives 
Offather.s, mothers, husbands, wives 
IVIake opposition, trine and quarlilc. 
Tell who is biirren, and who fertllL. ; 
And if the jilHiiet’s first aspect* 

Thi- f.-.idrr inf .lit did infect 

In • nil nil. I 1. ..b , .ind instil 

.All iiiiiiri r I aiid Inliirc i|| ■ 

Will. ii i.i iiii-ir d nk fti il'ii..- lurk I'll. 
.Al ■! ii.'.l I'cri.i.l. fill a w.rking; 

\i..l I.I. .1. ...n, ii's,* II,,.- Iiiddcti ».■, 

I II 1.1 -u- .'. . l.r.,. 1,11 . .1 s-.l-, 
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.A'-il Jl Hi' I III- I .. iiS oflili : 

No s.ioner d.jc, he peep into 
The world, but he has done his do, 
CjI I.' I dl di < i..--, io..lc all phy-i.- 
I'll It . Ill- .'r kill- I m.an licit i- si. k , 
AI in I .| II. • |.uii. Hj il d.ise ul' w ivi- 
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A till f ,r..l j.i fici, f...,l and kni.i 
\ l.■illi'.g-lli■,r ,n.| .1-1. VC. 
j \ . I ii'y 1 i*y. r .niJ .i p.i k-p .■ ki", 

I gi. li I•llll•,•■■phl r and a I i... khi 
] A forin.d preacher and a player, 

■A |. ir'i’.l ph.-i.-iaii an.! a 'Vi in liM r ■ 

A • if III. II I the -t.ir- did -u. k 
(Mil n^.-, ill-.. I.I-, and ul luck, 

Wit, fully, honour, virtue, vice, 

Trade, travel, women, claps, and dice ; 

.And draw, with the first air they breathe, 
Battle and murder, sudden death. 

Are not tliese line commodities. 

To lie imported from the .skies, 

.And veiiaed here among the rabble, 

For staple goiKl.s and warrantable ? 

Like money by the Druids borrow’d. 

In th’ other world to be restor’d, 
j (Juoth Sidrophel, To let you know 
You wrong the art and artists too, 
j Since arguments are lost on those 
I That do our principles oppose ; 

; I will (although I 've done ’t before) 
j Demonstrate to your sense once more, 
j .And draw a figure that sh.ill tell you. 

What you, perhaps, forgot befell you, 

I I’..- wav oflii.rarv in-jn'ction, 
j \\ |.i I. s.imc i. ,■•., 11,1 .„ir ivur-l in i. >n. 

. A\ iHi ill It he I In II dr iw , and v'lii.Hi 
I With cyphers, astral characters; 

Then looks ’em o'er to understand ’em, 

I .AIMi.iiich s, t .l.■-l) h.ib-n.ili ul rind 

I I ».i..m III I hi- s, heme o' ill’ heav n . .i i, 

! h.iw in light y.ni met 

I .At King-ton, wuha M.iy pule idol, 

I A.i'l lli.il >' u. re li.ing’d bum bu k .in>l s.de v 
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, The d .g- bev'i yoif II Brenil.ird f nr , 

: AVhere sturdy bulehers broke your noddle, 

' And handled you like a fop-doodle. 

) Oiiiiih llo.lil.. T novv |.irc. iv... 
i A 0.1 .ire ii.j -.unj'n r, by >...iir 1 l.*Vl . 1 

I h It )• il'r« .|..■ry 1 - untrue, 

All. I i.iig'd i". cliVai sui h gulls .as y..ii 
Not true, .[u-uh be, huwL*'er y.,u v .p.iur, 

I can what I iimrm make appear ; 

Whachum shall justify ’t to your lace, 1 

And prove he was upon the place : 

He play’d the Saltinoanchu’s part. 

Transform’d t’ a Frenchman by my art 
He stole your cloak, and pick’tl your pocket. 
Chous’d and caldes’d ye like a bliM:kheaJ ; 1 

• And what you lost I can produce, 

I If you deny it, here i’ th’ house. 

Ouotli Hudibras, I do believe 
That argument 's demonstrative , 

Ralpho, bear witness, and go fetch us 1 

A constable to seize the wretches : 

For tho’ they 're both false knaves and chlats. 
Impostors, jugglers, counterfeits, 

I ’ll make them serve for perpendic’lars. 

As true os e’er were us’d by bricklayers. li 
They ’re guilty, by their own confessions, 
Offelony, and at the sessions 
Upon the bench I will so handle ’em, 

’That the vibration of this pendlum 

Shall make all tailors’ yards of one 1 

Unanimous opinion ; 

A thing he long has vapour'd of, 

But now shall make it out by proof. 
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Quoth Sidropheli I do not doubt t And make him glad (at least) to quit 

To find friends that wUl bear roe out : 1030 j His Tictory, and fly tire pit. 

Nor have I hazarded my art. Before the secular prince of darkness 


And neck so long on the state's part. 

To be expos'd i’ th' end to suffer, 

By such a braggadocia huffbr. 

HuflI’er! quoth H udibras, 'rhis sword 1035 
Shall down thy false throat cram that word. 
Halpho, make haste, and call an officer, 

T' apprehend this Stygian sophi&ter : 

Meanwhile I'll hold 'em at a nay, 
l^est he and Whachum run away. 1040 

Hut Sidrophel, who from th’ aspect 
Of Hudibtas, did now erect 
A figure, worse portending far 
Than that of most malignant star. 

Believ'd It now the fittest moment 1045 

To shun the danger that might coroe on 't. 

While Hudibras was all alone, 

• And he and Whachum, two to one ; 

This b'ine resolv'd, he spy'd by chance 

Behind ths door, an iron lance, 1060 

'That many a sturdy limb had gor'd, 

And legs, and loins, and shoulders bor’d ; 

He snatch’d it up, and made a pass 
To make his way through Hudibras. 

IVhachum had got a fire-fork, 1055 

With which he vow’d to do his work. 

But Hudibras was well prepar'd. 

And stoutly stood upon nis guard: 

He put bv Sidropheio’s Uirust, 

Ana in right manfully he rusht t 1060 

The weapon from his gripe he wrung. 

And laid him on the earth along. 

Whachum his sea-coal prong threw by. 

And basely turn’d his back to fly ; 

But Hudibras gave him a twitch 1065 

As quick as lightning in the breech ; 

Just in the place where honour’s lodg’d, 

As wise philosophers have judg'd ; 

Because a kick In that place, more 
Hurts honour, than deep wounds before. 1070 
Quoth Hudibras, The stars determine 
You are my prisoners, base vennin I 
Could they not tell you so as well 
As what I came to know foretell ? 

By this what cheats you are we find. 1075 

That in your own concerns are blind. 

Your lives are now at my dispose. 

To be redeem'd by fine or blows : 

Bu^who his honour would defile, 

To take, or sell, two lives so vile ? 1080 

J 'll give you quarter; but your pillage 
The conqu'rlng warrior’s crop and tillage. 

Which with his sword he reaps and plows. 

That 's mine, the law of arms allows. 

This said, in haste, in haste lie fell 1085 

To rummaging of Sidrophel ; 

First, he expounded both his pockets, 

And found a watch, with rim^ and lockets. 

Which had been left with him t’ erect 
A figure for, and so detect ; 1090 

A copper-plate, with almanacs 
Bngrav'd upon 't, with other knacks, 

Of Booker’s, Lilly's, Sarah Jiinmers, 

And blank schemes, to discover nimmers : 

A moon-dial, with Napier’s hones, 1095 

And sev’ral constellation stones, 

Engrav’d in planetary hours, 

That over mortals had strange pow’rs. 

To make ’em thrive In law or trade. 

And stab or poison to evade; 1100 

]n wit or wiMora to improve. 

And be victorious in love. 

Whachum had neither cross nor pile. 

His plunder was not worth the while ; 

All which the conqu’ror did discompt, 1106 

To pay for curing of his rump. 

But Sidrophel. as full tricks 
As rotten-men ot politics, 
btraight aast about to over-rettch 
h’ unwary conqu'ror with a fetch, 1110 


Arriv'd to seize upon his carcase ; 

And as a fox, witn hot pursuit 1115 

Chas'd thro’ a warren, casts about 
To save his credit, and among 
Dead vermin on a gallows hung ; 

And while the dogs run underneath, 

Kseap'd, by counterfeiting death, 1 1 W 

Not out ot cunning, but a train 
Of atoms justling in his brain. 

As leamtsl philosophers give out : ^ 

So Sidrophelo cast about, B 

And fell t’ his wonted trade again, 1 1 ‘25 

To feign himself in earnest sl^n ; 

First stretch’d out one leg, tlicn another 
And seeming in his breast to smother 
A broken sl^ ; quoth he, Where am I, 

Alive or dead, which way came I 1 1 30 

Thro’ so immense a space so soon ? 

But now 1 thought myself i’ th’ moon ; 

And that a monster with huge whukers, 

More formidable than a Switzer’s, 

My body tliro’ and thro’ had drill’d, 1135 

And Whachum by my side had kill’d ; 

Had cross-examin’d tmth our hose. 

And plunder’d all we had to lose ; 

Look, there he is, 1 see him now. 

And feel the place 1 am run thro’ ; 1110 

And there lies Whachum by my side 
Stone dead, and in his own blood dy'd : 

Oh ! oh ! — With that he fetcli’d a groan. 

And fell again into a swoon, 

Shut both his eyes, and stopt his breath, 1 1 45 
And to the life out-acted death : 

That Hudibras, to all appearing, 

Ih-llev’d him to be dead as herring. 

He held it now no longer safe' 

I'o tarry the return ot Kalph. 1 1 50 

But rather leave him In the lurch : 

'i'hought he, he has abus’d our church. 

Refused to give himself one firk. 

To carry on the public work ; 

Ifesnis’u our synod men like dirt, 1 156 

And made their discipline his sport ; 

Divulg'd the secrets of their classes, 

And meir conventions prov’d high places : 
Disparag'd their tythc-pigs as Pagan, 

And set at nought their ^eese and bacon ; 1160 

Rail’d at their covenant, and jeer’d 
Their rev’rend parsons to my oeard ; 

For all which scandals, to be quit 
At once, this juncture falls out fit : 

I ’ll make him henceforth to beware, 1165 

And tempt my fury if he dare ; 
lie must at least hold up his hand. 

By twelve freeholders to be scann’d ; 

Who by their skill in palmistry. 

Will quickly read his destiny, 1170 

And make rdm glad to read his lesson. 

Or take a turn fur 't at the session : 

Unless his liglit and gift prove truer 
Than ever yet they tfid, 1 'm sure ; 

For if he 'scape with whipping now, 1175 

'1 is more than he can hope to do ; 

And that will disengage my conscience 
O’ th' oiiligation in Ills own sense ; 

I ’ll make him now by force abide 

What he by gentle iheans deny’d, 1 1 SO 

'J'o give niy honour satisfaction. 

And right the brethren in the action. 

'This being resolv’d, with equal speed 
A nd conduct he approach’d his sieeti, 

And with activity unwont, 1185 

Kssay’d the lofty beast to mount ; 

Which once achieved, he spunr'd his palfry, 

I To get frqm th’ enemy, ana Ralph, free : 

I I.eft dangers, fears, hnd fbet behind, 
j And beat> at least three lengths, the wind. 1 190 
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OP 

iiUDiBUAs TO sidrophp:l. 


Eccc iterujn Crispinus, 


WELL, Ridro|)ln!i, thouf'h 't is in vain 
To tamper witli jour era^j’ Ijraiii, 

Without trepanriiii^^ of jour .skull 
An often as the moon ’s at full ; 

’T is not ami.ss, ere y’ are Kiv'n .o’er. 

To try one desp’raU; med’cine more ; 

For where your case can be no wo»»e ; 

The desp’rat’st is the wisest rour.se. 

I.s 't possible that vou, whose ears 
Are of the tribe of Issachiir's, 

And inieht, with e(iual reason, either 
l^or merit, or extent of leather, 

With William I’ryu’s, before they were 
lletrench'd, and c'rucityd, compare, 

Should jet b<? deaf iigaJnst a noLse 
So roaring as the public voice ? 

That speaks jour virtues free and loud. 

And openly in ev’ry crowd. 

As loud as one tliat sings his part 
T' a whecl-harrow, or urnip-cart. 

Or your new nick-nam’d old invention 
To green hastings with an engine ; 

(As if the vehemence had stunn'd, 

And torn your druin>heads with the sound,) 
And ’cause your folly ’s now no news, 

But overgrown, and out of use. 

Persuade yourself, tliere 'a no su< h matter. 
But thai 't i.s vanish’d out of nature ; 

When folly, as it grows in years, 

The more extravagant appears : 

P'or who but you could be po.s.sc.st 
With so much ignorance, and beast. 

That neither all men’s scorn and hate. 


Nor being laugh’d and pointed at, 

Nor bray’d so often in a mortar, 

Lan teach you wholesome sense and nurtuie : 
But (like a reprobate) what course 
Soever ’s us’d, grow worse and worse ? 
than no trnnsfiision of U»e l>lood. 

That makes fowls cattle, do you good ? 

Nor putting pigs t’ a bitch to nurse. 

To turn them into mongrel curs ; 

Put you Into a way, at least 
To make yourself a belter beast ? 

Can all your critical intrigues 
Of trying sound for rotten eggs ? 

Your several new-found remedies 
Of curing wounds and scabs in trees ; 

Your aits of fluxing them for clap.s, 

And purgine their infected saps ; 

Recov’ring shankers, crystallines, 

And nodes and botches in the rind.s. 

Have no effect to operate 
Upon the duller block, your pate ? 

But still It must be lewdly bent • 

To tempt your own due punishment ; 

And like your whlmsy’d chariots, dravv 
The boys to course you without law ; 

A^ if the art you have so long 
Profess’d, of making old dogs young. 

In you, had virtue to renew 
Not only youth, but childhood too. 

Can you, that understand all books, 

By jud-gma only with your looks, 

J^solve all problema with your fare. 

As others do wiUi B’s and A’s j 
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Unriddle .ill that m.inkind knows 
With Solid bending of your hruws ; 

All arts and sciences advance. 

With screwing of your countenance ; 70 

And, with a penetrating eye. 

Into th' abstrusest learning j>rj’ ; 

Know morn of any trade b’ a hint, 

’I’han those that have been bred up in ’t ; 

Aful yet have no art, true or false, 75 

'I’o help your ow n b.Hd naturals ? 

But still the more you strive I’ appear. 

Are found to Ih^ the wretcheder; 

For fools are known bv looking wise, 

A.s men find woodcocks bjr their ejt-s. RO 

Hence ’t i.s that ’cau.so y’ have gain’d o’ fh’ college 
A quarter share (at most) of knowledge, 

And brought in none, but spent repute, 

V’ assume a pow’r as absolute 

To iudge, .and censure, and control, £5 

As If you were the sole Sir Pol. ; 

A ml ‘•an.'ily pic tend to ktuiw 
M'-re tb m s-air divldi nd come. t.> 

\ .Ml ’ll i.n-l'lhe tiling will not l i .luuo 
M iih ignoriece and la. e alom- ; PO 

ilxaigh >■ ha\e purih.a.’d t.> >..i,r nai.io 
111 III so gri'it a fime ; 

*1 II II II -w >uiir I ilt nl ’> so well knnu n, ^ 

I'liT h iciiig 4ill la In f run-grown. 

■| h It • c’rj strange j-risligious la'e (’5 

Is nuM ur’d b> jciir lierinan s< dl, — 

|»v whi, |i the viriu.-'si irv , 

I lie iiK'igniludi* cil iv’ry fie, 

( .1 I lilt t-i what It iloel ainoiini, 

And place the bigg’st to your account : 1 00 

'riiat all those stones that are laid 
I'oo truly to you, .md those made, 

.\re now still charg’d uii.in ymir ‘.viic, 

.\i>d Ics . r .mthors nam’d nit in.-it-. 

M....’ Ihn I'l. ii’lv belr.iji 105 

1 b- '.e It designs to raise 

And ill \oiir v.iin ri-nown will sped, 

,l» gii'is <»\r, harg'd ibe mure recoil ■ 
rhougb be iliai ha. but linpiideiice, 

■| o all II. .ng. has a fair iircu-n,;i- , 110 

Ami put among his wants but hh.amp, 

Tit ill li e w.irld may l.iv his i l'■■m ; 

Tlioiigh you h.ave trj'd that notliing ’s borne 
With greater ease than public scorn. 

That all all'ronts do still give place 1 1 t 

'J’o your impenetrable face ; 

That makes your way through all affairs. 

As pigs Uirough hedges creep with theirs; 

Yet as ’t is counterfeit and brass, 

Vou must not think ’t will always pas.s ; Lit) 

For all impostors, when they ’re known. 

Are past their labour and undone. 

And ail the best that can befall • 

An artificial natural, • 

Is that which madmen find, as soon 1*6 

A.s <inco they ’re broke loose from the moon. 

And. proof against her influence, 

Rclai^ to e’er so little sense, 

To turn .stark fools, and subjects fit 

For sport of boys and rabble wli. 130 
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HUDIBRAS. 


PART THIRD. CANTO FIRST. 


THE ARGUMENT. 

The Knight and S/MtVe resntve at once. 

The otu the other to renounce ; 

They both ayproach the Lady's hotter. 

The Squire t' inform, the Knight to rvoo her. 
She treats them with a masquerade, 

By furies and hohgublim made; 

From which the Squire conveys the Knight, 
And steals him from himself by night. 


'TIS true, no lover has that pow’r, 

T* enforce a desperate amour, 

Ai he that hath two strings to 's bow, 

And burn.s for love and money too ; 

For then he ’s brave and resolute. 

Disdains to render in his suit. 

Has all his flames and raptures double, 

And hangs, or drowns, with half the trouble ; 

tVhile those who sillily pursue 

The simple, downright way and true, 

Make as unlucky applications. 

And steer against the stream, their passions : 
.Some forge their mistresses of stars. 

And when the ladies prove averse, 

And*more untoward to be won, 

'J‘han by Caligula the moon. 

Cry out upon the stars fbr doing 
Jll-oBices, to cross their wooing; 

When only by themselves they 're hindered. 
For trusting those they made her kindred.; 
And still, the harsher and hide- bounder 
The damsels ptove, become the fonder, 

For what raaa lover ever died 
To gain a soft and gentle bride ; 

Or tor a lady tender-hearted. 

In purling streams or hemp departed ? 

Leap’d headlong inf Elysium, 

Thro' th' windows of a dazzling room ? 

But for some cross, ill-natur'd dame. 

The am'rosu fly burnt in his flame. 

This to the lOiight could be no news. 

With all mankind so much In use ; 

Who therefore took the wiser course 
To make the most of his amours. 

Resolv'd to try all sorts of wars, 

As follows in dne time and place. 

No sooner was the bloody fight 
Between the Wizard and uie Knight, 
tVith all th' appurtenances, over, 

But he relaps'd again f a lover : 

As h« was dways wont to do 
When he had discomfited a fbe 
And us’d the only antique philtres, 

Deriv’d from old heroic titters. 

But now*fariumphant and victorious, 

‘He held th' achievement was too glorious 
For such a conqueror to meddle 
With petty constable or beadle ; 

Or fly for reflige to the hostess 
Of th' inns of court and chancery, Justice; 
Who might, perhaps, reduce his cause 
To th’ ordeal trial of the laws ; 

Where none eseane. but such as branded 
With red*hot irons luve pass’d bare handed ; 


| .\nd if they cannot read one verse 
1' th’ l*.salms, must sing it, and that 's worse. 
He therefore judging it below him. 

To tempt a sname the devil might owe him, 
Resolv'd to leave the Squire for bail 
1 And mainprise for him, to the jail. 

To answer, with his vessel, all 
That might disastrously befall ; 

And thought it now the fittest juncture 
To give the lady a rencounter, 

T' acquaint her witli his expedition, 

And conquest o’er the fierce Magician ; 
Describe the manner of the fray, 

And snow the spoils he brought away ; 

His bloody scourging aggravate, 

The number of the blows, and weight , 

All which might probably succeetl. 

And gain belief h' had done the deed. 

Whicn he resolv’d f enforce, and spare, 

No pawning of his soul to swear ; 

But rather than tiroduce his back 
To set his conscience on the rack ; 

And in pursuance of his urging 
Of articles perform’d, and scourging, 

And all things else upon his part, 

Demand delivery of her heart. 

Her goods and chattels, and good graces. 

And person, up to his embraces. « 

Thought he, the ancient errant-knights 
Won all their ladies’ hearts in lights; 

And cut whole giants into firitters. 

And put them Into am’rous twitters ; 

Whoso stubborn bowels scorn'd to yield. 

Until their gallants were half kill'd : 

But when their bones were drnbb’d so sore. 
They durst not woo one combat more, 

The ladles’ hearts began to melt. 

Subdu’d by blows thwr lovers felt. 

So Spanish heroes with their lances. 

At once wound bulls and ladies’ fancies ; 

And he acquires the noblest spouse 
That widows greatest herds of cows ; 

Then what may I expect to do. 

Who 've uuell’a so vast a buffalo ? 

Meanwhile the Squire was on his way. 

The Knight’s late order to obey : 

Who sent him for a strong detachment 
Of beadles, constables, and watchmen, 

T’ attack the cunning man, for plunder 
Committed safely on iiis lumber ; 

When he who had so lately sack’d 
The enemy, bad done the net. 

Had rifled all his pokes and fobs. 

Of glracrocks, whims, and jiggambobt. 
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Canto I.] BVDXSHAS. 


^Vhlch he by hook or crook had gather’d. 
And for his own inventions father’d : 

And when they should at gaol-deliv’ry. 
Unriddle one another’s thiev’ry. 

Both might have evidence enough. 

To render neither halter proof : 

He thought it desperate to tarry. 

And venture to be accesakiw ; 

But rather wisely slipt his tetters, 
Andjeave them for the Knight, nis betters 
lie call’d to mind th* unjust foul play 
lie would have offer’d him that day. 

To make him curry his own hide, 

AVhich no beast ever did beside. 

Without all possible evasion. 

But of the riding dispensation. 

And therefore much about the hour 
The Knight (for reasons told before) 
Resolv’d to leave him to the fury 
Of justice, and an unpack’d jui 7 ; 

The Squire concurr'd t' abandon him, 

And serve him in the self-same trim ; 

T' acquaint the Lady what h’ had done, 
And Vvhat he meant to carry on ; 

What project ’t was he went about. 

When SiJropliel and he fell out ; 

Ills firm and stedfast resolution. 

To swear her to an execution ; 

To pawn his inward ears to marry her, 

Ana bribe the devil himself to carry her. 
lu which both dealt as if tliey meant 
Their party saints to represent, 

Wlio never fail’d upon their sharing. 

In any prosperous arms-beariiig, 

To lay themselves out, to supplant 
Kach other cousin-german samt. 

But ere the Knight could do his part, 
The Squire had got so much the start, 

H’ had to the Lady done his errand 
And told her ail his tricks aforehand. 

Just as he finish’d his report 
The Knight alighted in the court ; 

And having tied the beast t’ a pale. 

And taken time for both to stale. 

He put his band and beard in order, 

The sprucer to accost and board her ; 

And now began t’ approach the door. 

When she, wh’ had spy’d him out before. 
Convey’d th’ informer out of sight, 

And went to entertain the Knight: 

With whom encount’ring, after longees 
Of humble and submissive congees. 

And all due ceremonies paid. 

He strok’d his beard, and thus he said : 

Madam, I do, as Is my duly, 

Honour the shadow of your ihoe-tic : 

And now am come to bring your ear 
A present vou 'll be glad to hear ; 

At least I hope so. The thing 's done. 

Or may I never see the sun ; 

For which I humbly now demand 
Performance at your gentle hand ; 

And that you’d please to do your part. 

As I have done mine to my smart. 

Witli that he shrugg'd hU sturdy back, 

Aa if he felt his shoulaers ake. 

But she, who well enough knew what 

i Before he spoke) he would be at, 

’retended not to apprehend 
The mystery of what he mean’d ; 

And therefore wish’d him to expound 
His dark expressions, less profound. 

Madam, quoth 1 come to prove 
How much 1 '?e suner’d for your love. 
Which (like your votary) to win 
I have not spar’d my tat^ter'd skin; 

And for those meritorious lashes, 

To claim your favour and good graces. 

Quoth she, I do remember once 
I fr^ you from th’ enchanted sconce ; 

And that yon promis’d for that favour, • 
To bind your back to 'ts good behaviour. 
And for my sake and service row’d 
To lay upon 't a heavy load. 

And what ’t would bear, t' a scruple prove, 
As other knights do oft make love ; 

Which whether you have done or no. 
Concerns yourselL not me to know. 

But if you hav;e, I shaU confess, 

» honester than I could guess. 

Quoth he. If vou suspect my troth, 

Z cannot prove it btft bj oath : 
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And if you make a question on ’t ; 

I ’ll pawn my soul that 1 have dono ’t ; 

And he that makes his soul his surety, 

I think does give the best secur’ty. 

Quoth she, Some say, the soul 's secure 
Against distresses and forfeiture ; 

Is feee from action, and exempt 
From execution and contempt ; 

And to be summon'd to appear 
In t’ other world’s illegal here. 

And therefore few make any account 
Inf what incumbrances they run 't. 

For most men carry thin^ so even 
Between this world, and hell, and heaven. 
Without the least ofTence to cither. 

They freely deal in all together ; 

And equally abhor to quit 
This world for both, or both for it ; 

And when they pawn and damn their souls. 
They are but pns’ncrs on paroles. 

For that, quoth he, ’t is rational. 

They may b’ accountable in all. 

For when there is that intercourse 
^tween divine and human pow’rs. 

That all that we determine hire 
Commands obedience ev’ry where ; 

When penalties may bo commuted 
For fines, or ears, and executed ; 

It follows, nothing binds so fast 
As souls in pawn, and mortgage past : 

For oaths are only tests and seals 
Of right and wrong, of true and false ; 

And there ’sino other way to try 
The doubts of law and justice by. 

QuoUi she. What is it you would swear ? 
There 's no believing till I bear : 

For till they 're understood, all tales 
(Like nonsense) are not true or false. 

Quoth he, When I resolv’d f obey 
What you commanded f other day, 

And to perform my exercise, 

(As schools are wont,) for your fair eyes ; 

To avoid all scruples in the case, 

I went to do ’t upon the place. 

But as the castle is enchanted 
By Sidrophel the witch, that haunted 
With evil spirits, as you know. 

Who took tny Squire and me for two ; 

Before I 'd hardly time to lay 
My weapons by, and disarray 
I heard a formidable noise, 

Jaiud as the Stentrophonic voice, 

That roar’d far off. Despatch and strip. 

I’m ready with the infernal whip, 

That shall divest thy ribs of skin. 

To expiate thy ling’ring sin. 

Th’ hast broke perfidiously thy oath. 

And not iHjrform’d thy plighted troth ; 

But spar’d thy renegauo back. 

When th’ hadst so great a prize at stake : 
Which now the Fates have order’d me 
For penance and revenge to flay. 

Unless thou presently make haste, 

Time is, time was. And there it ceas’d. 
With which, tho’ startled, I confess. 

Vet Ur’ horror of the thing was less 
Than th’ other dismal apprehension 
Of interruption and prevention : 

And therefore snatching up the tod, 

I laid upon my back a load; 

Resolv’d to spare no flesh and blood. 

To make my word and honour good : 

Till tir’d and taking truce at length. 

For new rerruiu of breath and strength, 

I felt the blows still ply’d as fait. 

As if th’ 'ad been by lovers plac'd. 

In raptures of Platonic lastung 
And chaste contemplative bardashing : 
When facing hastily about. 

To stand upon ray guard and scout, 

I found th’ infernal cunnlng^man 
And th’ under witch, his Caliban, 

With scourges (like tne Furies) arm’d, , 
That on my outward quarters storm’d. 

In haste I snatch’d my weapon up. 

And gave the hellish rage a stop ; 

Call’d thrice upon your name, and fell 
Courageously on Sidrophel : 

Who, now transform'd himself t* a bear. 
Began to roar aloud, and tear ; 

When I as fririously press’d on. 

My weapon down nis Utrogt to run ; 
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Laid hold on him ; but he broke loose. 

And turn’d himself into a goose* 

J)iv’d under water In a pond, 295 

To hide himself from being found. 

In ^ain I sought him, but as soon 
As I peroeiT’d him and gone, 

Prep^d with equal haste and rage, 

His under-sorc’rer to’ en^rage ; 3«X) 

But bravely scorning to denle 
My sword with feeble blood and vile, 

I judg’d it better from a quick- 
Set hedge to cut a knotted stick, 

With wYiich I furiously laid on ; 305 

Till in a harsh and doleful tone 
It roar’d, O ! hold for pity. Sir : 

I am too great a sulfcrer. 

Abus’d, as vou have been, b' a witch. 

But conjur'd in’t a worse capru h ; 310 

Who sends me out on many a jaunt, 

<.)ld houses in the night to haunt. 

For opportunities to improve 
^Designs of thievery or love ; 

With drugs convey’d in drink or meat 313 

All teats of witches counterteit. 

Kill pigs and geese with powder’d glass. 

And make it mr enchantment pa:>s ; 

With cow-itch ineazlc like a leper. 

And choke with fumes of Guinea pepper : 320 

Make letehers and their punks with dewtry 
Commi^fantastical ad vow try : 

Bewitch hermetic men to run 
Stark staring mad with raanicon ; 

Believe mechanic virtuosi 325 

Can raise 'em mountains in Potosi ; 

And sillier than the antic fooU, 

Take treasure for a heap of coals ; 

Seek out for plants with signatures. 

To quack of universal cures ; 330 

With figures ground on panes of glass. 

Make pirople on their heads to pass : 

And mighty heaps of coin Increase, 

Hetlecteu from a single piece : 

To draw in fools whose nat’ral itches ."35 

Incline perpetually to witches ; 

And keep me in continual fears, 

And danger of my neck and cars ; 

When less delinquents have been scourg’d 
And hemp on wooden anvils forg’d, 310 

M'hich others for cravats have worn 
About their necks and took a turn. 

1 pity’d the sad punishment 
•The wretched caitiff underwent, 

A n^, held my drubbing of his bones 345 

Too g^’cat an honour for poltroons ; 

For knights are bound to feel no blows 

From paltry and unequal foes 

Who, when they slash and cut to pieces. 

Do all with clvilest addresses ; 350 

'fheir horses never give a blow. 

But when they make a leg and bow. 

I therefore spar’d his flesh, and press'd him 
About the witch with many a ((uestlon. 

Quoth he. For many years he drove 335 

A kind of broken traae in love; 

Kmploy’d in all th’ intrigues and trust 
Of f^ble speculative lust ; 

Procurer to th’ extraviwaticy 

And crazy ribaldry of fancy, 360 

By those the devil had forsook. 

As things below him to provoke. 

But b’ing a virtuosi, able 

To smatter, quack, and cant, and dabble, 

lie held his talent most adroit, 365 

For any mystical exploit ; 

As others m his tribe had done, 

And rais’d their prices three to one. 

For one predicting pimp has tit’ odds 

f)f chauldrons of plain downright bawds. 570 

But as an elf (the devil's valet) 

Is not so slight a thing to goi; 

For tiiose that do his fids'ness best. 

In hell are us’d the ruggedest : 

Before so,nierlt{ng a person 375 

4'ou’d get a grant, but in reversion, 

He serv’d two ’urenticeships, and longer, 

T’ th' mysfry or a lady-monger. 

For (as some write) a witch's ghost, 

As soon as from the body loos'd, 380 

Becomes a puny imp itself. 

And is anotoer witeVs elf. 

He, after searching fer and near. 

At length found one in Lancashire, 


With whom he bargain’d beforehand, 3W 

And, after hanging, entertain'd. 

Since which h’ has play’d a tliousand feats, 

And practis’d all mechanic cheats : 

Transform’d himself to tli’ ugly shapes 

Of wolves and bears, baboons and apes ; ."!»0 

Which he has vary’u more than witches. 

Or Pharaoh’s wizards could their switcliLS, 

And all with whom h’ has had to do. 

Turn’d to as monstrous figures too. 

Witness myself, whom h’ nas abus'd, 3'J '> 

And to this l>ea,sUy shape reduc’d , 

By fectiing me on beans and pc.ise 
He crams in nasty crevices, 

And turns to comfits by liis arts. 

To make me relish for desserts, % 400 

And one hy one, with shame and f,!ar, 

Lick up the candy’d provender. 

Beside But as h’ was running on. 

To tell what other feats h’ h.id done, 

'J'he lady stopt his ftill career, 405 

And tola him now ’t was time to hear. 

if all tho.se things, said she, be true 

Thtv’re all. qii.'th he, I sw,--ir bv vnu, 

Wh> then. M.d -be. tlinl ?'Ulr..i.li, i 
ll.i^slaiimM biiii>.-lt i.> ih' pit b, II ; 4 10 

Wli-i, ll,■•llnll.,l oil r br'ixm, lie.- iu,g 
Ami harkney ol'a l.ipiand hag. 

Ill •pi.’-t of vou c.nne hiiher pi"r, 

Within an hour, I’m sure, at most ; 

Who told me all you swear and say, 415 

Quite contrary another way ; 

Vow’d that you came to him to know 
If you should carry me or no ; 

And would have hir’d him and his imps, 

To be your match-makers and piniju, 4 ‘20 

T’ engage the devil on your side, 

And steal (like Proserpine) your bride. 

But he disdaining to embrace 
So filthy a design and base, 

V”U Iclf to » ip-iiiring and hiilTliig, 425 

.\nd dfMW up.iii liirn like a rulli ui, 

Surpris’d him meanly unprepar’d, 

Before li' had time to mount his guard : 

And left him dead upon the ground, 

With many .i brui>.e and dcsp’r iic w-umil 430 
Swore you h.'td liroko, niid robb'd bin iiou'c, 

.\lld nl-.le his tall«lM,um]Ue Inline, 

.•\n.| all Ills new found old iiiveiinuus, 

\\ nil flat felonious hitciitionn, 

Will. Ii lio Could bring out, where he hid, 43.5 
.4nd wli.it lie boiiglii ihtm Ibr, md panl . 

Hls flea, his morpion, and punese, 

H’ had gotten for his proper ease, 

And all in perfect minutes made. 

By th’ ablest artist of the tr.ide ; 410 

Which (he could prove it) since he lost, 

He has been eaten up almost ; 

And altoi^ther might amount 
To many hundreds on account ; 

For which h’ had gotten suiilcient warrant 4 1 
To seize the malciactorg-errant. 

Without capacity of ball, 

Blit of a cart or horse's tail ; 

And did not doubt to bring the wretches, 

To Servo for pcnduliinrts to watches, 4.50 

Which modern virtuosi say 
Incline to hanging ev’ry way. 

Beside lie swore, and swore 't was true. 

That ere he went in quest of you. 

He set a figure to discover 455 

If you were fled to Rye or Dover ; 

And found it clear, that, to betray 
Yourselves and me, you fled this way ; 

And that he was upon punuit. 

To take you somewhere hereabout. 4 (>0 

He vow'd he had Intelligence 
Of all that pass’d bvfore and since ; 

And found, that ere you came to him, 

Y' had been engaging life and limb, 

Aliout a c.ise of tender conscience, 465 

Where both abounded In your own sense ; 

Till Ilalphp, by his light and grace, 

Had clear’d all scruples In the case ; 

And prov'd that you might swear and own 
Whatever’s by the wicked done. 470 

For which, most basely to reqiiife 
The service of his gift and light, 

Vou strove t' oblige him by main foice. 

To scourge hls ribs Insteaa of yours ; 

But that ne stood upon his guari^. 475 

And all your vapouring out-dar’a : 
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For which, between you both, the feat 
Has never been perform’d as yet. 

While thus the Lady talk’d, the Knight 
Turn’d the outside of nis eyes to white, H80 

(As men of inward light are wont 
To turn their optics in upon ’t.) 

He wonder’d how she came to know 
What he had done, and meant to do ; 

Held up his ailldavit-hand, 485 

As if h’ had been to be arraign’d ; 

Cast towards the door a ghastly look. 

In dread of Sidrophcl, and spoke : 

Madam, if but one word be true 
Of all the wizard has told you, 41)0 

Or but one single circumstance 
In all th’ apocryphal romance, 

May dreadful earthquakes swallow down 
Tins vesselfcthat is alj your own ; 

( »r may the heavens fall, and cover 4!)5 

These relics of your ronstiUit lover. 

You have provided well, quoth she, 

(I thank you,) for yourself and me ; 

And shown your Presbyterian wits 

Jump punctual with the Jesuits. 500 

A most coinnendious way, and civil. 

At once to cheat the world, the devil. 

And heav’n and hell, yourselves and those 
On whom you v.ainly think t’ impose. 

Why then, quotli he, may hell surprise— S05 

Th.il tri' k, '-till -he, will net pass twice: 

I've le.iriiM how I'.vr rm to belirve 
Your pinning oaths upon your sleeve. 

Hut ibere '■< .i iTin'r way of ilearing 
\\ hat you would pr»tvo,’ih ui iluwnright swearing. 
For if you h tvo porl'orm’d iht feai, 51 1 

Tbo blows an." noMe as vet, 

Knougb lo verve for vtiuf.tction 
( if nil esi SI ruplev m iliv lU lion. 

And if you i tii prmlure iho^e snobs, 515 

Allho' ihov're luit the win h's uriib', 

I'll piijs iliem .til up'iu a. ri.iint. 

As if your nal'ral >ielf had done 'l ; 

Provtiitd thill they pav. the opinion 
( >1' able Juries of old women ; 520 

Who, us'd lo Judge of matter of f-uH 
For bellie', may do so for backs. 

Mad tin, qu>>ih lie, your love 's a nilllioii : 

To do is less Ilian lo be willing, 

As I am, were it in iny power b'lb 

T’ obey, wbat you 'command, and more. 

But for i»erl'onnuig what you bid, 

I thank you as much as if I did. 

You know I ought to have a care 

To keep mv wounds from taking air ; 530 

For wounds in those that are all heart. 


Are dangerous in any part. 

I find, quoth she, my goods and chattels 
Are like to prove but mere drawn battles : 
For still the longer we contend. 

We are but farther off the end. 

But granting now we should agree. 

What is it you expect from me ? 

V'onr plighted faith, quoth he, and word 
You pass'd in heaven on record, 

Where all contracts, to have and t’ hold. 
Are everlastingly enroll’d. 

And if 't is counted treason here 
To ra'/e records, 'tls much more there. 

Quoth she, There are no bargains driv’n. 
Nor marriages clapp’d up In heav’n ; 

And tliat 's the reason, as some guess, 
There is no heav’n in marriages ; 

Two things that naturally press 
Too narrowly, to be at ease. 

Their bus’ness there is only love. 

Which marriage Is not like t’ improve. 
liOve that 's toagen’rous to abide 
To be against its nature tied : 

Fa* where 't is of itself inclin’d, ' 

It breaks loose where it is confln’d : 

And like the soul, its harbourer, 
llebarr’d the freedom of the air, 

Disdains against lU will to stay. 

But struggles out, and flics away : 

And therefore never can comply 
niatrimonlal tie, 

T^t bit^s the female and the male, 
Where the one Is but the other’s bail ; 

Chain d to^e prisiAen they kept ; 

Of which the true and falthfrdi’gt lover 
Gives best security, to sufibr. 
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Marriage is but a beast, some say. 

That carries double in foul way ; 570 

And therefore 't is not to b’ admir’d 
It should so suddenly be tir’d : 

A bargain at a venture mode, 

Between two partners in a trade, 

(For what’s inferr'd by t’ have and t’ hold, 575 
But something past away, and sold ?) 

'Fhat as it maxes but one of two. 

Reduces all things else as low ; 

And at the best is but a mart 

Helween the one and th’ other part, 5S0 

That on thi* marriage-day is paid. 

Or hour of death, the bet is laid ; 

And all the rest of better or worse. 

Both are but losers out of purse. 

For when upon their ungot heirs .585 

Th’ entail themselves, and all that 's theirs, 

What l.limkr bnrg.'iin e'er wav liriv’ii, 

< Ir H/i,;rr I ud ,ii »it and neven ■' 

To pi" llieiii'clve-v away, and turn 

Their ihiLdreii'i, itiianis ere they re bom <> .590 

Big line .irioilu'i idiot 

'I o gii.iidian', i-re they "re tiegol : 

Or enr sh.til ivthap. h) ih' one. 

Who 's biiiiiitf lo vourh 'em tor hi, own, 

Thu' got b' implicit gfiieraiion, 595 

.tnd gi n'ral i lub of all the nation . 

For nliii b she 's fortify 'd no le" 

Than all the inland ui'tli four sea.s , 

Fx ji t» the tribute of her dow’r. 

In re.ady insolence and pow’r; 600 

And makes him pass away, to have 
And hold, to her. himself, tier slave. 

More wretched tiian an ancient villain. 

Condemn’d to drudgery and tilling ; 

While all he does upon the by, C05 

She is not bound to justify. 

Nor at the pro wr cost and charge 
Maintain the feats he does at large. 

Such hideous sot.s were those obedient 

Old vassals to their ladies regent ; 610 

To give the cheats the eldest hand 

In foul play, by the laws o’ th’ land ; 

For which so many a legal cuckold 

Has lieen run down in courts, and truckled : 

A law that most unjustly yokes 61. 

All .lohns of Stiles to Joans of Nokes, 

Without distinction of degree. 

Condition, ago, or quality ; 

Admits no pow’r of revocation, • 

Nor valuable consideration, 6k0 

Nor writ of error, nor reverse 
Of iudgment past, for bettor or worse : 

Will not allow the privileges 
That beggars challenge under hedges. 

Who, when they’re, griev’d, can m^c dead horses 
Their spiritual judges of divorces ; 626 

Wliile nothing else but rem In re 
Can set the proudest wretches free ; 

A slavery beyond enduring, 

But that ’t is of their own urocuring-: 630 

As spiders never seek the fly. 

But Icaveihim of himself t’ apply ; 

8o men are by themselves employ’d 
To quit the freedom they enjoy’d, 

And run their necks into a noose ( 3S 

They ’d break ’em after to get loose. 

As some whom death would not depart. 

Have done the feat tliemselves by art ; 

Like Indian widows, gone to bea 

In flaming curtains of the dead ; €40 

And men as often dangled for ’t, 

And yet will never leave the sport. 

Nor do the ladies want excuse 
For all the stratagems they use. 

To gain th’ advantage of the set, 645 

And lurch the am’rous rook and cheat. 

For as the Pythagorean soul 

Runs through all beasts, and fish and fowl. 

And has a smack of ev’iy one'; '* 

So love does, and has ever done. 650 

And tlierefore, tho’ 't is ne’er so fond. 

Takes strangely to the vagabond ; 

’T is but an ague that ’s reverst, 

Whose hot fit takes the patient first. 

That after bums with cold as much 665 

As iron in Greenland does the touch ; 

Melts in the furnace of desire, 

Like glass, that ’s but the ice of fire ; 

And when his heat of fancy’s over, 

Becomes as hard Mid frail a lover. 660 
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For when he ’s with loTe-powdcr liden, 

And prim’d and cock'<l liy .Mliia, or M.id.un, 

The smallest sparkle of an eye 
<iives lire to his artilh ry ; 

And oft' the loud oatlis ko» while fifi '» 

They ’re in the very act, recoil. 

Hence 't is, so few dare take tlieir chance 
Without a sep’rate maintenance : 

And widows, who have try'd one lover. 

Trust none again, till th’ have tmuie over ; G70 

Or if they do, before Ihey marry, 

The foxes weigh the geese tliey carry. 

And ere they venture on a stream. 

Know how to size themselves and ihem. 

Whence wittiest ladies always chtio;.e (i7.^ 

To undertake the heaviest goose. 

For now the world is grown so wary. 

That few of either sex dare marry,' 

But rather trust on tick t* amours. 

The cross and pile for hett’r or worse : t so 

A mode that is held honourable. 

As well as Frenoh, atui fashionable, 

For when it falls out for the best. 

Where both are inoommoded least. 

In soul and body two unite, 6H5 

To make up one hermafihrodite : 

Still amorous, and find, and hilling, 

I. ike I'hihp and iMaiy i>ii a shiihni.'. 

Th' have m >re |iun< iilios and ra|iii, lies 
Between the petticoat and breeches, Ct)0 

Afore petulent extravagancies, 

Than poets make ’em in romances ; 

Though when their heroes spouse the dames. 

We hear no more of charms and llames : 

For then their late attracts decline, . 005 

And turn as eager as prick’d wine ; 

And all their caterwauling tricks, 

In earnest to as jealous piques : 

Which the ancients wisely signify’d, 

By th’ yellow mantuas of the oride : 700 

For iealousy is but a kind 
Of clap and crincum of the mind. 

The nat'ral effects of love. 

As other Haines and aches prove ; 

But all the mischief is, the doubt 705 

On whose account they lirst broke out. 

For though Chineses go to bed, 

And lie in, in their ladles' stead. 

And for the pains they took before, 

A re nurs’d and pamper’d to do more ; 710 

Our green men do it worse, when th’ hap 
To fall in labour with a clap ; 

Both lay the child to one another : 

But who 's the father, who the mother, 

'T is hard to say in multitudes, 715 

Or who imports the French goods. 

But healtli and sickness b'ing all one. 

Which both before engag’d to own. 

And are not with their bodies bound 
To worship only when they 're sound, 7*20 

Both give and take their equal shares 
Of all they suil'er by false wares ; 

A fate no lover can divert 
With all his caution, wit, and art. 

For ’t is in vain to think to guess 725 

A woman by appearances ; 

That paint ana patch their imperfections 
Of intellectual complexions ; 

And daub their tempers o’er with washes 
As artificial as their faces ; 730 

Wear, under vizor-masks, their talents 
And mother wiu, before their gallants ; 

Until they 're liamper'd in the noose. 

Too fast to dream of breaking louse : 

When all the flaws they strove tc hide 735 

Are made unready, with the bride. 

That with her wradjng-clothes undresses 
Her cotnplaisance and nntilesses ; 

Tries all ner arts, to tale upon her 
The Mvemment from th' easy owner : 740 

Until the wretch is glad to wave 
His lawful rwhts, and turn her slave. 

Find all his having and his holding. 

Reduc’d t’ eternal noise and scolding ; 

The coniugal petard, that tears 745 

Down all portcullises of ears. 

And makes the voyage of the tongue 
For all their leathern shields too strong ; 

When only arm’d with noise and nails. 

The female silk-worms ride tlie males, 760 

Transform'd ’em into rams and goats. 

Like Sirens with their charming notes ; 


Sweet as a screech-owl’s serenade, 

Or lho.s<3 enchjmtlng murmurs made 

By ihe husbanil mandrake and tlie wile, 755 

Both bury’d (like themselves) alive. 

tfuuth he. These re.isoiis are hut strams 
f)f\t.mton, over-heated brains, 

Which ralliers in their wit or drink, 

Do rather wheedle with, than think. 700 

Man was not man in Paradise, 
t'lilil liL w 11 . r*. iteil twii'c, 

\i. I h id Im lii.-iier h dl'. Im hnde, 

• irv .1 I'r fill 111' ■■ri,(in.ii. In., .ui, , 

'I ' .I'ln iiil III. II iiural ilel. i ll, ^ 7G5 

And perlift his recruited sex ; w 

i;.d iru-h;. I.r...l. at . .-I. e. .i-id |. ,i 

I I- I l.i- .r Ml III. n 

B« . h mgiiig ihi HI I'. r oih.- i m ■, 

\ 1 1., III. ilrv'd up pi]"- ippen .. 770 

III, I. - Iv. Hill Mill leu. tr.iMic, 

III Ml 1 ( 1 ,. w.. 1 1,1 Ill I, ;r nil, 

I . i.M ».• L-pi ll p ill . 1 lllipi, I, 

III shape and syinm< tiy exact, 

Ot'uliii'li the left and I'ein.ilc side 775 

Is to the in.inlv ri^ht a I'ridc. 

i'...ih joii. ll iigi iiii-r w illi .111 h .11 f. 

Tli.ii Il■.llh|r1,: eli>- 1-ul ill- nil I m pirt. 
l li-iie heav'nly .nira.-u id'vour-, w. nr eves. 

And iJie, tli.-il'all ihe w.irlil siirpri ' 780 

'i'h.il d.iz/k- all ihai liiok upon >e, 

.\nil s- ori ll ill oiher ladie. l.iwnv ; 

TIim.i- r iW'liiiig and i h ir mid,' grices, 

.\i- III III ide lip •ifl’v.i lialt'-l'.ii I s, 

'I'll ll Ml .1 m iihi-'ii.tlic line, 785 

Like those in other heavens, join. 

Of which, if either grew alone, 

'T would fright as much to look upon r 
And so would that sweet hud, your lip, 

Without the other ’s fellowship. 7'JO 

Our noblest senses act by pairs. 

Two eyes to see, to hear two ears ; 

Th’ inlelligencers of the mind, 

Tn w lit lip II the m.iiI design'd ; 

Bui ih-i.i- III It serve the body .ilnne, 795 

Are single, and conhn’d to one. 

The worhl is but two parts, that meet. 

And idose at the equinoctial sit ; 

And so are all the works of nature 

Sfnnnt with her signature on milter- 800 

\\ huh all tun reaiurc', lo a It it. 

Or imade.l lil ule ol'grji., receive. 

.\ll will! h suiHi ieiiily dci lure 
How 'iiiirelv III irri.'ig’e is hi-r tare, 

The only m- ih-nl ill il she Use., 805 

In all the wondiTS she produi i-s. 

And those that take their rules from her. 

Can never be tleoeiv’d, nor err. 

For what secures tlie civil life 

But p.awns of children, and a wife ? 810 

'I'liat lie, like hostages, at stake, 

'(’o pay for all men undertake ; 

To VI h iiii it in as ne, Pis.iry, 

An i-i l-e b.irn .rnd hreithe, to marry ; 

So uinv, -mil, .all mankind 815 

lu iiuiliiiig «-Ne i' of one mind. 

I'l-r ill mIiiI siupul age, i-r naiion, 

\V . 1 . ni irn ige ever uul ul tashluii ’ 

(''plc'. .nn.i'ig the Ama/iiiis, 

Or ci(,iiii.r'd fnarn, and vesi.d nuns; S'i’O 

Or stoics, who, to bar the freaks 
A nd loose excesses of the sex, 

I’repost’rously would have iUl women 
Turn’d up to all the world in common. 

Though men would find such mortal feuds 825 
In sharing of their public goods, 

'T would put them to more charge of lives. 

Than they 're supply’d with now by wives : ^ 

Until they graze, and wear their clothes. 

As beasts do, of their native growtlis ; 850 

Wr simple wearing of their horns, 

Will not suffice to serve their turns, 
p'or what can we pretend t’ inherit. 

Unless the marriage-deed will bear it ? 

tiould claim no right to lands or rents, 83') 

But for our parents’ settlements j 

Had been but younger sons o' the earth, 

Debarr’d it all, but for our birth ; 

What honours, or estates of peers 

Could be preserv’d, but by their heirs ; 840 

And what security maintains 

Their right and title, but the Imnes ? 

What crowns could be hereditary. 

If greatest monarchs did not nuuiy. 
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And with their consorts ronsnmmnte 
Their weiglitiest interest of state ; 

For all the amours of princes are 
But K«aranlees of peace or war. 

Or what but marriase has a charm 
The race of empires to disamt ? 

Make Wood ana desolation cease. 

And fire and sword unite in peacCj 
When all their fieice contests for forage 
< onclude in articles of marriage ? 

Nor does the genial bed proride 
Jj€»s for the int’rests of the bride ; 

Who else had not the least jirotencc 
T’ as much as due heneviilonce ; 

Oould no more title take upon her 
To virtue, quality, and honour, 

Than ladies-errant, uucoidin'd. 

And feme-cov^rts to all mankind. 

All women would he of one piece, 

'I’he virtuous matron, and the miss; 

The nymphs of chaste Diana's train. 

The sfune with those in I.cwkner's f.nnc. 
Hut for the diilerencc marriage makes 
'Twixt wives, and ladies «)f the lakes: 

1', iih.. till i.os i fpla. e iii.d With, 

'I he >.et'-> patrtdff •■n e.inh; 

A jirivilege so sacred held, 

7'hat none will to their mothers yield ; 

But rather than not go before, 

Mmiidon lit , lien .it the d'^- r. 

.Vnd il ilr iKiliiigeiil |j% rdlotirs 

.1 111 iiirlie<d HI to (he spouso ; 

'I he f.is.ni IS, hi, ,ii.,> iiie mfe 
llun> greMi.'r h i/.ir,|. ,.| her hl'e ; 

D tnisird n nil the r..riii and m nier 
Of .all mankind, hy careful Nature. 

Where man brings nothing hut the stuflT 
She frames the wondrous fabric of: 

Who, therefore, in a strait, may freely 
Demand the clergy of her belly : 

And make it save her the same way. 

It seldom misses to betray : 

Unless both parties wisely enter 
Into the liturs'v ind.- nture. 

And though li's ..f small < tuitest 

Siiiiieiiiiit ■ l.<|i I'lii .iiiioiig the liesl , 

1 hat I, no nil. re thflil every lover 
Di>e« from liin h I' kill i.liiih sutler ' 

'I hat make' in- hie i, h <it laith .'iiiil Uive, 
Bui railit r l■..lll^llllll^| serves f iinpiove 
For as, in riiinimg. ■ v'ry Npace 
Is hut between two Icgs'a race, 

In which Iroth do their uttermost 
To get before and win the post; 

Yet wlien they ’re at the race's ends, 

They 're still .as kind and constant friends. 
And to relieve their weariness. 

By turns give one another ease : 

So all tliese false alarms of strife 
Between the husband and (he wife. 

And little quarrels, often prove 
To be hut new recruits ol love : 

When tliose wh' are always kind or coy. 

In time must cither tire or cloy. 

Nor are Uieir loudest clamours more. 
Than as they ’re relish'd, sweet or smir : 
I-ike music that proves b.sd or gootl, 
Accordmg us 't is understood. 

In all amours a lover bums. 

With frowns, as well as smiles, hy turns. 
And hearts have been as oft with sullen 


As charming looks, surpri/.’d and stolen 
Then why Kimuld more bewitching clamour, 
Some lovers not as much enamour ; 

For discords make the sweetost aim. 

And curses are a k ind of prayers : 

Too slight alloys for all those grand 
Felicities by marriage gain'd. 

For nothing else lias pow’r to settle 
Th’ interests of love perpetual ; 

An act and deed, that makes one heart 
Bet ome another's counterpnrt. 

Passes fines on faith and love. 

Iron'd and register’ll above, 

slippery knots of vows, 

VVmch nothing else but death can loose. 
And what security 's too strong, 

J O guard that gentle heart from wrong, 

I hat to his friend is alad to pass 
Itself away, and all ithas ; 

And, like an anchorite, gives over 
This world, for th* heaven of a lover ? 
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I grant, nuoth she, there are some few 
Who take tnat course, and find it true : 

But millions whom the same does sentence 
To Heaven b’ another way, reijentance. 
JiOve’s arrows are but shot at rovers, 

Though all thev hit they turn to lovers : 

And all the weighty consequents 
Depend upon more blind events. 

Than gamesters, when they play .a set 
With greatest cunning at picquet, 

Put out with caution, hut take in 
They know not what, unsight, unseen. 

For what do lovers, when they 're fast 
In one another’s arms embrac'd. 

But strive to plunder, and convey 
Kach other, Ixke a prize, away 
To change the property of sel ves. 

As sucking children are by elves ? 

And if they use their persons so, 

■\Vh.Tt will Ihey to thcir fortunes do ? 

'1 11- ir f .iiune*. the Mini .niiis 

t U .ill till ir (■ siai les and il.iriic-. 

For when the money 's on the hook, 

■And. all mi/ ffc.rldh/ but spoke 

( I he tvriiial livery aiiil seisin 
I ii.1t |■l■(JallJrlr in |l■',^Bes' uin.) 

1 hat all alone the hnriegroom's wedded, 

The bride a flam, that 's iuijerseded. 

'I'o that their faith is still made goinl, 

And all the oaths for us they vow’d. 

For when we once resign our pow’rs, 

W have nothing left we ran i .ill r nri . 

< lur money ’s now becuiiie the miss 
I if all yoiif lives and seruers . 

And we forsaken and postpon’d, 

But bawds to what before wc own’d ; ’ 
Wliich as it made y’ at first gallaiii us, 

So now hires otheij to supplant u.s, 

Until ’tis all turn’d out of doors, ■ 

( As we have l>een) for new amours, 

Kor what did ever heiress yet, 

By lieing bom to lordships get ? 

When the more lady she ’s of manors, 

She ’s hut eipon’d to more irepamiers, 

I’ay for their projects and designs. 

And for her own destruction tines; 

And does hut tempt them with her riches 
To use them as the devil does witches . 

Who lakes it for a special grace, 

'i'o lie their cully for a space, 

'Phat, wlien the time 's expir’d, the dra/cU 
For ever may become his vassals; 

So she bewitch’d by rooks, and spirits, 
Betrays herself, and all sh’ inherits ; 

1 s tionght and sold, like stolen goods, 

Bv pin.ps, mil match makers, and hawds ; 
Uniil ili. v l- r< e hi r to i -mvey, 
kuil iteivlihe (till t hini-^-ll aw.iy. 

1 hi-e die the everla*l'iig fruits 
1 'I .ill 'oiir pissl-.iidie love-Hiils, 
i h' eilei IS of aM sour am'rou" fani ies, 

'I'o portions and Inheritances ; 

Your love-sick rapture for fruition 
Of dowry, jointure, and tuition ; 

To which you make address in courtship, 
.-And with your bodies strive to worship. 
That th’ infant’s tbrumes may partake 
( )f love too for the mother’s sake. 

For these you play at purposes. 

And love yotir loves with A's and B’s , 

For these at heste and I’ombre woo. 

And play for love and money too ; 

Strive who shall be the ablest man 
At right gallanting of a fan : 

And who the most genteely bred 
At sucking of a vizor head’; 

How best t’ accost us In all quarters, 

'I” our auestion-.and-command new garters ; 
And solidly discourse upon 
All sorts of dresses pro and con. 

For there N no mystery nor trade. 

But in the art of love Is made : 

A nd when you have more debts to pay. 
Than Michaelmas and Lady-day, 

And no way possible to do ’t 

But love, and oaths, and restless suit, 

'To us y’ apply to pay the scores 
Of all your cullieu past amours ; 

Aft o’er your flames and darts again, 

And charra us with your wounds and pain, 
U'hlch others' infiueiires long since 
Have charm'd your noses with, and sblna. 
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For which the surseon is unpaid^ 

And like to be, without our aid. 1030 

Lord ! what an am’rous thing if want ! 

How debts and moftgages enchant ! 

What graces must that lady hare. 

That can from execution sare ! 

What charms, that can reverse extent, 1035 

And null decree and exigent ! 

What magical attracts and graces. 

That can redeem from icire facia* ! 

From Iwnds and statutes can discharge. 

And from contempts of courts enlarge ! 1040 

These are the hignest excellences 
Of all your true or false pretences. 

And you would damn yourselves, and swear 
As much t’ an hostess-dowager. 

Grown fat and purfy by retail 1045 

Of pots of beer and bottled ale ; 

And find her fitter for your turn. 

For fat is wondrous apt to burn ; 

Who at your flames would soon take fire, 

Relent, and melt to your desire, 1050 

And, like a candle in a socket. 

Dissolve her graces inf your pocket. 

By this time ’t was grown dark and late. 

When th' heard a knocking at the gate. 

Laid on in haste with such a powder, 1055 

The blows grew louder still and louder : 

Which Hudibras, as If th’ had been 
Bestow'd as freely on his skin, 

Expounding by his inward light. 

Or rather more prophetic fright, 1060 

To be the wizard, come to search 
And take him napping in the lurch. 

Turn’d pale as ashes, or a clout. 

But why, or wherefore. Is a doubt. 

For men will tremble and turn paler, 1065 

With too much or too little valour. 

His heart laid on, as if it tried 
To force a passage through his side. 

Impatient, as he vow’d, to wait ’em. 

But in a fury to fly at ’em : 1070 

And therefore lieat, and laid about, 

To find a cranny to creep out. 

But she, who saw in what a taking 
The Knight was by his furious Quaking, 
Undaunted cried, Courage, Sir Knight, 1075 
Know, I’m resolv’d to break no right 
Of hospitality f a stranger, 

But, to secure you out of danger, 

V3U here mjrsclf stand sentinel. 

To guard this (lass 'gainst Sidrophel. 1080 

Women, you know, do seldom fail 
To make the stoutest men turn tail ; 

And bravely scorn to turn their backs 
Upon the desp'ratesl attacks. 

At this the Knight grew resolute 1085 

As Ironside, or Hardic’nute ; 

His fortitude beran to rally, 

And out he cned aloud, to aally. 

But she besought him to r.onvey 

His courage rather out o’ th’ way, lO'JO 

And lodge in ambush on the 

Or fortified behind a door ; 

That If the enemy should enter, 

He might relieve her in th’ adventure. 

Mean while, they knock’d against the door, 1095 
As fierce as at the gate before. 

Which made the renegado Knight 
Relapse again f his former fright. 

He thought it desperate to stay 

Till the enemy had forc’d his way, 1 100 

But rather post himself to serve 

The 'lady for a fresh reserve. 

His duty was not to dispute. 

But what sh’ had order’d, execute; 

Which he resolv’d in haste f obey, 1 105 

And therefore stoutly march’d away f 
And all h’ encounter'd fell upon. 

Though In the dark, and all alone; 

Till fi^r, that braver feats performs, 

Than ever courage dar'd in arms, 1110 

Had drawn liim up before a pass. 

To stand upon his guard, and fkee : 

This he courageously invaded. 

And having enter’d, barricad’ed ; 

Ensconc'd himself as formidable 1115 

At could be underneath a table ; 
lyhere he lay down in ambush close, 

*1* expect th* anriral of bis foes. 

Few minutes he had lain perdue. 

To guard his desp’rate avenue, 1 1 20 


Before he heard a dreadful shout. 

As loud as putting to the rout ; 

With which impatiently alarm'd 
He fancied th’ enemy had storm’d ; 

And after ent’ring, Sidrophel 1 125 

Was fall’n upon the guards pell-mell. 

He therefore sent out ail his senses. 

To bring him in intelligences; 

\niich vulgar, out of ignorance, 

Mistake for falling in a trance ; 1130 

But those that trade in geornancy, 

Aillrm to be the strength of fancy : 

In which the Lapland Magi deal, ^ 

And things incredible reveal. W 

Mean while, the foe beat up his nuarters, 1 135 

And storm’d the outworks of his fortress. 

And as another of the same 
Degree and party, in arms and fame. 

And in the sarne cause had engag’d. 

And war with equal conduct wag’d, 1140 

But vent’ring only but to thrust 
His head a span beyond his post, 

B’ a gen’ral of the Cavaliers 

Was dragg’d through a window by the ears ; 

So he was serv’d in his redoubt, 1145 

And by the other end pull’d out. 

Soon as they had him at their mercy. 

They put him to the cudgel fiercely. 

As it they scorn’d to trade or barter, 

Bt giving or by taking quarter : 1150 

They stoutly on his quarters laid. 

Until his scouts came in t’ his aid. 

For when a man is past hJs sense. 

There '$ no way to reduce him thenee, 

But twinging him by th' ears and nose, 1155 
Or laying on of heavy blows ; 

And .if that will not do the deed, 

To burning with hot ir'ns proerwd- 
No sooner was he come t’ himself. 

But on his neck a sturdy elf 1 1 60 

Clapt in a trice a cloven hoof, 

Ana thus attack’d him with reproof : 

Mortal, thou art betray’d to us 
B’ our friend, thy evil genius. 

Who, for thy horrid periuries, 1 1 65 

Thy breach of faith, ana turning lies, 

7'he brethren's privilege (against 
The wicked) on themselves, the saints. 

Has here thy wreU;hed carcase sent, 

For jus* revenge and punishment ; 1170 

Which thou hast now no way to lessen. 

But by an open free confession : 

For if we catch thee failing once, 

’Twill fall the heavier on tny bones. 

What made thee venture to betray 1175 

And filch the lady’s heart away ? 

To spirit her to matrimony ? 

Tnat which contracts all matches, money. 

It was the enchantment of her riches, 

That made ra’ apply t’ your croney witches ; 1180 
'rhat in return would pay th’ expense. 

The wear-and-tear of conscience ; 

M'hlch I could have patch’d up and turn’d 
For the hundredth part of what I earn’d. 

Didst thou not love her then ? speak true— 1185 
No more, quoth he, than I love you. 

How woiild’st th’ have us'd her and her money ?— 

First turn’d her up to alimony ; 

And laid her dow’ry out in law. 

To null her Jointure with a flaw, 1190 

Wliich I bnorehand had agreed 
T’ have put, on purpose, in the deed ; 

And bar ner wio^ow’s making over 
T’ a friend in trust, or private lover. 

What made thee pick and choose her out 1 ' 

T’ employ your sorceries about? 

That which makes gamesters play with those 
Who have least wit, and most to lose. 

But didst thou scourge thv vessel thus. 

As thou hast damn’d thyself to us ? 1 in') 

I see you take me for an ass ; 

'Tis true, I thought the trick would pass 
Upon a woman well enough. 

As 't has been often found by pfoof ; 

W^ose humours are not to be won 1 ‘id ’' 

But when they are impos’d upon ; 

For Love awroves of all they do 
That stand for candidates, and woo. 

Why didst thou forge these shameftil lies, 

Of liears and witches in disguise ? 1210 

' That is no more than authors give 
The rabble credit to believe { 
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A trick of following their leaden, 

To entertain theh gentle readers ; 

And we ha\u now no other way I 

Of jmssing all we do or say ; 

Which, when t is natural and true, 

AVill Ih; believ’d b’ a ve^ few ; 

Tteside the danger of offence. 

The fatal enemy of sense. 1 

AVhy didst thou choose that cursed Jo, 
Hypocrisy, to sot up in ? 

Bec.iii-.e it the tliri';ing',t < lil!!' . . 

The oiilv - iiiiii In II that ring. ,li . . . 

In whi. h rill i Mir. In-, .ire . i-ii. iin it, 1 

And is the e.vii»-st to he leirn’d ■ 

K.ir no degiii-, mil. ili' i ii.|i|--» ’t, 

<;.iii I. vergnn inn. h, .r i iij.iv 'I. 

A gift ih.ii .s II..I i.Piv .,I>le' 

To domineer among the rahhle, 1 

Hut by the laws empower’d to rout. 

And awe the greatest that • tanrl out • 

W III, h I'evi hold l.'rth .igii'isi, |..r ii ir 
Thi-ir hands shuiii.l •lip, jhd < nine luo ni tr 
f.ir no 'III i-he iii|..iia ihe ' iinis ] 

Is taught so tenderly against. 

What made thee break thy plighted vows ? 
That Hliivh in.iki, others hr. .k ,ih..i,.<, 
And hang, and -Mun \e .ill, In.l'oie 

I Iidure ihe J.l.lgue ..f l-eilig ] 

(.Juoth he, 1 see you have more tricks 
'fhan all your doating politics. 

That are grown old, and out of fashion, 
Compar’d with your new reformation; 

That we must tsmic to sctiool to you, 1 

To learn your more refin’d, and new. 

Quoth he, If you will give me leave 
To tell you what I now jieroeive. 

You’ll tind yourself an arrant chouse. 

If y’ were but a meeting house. 1 

^Tis true, quoth he, we ne’er come there. 
Because we have let ’em out by th’ year. 

Truly, quoth he, you can't imagine 
What wondrous things they will engage in : 
That as your felfow-fiends m hell 
Were angels all before they fell. 

So are you like to be again 
Compar’d with th’ angels of us men. 

Quoth he, I am resolv'd to lie 
Thy scholar in this mystery ; 1 

And therefore do desire to know 
Some princiide* on which you go. 

What inaiies a knave a child of God, 

And one of us ?— A livelihood. 

What renders heating out of brains, ) 

And murder, godliness ?— Great gains. 

What ’s tender conscience ?— ’Tis a botch 
That will not bear the gentlest touch ; 

Hut breaking out, despatches more 
Than the epidenilcal’st plague sore. 1 

What makes >’ encroach upon our trade, 
And damn all others ? — To be paid. 

AVhat ’s orthodox and true believing 
Against a conscience ? — A good living. 

What makes relielling against kings 1 

A good old cause ? -Administ’rings. 

Wliat makes all doctrines plain and clear ?- 
About two hundred pounds a year. 

And that which was prov’d true liefore. 
Prove false again ?— Two hundred more. 

What makes the breaking of all oaths 
A holy duty ? — FoihI and clothes. 

\\'hat laws and freedom persecution ? 

H’ing out of pow’r, and contribution. 

VkHiat makes a church a den of thieves 1 

A dean a chapter, and white sleeves. 

And what would serv^ if those were gone. 
To make It orthodox ?— Our own. 

AVliat makes morality a crime. 

The most notorious of the time ; * ] 

Morality, which l>ot)i the saints 
And wicked do cry out against 
’Gause grace and virtue are wUhin 
Prohibited degrees of kin : 

And therefore no true saint allows 
They shall be suffer’d to espouse : 

For saints can need no conscience. 

That with morality dispense : 

As virtue ’s impious when 't is rooted 
In nature only, andjnot imputed : 

But why the wlcketTshoold do so, 

>V e neither know, nor care to do. 

What’s Mberty of conscience, 
r th' natural and genuine sense ’ 


'Tis to restore, with more security, l.tO.r 

Rebellion to its ancient purity; 

Anti Christian purity reduce 
To th’ elder prat;tice of the 
For a large conscience is all one, 

And signiiies the same with none. 1 ."i 1 0 

It Is enough, quoth he, for once. 

And has repriev’d thy forfeit bones ; 

Nick Machiavel had ne’er a trick, 

(Tho* he gives name to our old Nick,) 

Hut was licluw the least of these, 1 1 5 

That pass'd i' th’ world for holiness. 

Thus said, the furies and the light 
I’ fh’ in'tnnt vanish’d nut of sight ; 

I'ld h li liini iM ill*, li.irk .tl'inr, 

\\ nil aiiiik' --I |.riiii-i»iu- .inJ l.l^owp, 1."V!0 

The i'liten <•! Nighi, wlii.'C large lommand 
Itui. s.ill (hi -I - 1 .md h.iil'ihe Ijii.I, 

And over nini't and erv/s hrain-, 

In h,»:li 'pnr.g iiiIhs, al liiidnigln r, igii., 

W I' ri...w il.-i hi.ing l.i llie wt'l 
To go to bed, and take her rest ; 

When Hiidihras, whose stubborn blows 
Deny’d his bones that soft repose, 

Lay still expecting worse ana more, 

Stretch’d out at length upon the floor. 1 ."jO 

And tho’ he shut his eyes as fast 
As if h’ had been to sleep his last, 

Saw all the shajics that fear or wizards 
Do make the devil wcai- for vizards, 
knd prii king up his ears, to hark ir.Z'j 

li I... I (■..Id 1 . 1 .ir io.i III the d.irk : 

M e nr-t invaded w nil a gtean, 

•And .ifter. 111 a let Me inne, 
i hese treiiiMiiig Kurdf : r>ihiii|iv wretch, 

\\ h.it hxn thi.ii colli n l>v ihn h I ii , I'tO 

Or all ili> III, Is in ihi' new ir nle, 

■| h) hi.ly hr-.ihi ihoisl oi' ihe Made > 

H> 'lUiii ring Mill .m ‘oine adveniine, 

\imI growing !•> ihv hor-e a rpni’iiir 
i o Stull thy skin with swelling knobs 1 * 1.' 

f)f cruel and hard-wooded drubs ? 

For still th’ hast had the worst on ’t yet, 

As well in conquest as defeat ; 

Night is the sabbath of mankind. 

To rest the body and the mind, 1 > 

Which now thou art deny’d to keep, 

And cure thy labour’d corrise w ith sleep. 

'I'he Knight, who hearil the words, explain d 
.As meant to him this reprimand, • 

Hecause the character did hit 1 " 

Point-blank upon his case so tit ; 

Heliev'd it was some drolling spright 
That staid upon the guard that nlglit. 

And one of those h’ had seen and felt 

The drubs he had so freely dealt. 1 'liu 

AVhen, after a short p.ause and groan, 

"I'lie doleful spirit thus went on ; 

This ’t is t’ cngBM with dogs and bears 
Pell-mell together liy the ears. 

And after p.-vinful bangs and knocks, 1 r.ii . 

To lie in limlio in the stocks. 

And from the pinnacle of glory 
Fall hiail|..nc mlu purgatory. 

(Thought ne, this devil 's full of m.ilii c, 

Thai on m> I vie dis.iMi-rv rallies.) ' l.'rf 

Condemn'd to whipping, but deilin'd ii, 

By Tieing more heroic minded ; 

A nd at a riding handled worse. 

With treats more slovenly and coarse; 

Engag’d with fiends in stubborn wars, i r.7 ' 

And hot disputes with conjurers : 

And when tn’ had’st bravely won the day, 

AVas fain to steal thyself away. 

(I sea, thought he, this shameless elf 
Would fain steal me too from myself, ] .’Si 

That impudently dares to own 
What I nave suffer’d for and done,) 

And now by vent’ring to betray, 

Had met with vengeance the same way. * 

Thought he. How does the devil know 1 "S : 
What ’t was that I design’d to do ? 

His office of intelligence. 

His oracles, are ceas’d long since ; 

And he knows nothing of the saints, 

But what some treaen’rous spy acquaint.s. 139P 
'This is some pettifogging ffend, 

Some under-door-keeper's friend’s friend, 

That undertakes to understand, 

And Juggles at the second hand ; 

And now would pass for spirit Po, Lib' 

And al! men's dark concemt foreknow. 
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1 think I ne«^d not fear him for 't ; 

These rallying devils do no hurt. 

With that he rous’d his droo|iing heart, 

And hastily cry’d out. What art ? 1400 

A wretch, quoth he, whom want of grace 
Has brought to this unhappy pl.ice. 

I do believe thee, quoth the Knight, 

Thus far I 'm sure th’ art in the right ; 

And know what 't is that troubles thee, 1406 

Better than thou hast guess’d of me : 

Thou art sotne paltry hlack-guard spright. 
Condemn’d to drudg’ry in the night: 

Thou hast no work to do i’ th’ house. 

Nor halfpenny to drop in shoes ; 1410 

Without the raising of which sum. 

You dare not be so troublesome. 

To pinch the slatterns black and blue. 

For leaving you their work to do. 

This is your bus’ness, good pug llohjn, 1415 

And >our diversion, dull dry 
T' eniico fuioiics in the diri, 

And wash them clean in ditches for ’t. 

Of which conceit you are so proud. 

At every jest you laugh aloud. 1420 

A» now you would have done by me. 

But that 1 barr’d your raillery. 

Sir, quoth the Voice, y’ are no such sophi 
As you would have the world judge of ye. 

Jf you design to weigh our talents 1 125 

1’ til’ standard of your own false balance. 

Or think it possible to know 
U» ghosts, as well as we do you ; 

We who have been the everlasting 
Companions of your drubs and basting, 1430 

And never left you in contest. 

With male or female, man or beast. 

But nrov’d as true f ye and entire. 

In ail adventures, as your Squire. 

Quoth he, That may be said as true 1435 

By th’ Idlest pug of all your crew. 

For none could have betray’d us worse 
Than those allies of ours and yours. 

But I have sent him for a token 
To your low country, Hogen-mogon, 1440 

To whose infernal shores I hope 
He 'll swing like skippers in a rope : 

And if y’ have been more just to mo 
(As 1 am apt to think) than he, 

I am afraid it is as true, 1 445 

M^at th' ill-airected say of you. 

Y^ave 'spous'd the covenant and cause. 

By holding up your cloven paws. 

Sir, quoth the Voice, 'Us true, I grant. 

We made and took the covenant ; 1460 

But that no more concerns the cause. 

Than other perj’riesdo the laws ; 

Which when they 're proved in open court, 
lYear wooden peccadillos for ’t. 

And that 's the reason cov'nanters 1455 

Hold up their hands, like rogues at ban. 

1 see, quoth Hudibras, from whence 
These scandals of the saints commence, 

That arc but natural effects 

Of Satan’s malice, and his sect’s, 1460 

Those spider-saints that hang by threads 
Spun out o’ th’ entrails of their heads. 

Sir, quoth the Voice, that may as true 
And properly he said of you ; 

Whose talents may compare with cither, 1465 
Or both the other put together; 

For all the Independents do. 

Is only what you forc’d ’em to. 

You, who are not content alone 

With tricks to put the devil down. 1470 

But must have armies rais’d to back 

The gospel-work you undertake ; 

As il^rtillery and edge tools 
Were th* only enmnes to save souls. 

While he, poor devil, has no pow’t 1475 

By force to run down and devour ; 

Hm ne’er a classis, cannot sentenr? 

To stools, or poundage of repentance ; 

Is tied up only to design, 

T’ entice, and tempt, and undermine; 1480 

In which you all hit arts outdo. 

And prove yourselves his betters too. 

Hence ’t U possessions do less evil 
Than mere temptations of the devil. 

Which all the horrid’st actions done, 1485 

Are charg'd In courts of law upon ; 

Because, unless they help the alf. 

He oaa de Uttle cf bi^f; 


And therefore where he ’s best possest. 

Acts most against his iiitorest ; 14011 

Surprises none but those w’ have priests 
’fo turn him out, and exorcists, 

Supply’d with spiritual provision. 

And magazines of ammunition. 

With crosses, relics, crucilixes, 14!)5 

Beads, jii, tnns, roMrics, ami pixes; 

The -.f M.nking Hill s.ilvjtion 
Bv mer- miiliiul. ■ -iipr it inn ; 

U nil ii-.iv u aier like a ulujce, 

'I'ii ...veiil-.w ,il| ,aii-'iues. 1500 

But those wh’ are utterlv unarm’d. 

T' oppose his entrance if lie storm’d, 

He never offers to .surprise, 

Althn’ his falsest enemies ; 

But Is content to be their drudge, 1505 

And on their errands glad to trudge; 

P'or where are all vour forfeitures 
Intrusted in false hands, but ours? 

Who are but jailors of the holes 

And dungeons, where you clap up soulst 1510 

Liko under-keepers, turn the keys 

'1” your mittimus anathemas, 

And never boggle to restore 
The members you deliver o’er 
Upon demand, with fairer justice 
Tn.an all your covenanting trustees; 

Unless to punish them for worse, 

V'oti put them in the scc’lar pow’rs : 

And p.asH their souls, at some demise 
I'he same estate in mortgage twice ; 

When to a legal utlegation 
Veil turn vour eir.iinmuiiicati>in, 

•kn.l r.ir a uroat uiipiid that 'sdue, 

Jti-<tr.im on viul nid biMly loo. 

‘J lii.ughi he, 't Is no mein part ofciiil 1525 
<1 ite priid.’i" e, to 1 ijole the deiil ; 

And M'.i to hmdl.;* him loo rough. 

U’hi-ii fi' h.is Us III hiS cliiven h.> it. 

' I'ls true, qui.ih he, ih it inierc-Mirse 
Has pass’d r.t-t*cen vuiir tVie'i.ls and nurs, 1530 
■| h It i- yon irii I n>, in our way. 

To r.aise your monibors, and to lay, 

We send you others of our own, 

Denounc’d to hang themselves or drown. 

Or frichied with i.iir omtury, 15.35 

To le id down he idlonu many a story ; 

Have us’d all means to propagate 
Your mighty interests of state, 

Laid out our spiritual gifts to further 

Vour great designs of rage and murther. 1540 

For if the saints are nam’d from blood. 

We onl’ have made that title good ; 

And if it were but in our pow’r 
We should not scruple to do more, 

.And not be half a soul behind 1.M5 

Of all dissenters of mankind. 

Right, quoth the Voice, and as I W'orn 
To he iingrtteful in return 
Of all those kind gooif lUTices, 

I 'll free you out of this distress ; 1.550 

And set you down in safely, where 
It is no lime 10 till you here. 

The CO, k mw*, ami the mom grows on. 

When 'I inl-ireeil I inii<>l begone. 

And if I leave you here till d.ay, 1555 

Von ’ll find it hard to get away. 

With that the spirit grop’d about. 

To find th’ enchanted hero out. 

And try’d with haste to lift him up, 

But found his forlorn hope, his crup, 1 ’60 

Unserviceable with kicks and blows 
Receiv’d from harden’d hearted foes. 

He thought to drag him by the heels. 

Like Uresham carts, with legs for wheels; 

But Fear, that soonest cures these sores, 1566 
In danger of relap'm to worse. 

Came in to assist him with its aid, 

And up his sinking vessel weigh’d. 

No sooner was he fit to trudge. 

But both made ready to dislodge: 1670 

The spirit hors’d him like a sack. 

Upon the vehicle, his back ; 

And bore him headlong into th’ hall. 

With some few rubs upon the wall ; 

Where finding out the postern lock't^ 1675 

And th’ avenues as strongly block’d, 

H’ attack’d the window, storiil''d the gtai^ 

And in a moment gain'd the pats ; 

Thro’ which he dragg'd the worsted 80ld.cr*» 
Fere-quarters out by th’ head and ■hewJden ; WW 
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And cautiousW bci^an scout. 

To find their fellow-cattle out. 

Nor was it half a minute's quest, 

he retrii-v’d the ehamjiion's beast, 
'J'ied to a pale instead of a rack, 

Jjut ne’er a saddle on his hack. 

Nor pistols at the saddle-how, 
(ionvej''il away file I^ord knows ho\^. 
He thouplit it was no time to stay. 
And let the night too steal away ; 

Hut in a trice adv.anc’d the Knight 
Upon the bare ridge bolt upright, 

And groping out for K i pi.o’s jade, 

He ibuua Ute saddie too was stray'd ; 


I And in the place a lump of soap, 1595 

On which he speedily leapt upt 
And turning to tile gale trie rein, 

I He kick'd and eudgell d on amain, 

1585 While Hudibras with equal liaste. 

On both sides I: id abmit as fast, IhOO 

And spurr'd, as jockies use, to break. 

Or padders, to secure a neck. 

Where let us leave ’em for a time, 

1590 -And to their ciivrches turn our rhyme , 

To hold forth their declining state, IfiOd 

Which uow comes near an even rat& 
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THE ARGU.VIKXT. 

The Mainit engage in fierce coultsls 
Alwil their curmtl iiit. rett* ; 

To slutre their aacrllrgwns 
According to their rates of ^faCr ; 
'Their various frenzies to reform. 

When Vromn'eU left them in a sloim : 
TUI in the efilgies (fltnrrH'S, the rnhhte 
Turn all their grandees of the Cabal. 


THE learned write, an insect breeze 
T but a nionncl prince of bees, 

'I'hat faJlii, bwore a storm, on com s, 

.\nd htinps the founders of his bon ; 

From wiiose corrupted flesh that breed 

< >t' vermin did at Jirst proceed. 

^o, ere the Ktortn of urar broke out, 
ll.clifcinn spawn’d a various rout 

< )f petulant, capricious sects. 

The ninffpots of corrupted texts, 

That first run all religion down, 

And after ev’ry swarnt its ou n. 

For^s the I’ersian Magi once 
Upon their mothers got tlieir son.s, 

W ho were incap-able to enjoy 
That empire any other way : 

So Presbyter begot the other 
Upon the good old cause, hi.s motber, 

'Pnen ixire them hire the devil's <1 on 
M'hivie son and bu-h.ind an- the nii-. 

And yet no nai'ral tie oiT’lood, 

Nor int'rest for the common good, 

(Jould, when the prophets interfer’d, 

< 'ret quarters for each other's lieard. 

For .when they thriv’d, they never fai!g'<l. 
But only by tho ears engag'd ; 

Like dogs that snarl about a bone, 

And play together when they 've jjone. 

As by their truest characters. 

Their constant actions, plainly ajrpcars. 

Rebellion now began, for lack 

<)f zeal and plunder, to grow slack ; 

The cause and covenant to lessen, 

And Providence to h’ out of seiison ; 

For now there was no more to purcli.Tse 
O’ th’ king’s revenue and the church’.'. ; 

But all divided, shar’d, and gone. 

That us'd to urge the brethren on, 

Which forc’d the stubbom’st for the cause. 
To cross the cudgels to the laws. 

That what by breaking them th’ had gain'd. 
By their support might be maintain’d ; 

Like thieves that in a hemp-plot lie, 
^Secur’d against the hue-and cry*^ 

For Presbyter and independent 

Were now turn’d p’aintlff and defendant ; 

Laid out their apostolic functions. 

On carnal orders and injunctions : 

And all their precious gifts and graces 
On outlawries and scire facias ; 

At Michael’s term had many a triai, 

Worse than the dragon and St, Michael, 
Where thousands fell. In Bl,ap« of fees. 

Into tlie bottomles abyss. 


For when, like brethren, and like frieiKh, 
They came to fhare their dividi luU, 

Aixl ev’ry partner to possc.ss 

His church and state joiiit-jiurchascs, 

In which the able.st .vimt and be;-!, 
W.isnii.i’d in tn .1 I ;, ill tin r 

Of cv’fy brother, p.iss the deeil ; 

He str.'iighl converted .nil I'.i- gif's 
To truj.U Hid Oii'i ■ 

.\ii.l M.iil,d .,11 il,,.- oiliLT -li.ir,-. 

Upon lii.s outward innn and 's hciis . 

Held all they claim’d as forfeit 
Deliver’d up into hi.s hands, 

And pass’ll upon his conscience 
By prc-entail of Providenre: 

Imj»each'd the rest for reprobates, 

'I'hat had no titles to estates. 

But by their spiritual attaints 
Degraded from the right of saints, 

'I'his b’ing reve.al'd, they now begun 
With law and conscience to fall on ; 

And laid alxiut a.s hot and biiTin-sii k 
As th’ utter barrister of Swanswii k ; 
Engag’d with money-bags, as bold 
As men with s.and-bagt, divl of old ; 

That brought the lawyers in more lees 
Than all unsanctify’d trustees ; 

'Till he who had no more to show 
1 ' the cause, receiv’d the overthrow ; 

Or both side.H having had the woT..r, 

They parted as they met at first. 

Poor Presbyter was now reduc’d, 
Secimled, and cashier’d, and chous'd ; 
Turn’d out, and excommunicate 
From all anairs of church and state ; 
Reform'll t’ a reformado saint. 

And glad to turn itinerant, 

To stroll and teach from town t.i tow n, 
And those he had taught up, teach down. 
And mak^ those uses serve again 
Against tlie new-enlighten’d men ; 

As fit as when at first they were 
Reveal’d against the Cavalier: 

Damn Anabaptist and fanatic. 

As pat as Popish and prelatic ; 

And with as little variation, 

'To serve for any sect i’ th* nation. 

The gooil old cause, which some believe 
To lie the dev’l that tempted Eve 
With knowledge, and does still U'.vile 
'The world to mischief with new light, 
Had store of money in her purse. 

When he took her for bett’r or worse; 
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But was row grown deform’d and poor. 

And (it to be turn'd out of dour. 

The Independents (whose first station 
Was in the rear of reformation, 

A mongrel kind of church-dragoons. 

That serv’d for horse and font at once: 

And in the saddle of one steed 
The Saracen and Christian rid : 

Were free of ev’ry spiritual order, 

To preach, and fi'giit, and prav, and murder) 
No sooner got the stui t to lurc)i 
Itolh disi iplines, of war and church. 

And Providence enough to run 
The chief commanders of ’em down. 

Hut carry'd on the war against 
Tile common enemies o' th' saints, 

And in a while prevail’d so far 
To win of them the game of war, 

And be at liberty once more 

T’ attack themselves as th* had done before. 

I'or now there was no foe in arms, 

T' unite their factions with alarms, 
lJut all reduc’d and nverconw, 

Except their worst, tliemselves at home, 

W' had cumjiass’d all they pray’d and swore. 
And fought, and preach’d, and plunder’d for, 
Niibdu’d the nation, church an<l state. 

And all things but their laws and hate. 

But when they came to treat and transact. 
And sh.yre the spoil of ail th’ had ransack’d. 
To botch uji what th' had torn and rent, 
Keligiun and the government. 

They met no stamcr, but pretiar’d 
To pull down all the war had spar’d: 

Agreed in nothing but t’ abolish, 

Subvett, extirpate and demolish : 

For knaves and fools b’ing near of kin. 

As Dutch lioors are to a sooterkin. 

Both parties join’d to do their best. 

To damn their pulilic interest; 

And herded only in consults, 

To put by one aiiothcr’.s holts ; 

T” out-cunt the Babylonian lab’rers. 

Ami all their dialecU of jabberers. 

And tng at Uith ends of the saw, 

To tear down government and law. 

For as two cheats that play one game. 

Arc both defeated in their aim ; 

So those who play a game of state, 

And only cavil in debate, 

Altbo' there’s nothing lost nor won, 

1 he public bus'ness is undone, 

Which still the longer 't is in doing. 

Becomes the surer way to ruin 

This, when the Iloyalists jierceiv'd, 

(Who to their faith as firmly cleav’d. 

And own’d the right they had paid down 
So dearly for, the church and crown,) 

Th’ united ( onstanter. and sided 
The more, the more tneir foes divided, 

For tho’ outnumber’d, overthrown. 

And by the fate of war run down ; 

Their duty never was defeated, 

Noi from their oaths and faith retreated ; 
For loyalty is still the same 
^Phetner It win or lose the game : 


True as the dial to the sun, 

Although it be not shin'd upon. 

But when these brethren in evil, 

Their adversaries, and the devil. 

Began once more to show them i*lay, 

And ho|>es, at least, to have a day ; 

They rally’d in parades of woods. 

And unfrequented solitudes ; 

Conven’d at midnight in outhouses, 

T’ appoint new rising rendezvouses. 

And with a pertinacy unmatch’d. 

For new recruits of danger watch'd. | 
No sooner Was one blow diverted, 

Bui up another party started : 

And, as if Nature, too in haste 
To furnish out supplies as fast, 

Before her time had turn’d destruction 
T’ anew and num’rous production; 

No Boonerthose were overcome, 

But up rose others in their room. 

That, like the Christian fkith increas’d 
Tiiif nwe they were sut»prc8s’d: 
Whom neither chains, nor transporUtion, 
Proscr ptlon. sale or confiseaUon, 

^r all the desperate eventa 
Of former tiy'a expeximcirtB 


Nor wounds, could terrlfV, nor maniJling, 

110 To leave off' Loyalty and dwgling. 

Nor Death (with all his bones) aff’right 
From vent’ring to maintain tbe riglit ; 

From staking life and fortune down 
’(iainst ail together, for tbe crown ; 

115 Hut kejit the title of their cause 

From forfeiture, like claims in laws : 

And prov'd no prosp’rous usurpation 
Can ever settle on the nation 
Dnill, in <.pite ,~f force and treason, 

120 f he> i-iit iheir lo>'li> in p(>s>ev,ii>ii ; 

And. by tlii-in uniiancv and iaiih, 

Ili-^lr,-\ ,1 ibe liiigblv men ot (lUlli. 

Toss’d in a furious hurricane. 

Did Oliver give up his reign ; 

125 And was believ'd, as well by saints, 

As moral men and miscreants, 

To founder in the Stygian ferry; 

Until lie wasretriev d by Sterry, 

Who in a false, erroneous dream 
130 Mistook the. new Jerusalem, 

Profanely for the ajioiryphal 
False Heaven at the end o’ the hall ; 

Whither it was decreed by Fate 
The )ifccious reliques to translate. 

135 .So Koniulus was seen before 
B’ as orthodox a senator, 

From whose divine illumination 
He stole tbe Pagan revelation. 

Next him hts son and heir-apparent 
140 Surceeiled, though a lame vicegerent ; 

Who first laid by the Parliament, 

The only crutch on which he leant ; 

And then sunk underneath the state, 

That rode him above liorseman’s weight. 

145 And now the saints hi gan their reign, 

For which th’ had yearn’d so long in vain, 
And felt such bowel hankerings. 

To sec an empire all of kings, 

D« iivit’d fn-iii the Egspiian >iwe 
1.50 Uf justi, e. govermiieni, and law, 

.\iul tree i* » tei t what s|iiriiual » anti-n* 
bhould be rue.il’d, or gospel Mails low ns, 

'1 o idif, npi-n tlie rums 
1)1 .lohii ot l.fyden's old out giping^l 
155 Who for a wtaiher-mi k hung up, 

I'poii iheir n.oiher rhurrh's lop, 

W .1' made a type, hy prm ideme, 

Of all their revelations since: 

And now fultiH’d hy hU siiccessors, 

160 ^5 ho e<|unlty mislnok their measures . 

For when they came to shape the model. 

Not one could (it another’s noddle : 

But found their light and gifts more wid« 
From fadging than the unsanctify’d j 
165 While every individual brother 

Strove hand to fist against another, 

And still the maddest, and most crack’d, 
Were found the busiest to transact , 

For tho’ most liands despatch a)>ace, 

170 And make light work, (the proverb says,) 

Yet many diff’rent intellects 
Are found t’ have contrary effects ; 

And many heads t’ obstruct intrigues, 

As slowest insects h.ave most legs. 

175 Some were for setting up a king, 

But all the rest for no such thing. 

Unless, King Jesus; others tamper’d 
For Fleetwood, Desborough, and Lambert ; 
Some for tbe Rump ; and some, more crafty, 
180 For agitators, and the safety , 

Some for the gos|iel, and massacres 
Of spiritual amdavit-inakers. 

That swore to any human regence, 

Oaths of sujtrem’cy and allegiance; 

1 85 Vea, tho’ the ablest swearing saint. 

That vouch’d the bulls o' th’ covenant : 

Other for pulling down th’ high places 
Of synods and provincial classes, • 

That us'd to make such hostile inroads 
190 Open the saints, like bloody Nimrods: 

Some for fulfilling prophecies, 

And th’ extir))ation ot the excise ! 

And some against th’ Egyptian hondaga 
Of holy days, and paying poundage : 

195 Some for the cutting down of groves, 

And rectifying bakers’ loaves; 

And some'for finding out expedients 
Against the slav’ry of obedience 
Some were for gospel-ministers, 
too f”*’ red-coat socuian, 
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An men most fit t’ hold forth the word. 

And wield the one and th’ other Kword. 

Some were for carrj inK on the \\ ork 295 

Against the I’ope, and some the Turk : 

Some for engaging to suppress 
The c.imisaao of surplices, 

That gifts and dispensations hinder'd. 

And turn’d to the outward man the inward ; r>CO 
Wore proper lor the cloudy night 
Of Popery, than gosiiel-liglit. 

Others were for Miolishing 
That tool of niatrijnony, a ring. 

With which til’ unsanctify’d bridegroom oOS 

Js married only to a thumb ; 
f As wise as ringing of a pig. 

That us’d to break up ground, and dig ;) 

Tlie bride to nothing but her will. 

That nulls the after- marriage still. rdO 

» Some were for th’ utter extirpation 
Of iinsey-woolsey in the nation ; 

And suine agnlll^l all iduli/i'iti 
The cross in shop- hooks, or baptizing ; 

Others to make all things recant 315 

The Christian or surname of saint ; 

And force all churches, streets, and tow r.s. 

The holy title to rer ounce. 

Some ’gainst a third estate of souls. 

And bringing down the price of coals : 320 

Some fur aholi'hing black -pudrliii, . 

And ealin,; nolliiiig u iih the M' ■"!- 
To ahroL'alc- ilu m r-iot and bran. In-' 

While others wi re fur eating h tuiiilii » 

Of warriors, and now and then 325 

The flesh of kings and mighty men : 

And some for breaking of their hones 
With rods of ir’n by secret ones ; 

For thrashing mountains, and with spells 

For hallowing carrier’s packs axul l»eIK . 330 

Things that the legend never heard of, 

Bot made the wicked sore afraid of. 

The quacks of government (wiio sat 
Atth’ unregarded helm of state, 

And understood this wild confusion 335 

Of fatal madness and delusion. 

Must, sooner than a prodigy, 

I’ortend dc.structlon to be nighl 
Consider’d timely how t’ withdraw, 

And save their windpipes from the law 340 

For one rencounter at the bar 

Wat worse than all th’ liad ’scap’d in war ; 

Ana therefore met In consultation 
To cant and quack upon the nation : 

Not for the sickly patient’s sake, 345 

Nor what to give, out what to take ; 

To feel the pulses of their feesj 
More wise tfian fumbling arterie.s : 

Prolong the snuff of life in pain. 

And from the grave recover gi’ju. 550 

'Wong these there was a iiolitn ian. 

With more heads than a beast in vi.Mon, 

And more intrii^es In ev ly one 
Than all the whores of Babylon ; 

So politic, as if one eye 355 

Upon the other were a spy, 

That to trepan the one to tliink 
The other blind, both strove to blink ; 

And in his dark, pragmatic way. 

As busy as a child at play. 360 

H' had seen three governments nui down. 

And had a hand In ev’ry one ; 

Was for ’em and against ’era all. 

But barb’rous when they came to fall ; 

For by trepanning th’ old to ruin, 366 

He made his Int’rest with the new one ; 

Play’d true and faithful, though against 
His conscience, and was still advanced. 

For by the witchcraft of rebellion 
Transform’d to a feeble state canielion, 370 

giving aim to either side, 

He never fail’d to save his tide, 

Out got the start of ev’ry state. 

And at a change ne'er came too late : 

Could turn his word, and oath, and fairh, 375 
As many ways as in a lathe ; 

By turning, wriggle, like a screw. 

Inf highest trust, and out, fur new. 

For when h' had happily incurr’d, 

I nstead of hemp, to be pteferr'd, 380 

And pass'd upon a government. 

He play’d his trick, and out he went ; 

But being out, and out of hopes 
To mount his ladder (more) of ropes, 


Would .strive to raise himself upon 3S.f 

The public ruin, and hi.s own. 

*<0 little did be imderstind 

The di-Np r lie I'l ila be ■■ii.k in li.iiid. 

P...r wh.n h- h.iJ c..,l liMii,, ll .1 immo 

I --r ir lUil and in- k>, lie ■ pi.iril In- lOii , 3'.t 

II III I.Ti i| III-, rui k mil) I ll■■•<^e, 

'Po show his play at fast and loose : • 

And when he chanc’d t’ escape, mistook 
For art and subtilty ins luck. 

So right hi.s juilgmcnt was cut fit, ^ 3!!.5 

And iii.'ulc a tally to hi.s wit, W 

And liDtli together most profound, 

At deeds of ilarkness imihr ground : 

As III' earth m e-i'iesl imdermiii d 
By vermin impotent and blind. 4ft0 

By all these arts, and many more, 

H’ hud i-r ■■ ii'‘.l I■•l 1 ,.' mil mill b bi f . • . 

dursiaii .iriih- 1 r ii.rL-.iw 

\\ III- ll w n till- World lug, in to di iw . 

F'..r |.i <. Ill -iiiii. rs have .ill p<iiiM . '10.^> 

(V tir coriipiss in their bones .and j<.ii>(. ; 

< ' in hv (hi ll p.iiig . and ai lies hii l 
.All turns .Hill • hingi s of ihe wind, 

A rill U iler ihun bv N ipitr'. b..ni-, 

iV. I in ibv.r own the age 410 

'so giiiliv Sinners in a slate 
t ail by iheir erinu s pr.'gn.isiii ,iip, 

.Ami III iheir ronsi len. es lei I p loi 

I lys |iil..re a stniw'r nt run; 

He therefore wisely cast about 4 ].'>• 

zAll w'ays be could t’ Insure his fhro.Tr • 

And hither came f observe and smoke 
What courses other ri.skers took ; 

And to the utmost do his best 
To save himself, and hang the rest. 42<J 

'I'o match this .saint, there was anotlur. 

As busy and perverse a brother ; 

A haberdasher of small wares. 

In iKilities and stale affairs ; 

More, Tew than Rabbi Achitophcl, 4*2.5 

And better gifted to rebel ; 

For wlien li’ had taught his tribe to ’spouse 
'I'he cause aloft upon one house. 

He scorn’d to set bis own in order, 

llut tried .mother, .and went furtlier 430 

So suddenly addicted still 

To '8 only principle, his will. 

That howsoe'er it chanc’d to prove, 

No force of argument could move ; 

Nor law, nor cavalcade of Ho’liom, 4.3a 

t'oiild render half a grain less stubborn. 

For he .at any time would hang 
For th’ opportunity to harangue; 

And rattier on a gibbet dangle, 

Than miss his dear delight, to wrangle : 440 

In whirli his parts were so aceompllsli'd. 

That, right or wrong, he ne’er was nonpliis’d , 

But still ills tongue ran on, the loss 
Of weight he bore, with greater case ; 

And with its everlasting clack, 445 

Set all men’s ears upon the rack. 

No sooner could a hint appe.ar. 

But up he started to picmieer. 

And made the stoutest yield to mercy. 

When he engag’d in controversy ; 4 ’.0 

Not by the force of carnal reason. 

But indefatigable tearing; 

With vollles of eternal babble. 

And clamour more unanswerable. 

For though his topic's, ftrail and weak, 4.55 

Could ne’er amount above a iVeak, 

He still maintain’d ’em, like his faulU, 

Against the desti’ratest assaults; 

And back’d their feeble want of sense. 

With greater heat and confidence, 4()0 

As bones of Hectors, when Uiey differ. 

The morel :hey 're ciidgell’d grow tlie still'er. 

Vet when his profit moderated. 

The fury of his heat abated : 

For nothing but his Interest 4ti,'i 

Could lay his devil of contest : 

It was his choice, or chance, or curse, 

T’ espouse the cause for bett’r or worse. 

And with his worldly goods and wit. 

And soul, and body, worshlpp’d it ; 470 

But when he found the sullen traps, 

PosseM’d with the devil, worms, tvnd claps ; 

The Trojan mare In foal with Greeks, 

Not half so full of jadish tricks; 

Though squeamish in htr out warn woman , 476 

As loose and rampant as Dol Common ; 
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He still resolv'd to mend the matter, 

T' adhere and cleave the obstinater : 

And still the skittisher and looser 
Her freaks appear’d, to sit the closer. 

For fools are stubborn in their wav. 

As coins arc harden’d by th’ allay ; 

And obstinacy ’s ne'er so s'titf. 

As when 't is in a wrong belief. 

'I’hese two, with others, being met. 

And close in consultation set. 

After a discontented pause. 

And not without sufficient cause. 

The orator we nam’d of late, 
r ess troubled with the panur* of 
'1 ban with his oun irni'aiiciice 
To give InmM-lf lir-i aii'hrn. c 
Alter he h.id a uhlie b.ok'.l ui<. . 

At l.ist hr. Ac ■ili.iii e, and the li e. 

Ouolh lip, 1 here 's ll<■lhll'g ii .ikt .. me •! nl 
(tur l.iu .lUttioiiigs bruiiithi about. 

More ih'in in see the i har it lir'. 

Ol rcil Ji cll■•^l'■les and fe.ir«; 

Not ft itfu’d, ai on. e, but ^a^.ll\ hoiri l. 

‘scur'tl u[i..n e''ry rneiiilH.’i - lurihi i-l . 

Who, 'i.iii'i the cliiud« are dr.i» ti i- ti iln r. 
And itirpaien suditm charik^e 'viniini, 

Fetl paiips and .11 bcinfilatr turn., 

And rei' luii iii'. in thi ir ti nt- , 

And since our workings-out are cross’d, 
Throw up the cause Ijeforo 't is lost. 

Was it to run away we meant. 

When taking of the covenant. 

The lamest cripples of the brothers, 

'J'ook oaths to run before all others; 

Jlut in their own sense only swore 
To strive to run aw ay before ; 

And now would prove, tliat words and oath 
jvngage us to renounce them hotli 
'T Ts true, the cause is In the lurch, 

Hetween a right and mongrel church. 

The Presbyter and Independent, 

That stickle which sliall make a» end on ’t. 
As 't was made out to us the last 

Expedient (I mean Marg’refs fast) ; 

U'hen Providence had been suborn'd, 

What answer was to be return'd. 

Else why would tumults fright us now, 

We have so many times gone through. 

And understand as well to tame, 

As, when they .serve our turns, t' inflame ? 
Jfave prov’d how inconsidcrohle 
Are all engagements of the rabble, 

Whose fren/ies must be reconcil'd 
With drums and rattles, like a child. 

But never prov’d so prosperous, 

As when they were led on by us : 

For all our scourging of religion 
Began with tumult and seilition. 

When hurricanes of fierce commotion 


Became strong motives to devotion ; 

(As camai seamen, in a storm. 

Turn pious converts and reform.) 

When rusty weapons, with chalk'd edges, 
Maintain 'll our feeble nrivilegesj 
And brown-hilts, levied in the city. 

Made bills to pass the grand committee ; 
When real with aged clubs and gleaves. 
Gave chase to rochets and white sleeves. 
And made the church, and state, and laws. 
Submit t’ old iron, and the cause. 

And as we thrlv'd by tumults then. 

So might we better now again, 

If we knew how. as then we did. 

To use them rightly In our need ; 

Tumults, by which the mutinous 
Betray themselves instead of us ; 

The hollow-hearted, disaffected. 

And close malimants are detected ; I 
WIio lay their fives and fortunes down 
For pledges to secure their own. 

And freely sacrifice their ears 
T' appease our Jealousies and fears. 

And yet for all these nrovldences 
W' are offer’d, if we had our senses. 

We idly sit like stupid blockheads, ' • 

Our hands committed to our pockets, 

And nothing but ouV tongues at large, 
r vret^ies a discharge. 

Eire men condemn’d to thunderbolts. 

Who ore the blow, became mere dolls ‘ 
Or fwls besotted with their crimes, 

That know not how to sbifi betimes, 
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And ni itlicr have the lie.''Tts to stay. 

Nor wit enough to run away ; 

Who, if we could resolve on either, 

Might stand or fall at least togetlicr ; 

No mean or trivial solaces, 

To p.-irtners in extreme distress; 

Who lisp to lessen their dcsp.iirs. 

By part inj; them int’npi.nl hues; 

if till ll•■■l<■ ill. V ui re to Iv-ir, 

7 hiw till till uc-.glil IhL-tiuier; 

Aiid n r% ..i.e the Li iitlir hu-.g, 

The more he took his turn among. 

But ’t is not come to that as yet. 

If we had courage left, or wit ; 

Who, when our fate can he no worse. 

Are fitti'd for the bravest camrsc; 

Have time to rally, aiul jircjiare 
< lUf 1 i t ilid l.i t ill ti ll, r. lU -p.iir . 

Ml .p or, 1-. u ill- 1. the i.ail.ini t I- p . 

HaVi Ih tn .1, li.ti It III gri.ilfr..l li ..1 . 

.\iid lii.rriil'.l •laii;,ers >il'ely u.n il, 

By hiiii). . ■■nr igiiiii-ly l■llIl.r.ll.■ll ; 

A.. v,i.iiiiil. |., VI 111, r v.r.uiids .111 |i- 1 1 -I, 

And poisons by themselves expell’d : 

And so they might be now again. 

If we were, what we should he, nun ; 

And not so dully desjietate. 

To side against ourselves with fate ; 

As criminals condemn'd to suflbr, 

■Are blinderl first, .'tid then fum’d over. 

■| h.? . •■ii.i s •.! hr,. iking I on II ml.', 

Ai'il '< iiiiig up ev.iiiii' ol s.unis. 

That fill,, iikr .il.li rnmi, for grace, 
'iohetiiU'd ihi tihiriie. 

For spiritual men are too transcendent, 

That mount their hanks, for Iiidepemlent, 
To hang like Mahomet in tli’ air. 

Or St. IgnatAis at his pruy’r, 

By pure geometry, and hate 
Dejiendeiice upon church or state : 

Disdain the pedantry o th’ letter. 

And since obedient e is better 
(The Scripture says) than sacrifice. 

Presume the less on 't will suffice ; 

.And st;orn to have the inotlerat’.sl stnit.s 
Prescrib’d their peremptory hints. 

Or juiy opinion, ti ue or false. 

Declar'd as such, in doctrinals ; 

But left at large to make their liest on. 
Without b’ing call’d t’ account or question -. 
Interpret ali flie spleen reveals, 

As Whittington explain’d the liells ; 

And bid themselves turn back again 
Lord-niay’rs of New Jerusalem. 

But look so big and overgrown, 

Tliey scorn their edifiers t’ own. 

Who taught them all their sprinkling Icssono, 
Their tones, and sanctified expressions ; 
Bestow’d their gifts upon a saint, 
lake charity on those that want. 

And learn’ci the apocryphal bigoU 
T’ inspire themselves with short-hand notes 
For which th^ scorn and hate them worse 
Than dogs and cats do sow-gelders. 

For who first bred them un to pray. 

And teach, the House of Commons’ way ? 
Where had they all Uieir gifted phrai,es 
But from our Calamys and Cases ? 

Without whose sprinkling and sowing, 

Who e’er had heard of Nye or Gwen > 

Their dispensations had been stilled. 

But for our Adoniram Byfield. 

And had they not begun the war, 

Th' had ne’er been sainted as they art*. 

For . aints in peace degenerate. 

And dwindle down to reprobate ; 

Their zeal corrupts, like standing-water, 

[ In th’ intervals of war and slaughter ; 

Aliates the sharpness of its edge. 

Without the pow’r of sacrilege. • 

And though they 've tricks to cast their sins, 
As easy as serpents do their skins, 

That in a while grow out again ; 

In peace they turn mere carnal men, 

Ana from the most refin'd of saints, 

As nat'ially grow miscreants, 

As barnacles turn solan geese 
I* til' islands of the Greades. 

Their dispensation 's but a ticket, 

For their conforming to the wicked ; 

With whom the greatest difference 
Lies more in woi^ and show, than senw. 
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^ BXrX>Z 81 Ui 8 . 

Fnr a< the Pope, that keep* the irate | That cut, like talliet, to the stumpa, 

Of heaven, weirs three crowns of state ; | Our ears tor keenini; true accounts. 


So he that kei'ps the Kate of hell, 

Proud Cerb’rus, wears three heads as well : 

And, if the world has any troth, 665 

Some have been canoniz'd In both. 

But that which does them Kreatest harm. 

Their spiritual gizzards, are too warm. 

Which puts the over-heated sou 
In fevers still, like other goats ; 670 

For though the whore bends heretics 
With dames of fire, like crooked sticks; 

Our schismatics so vastly differ, 

Th* hotter th’ are, th’ grow the stiller ; 

Still setting off their spiritual g loils, 675 

With (It rce and iieriinai ciiii^f uU, 

For Zi Ai 's .1 dreidful termag imi. 

That tearhet saints to tear and rant, 

^And Independents to profess 
The doctrine of dependencies ; 630 

Turns meek, and secret, sneaking ones. 

To raw-heads fierce, and bloody hones. 

And not content with endless qinrrcls 
Against the wicked, and their moral,. 

The (libellines, for want of (iuelts, 635 

1)1 vert their rage upon themselves. 

For now the war is not between 
The brethren, and the men of sin ; 

But saint and saint, to spill the blood 
Of one another's brotherhood ; tl'JO 

Where neither side can lay pretence 
To liberty of conscience, 

Of zealous sutPring for the cause, 

To gain one groat’s worth of appl.iusc: 

For though endur'd with resoludon, fi'dA 

*T will ne’er amount to persecution. 

Shall precious saints, and secret ones. 

Break one another's outward bones, 

And eat the flesh of brethren, 

Instead of kings and mighty men > 700 

When fiends agree among themsi.-lves. 

Shall they be found the greater elves > 

When Bell 's at union with the Dragon, 

And Baal- Peer friends with Dagon , 

When savage bears agree with bears, 70j 

8hail secret ones lug saints by th' ears. 

And not atone their fatal wrath, 

When common danger threatens both ? 

Shall rna-stiff. by the collars pull’d, 

Eng^K'd with bulls let go their hold ? 710 

And saints, whose necks are pawn'd at stake. 

No notice of the danger take ? 

But though no power of heaven or hell 
Can pacify fanatic zeal ; 

Who would not guess there might be hopes 715 
The fear of gallowses and ropes. 

Before their eves, might reconcile 
Their animosities a while ? 

At least until th’ had a clear stage. 

And equal freedom, to engage 720 

Without the dmger of surprise 
By both our common enemies. 

This none but we alone could doubt. 

Who understand their working,. out ; 

And knew 'em both in soul and co.-rscience, 725 
(jiv’n up t’ as reprobate a nonsens«> 

As spiritual outlaws, whom the pow'r 
Of miracle can ne’er restore. 

We, whom at first they set up under, 

In revelation onl v of plunder, 730 

Who since have had so manv trials 
Of their encroaching self-denials. 

That rook’d upon us with design 
To out*rcf<>rm and undermine ; 

Took all our interests and commands 735 

Perfidiously out of our hands 
Involv'd us in the guilt of blood, 

Without the motive-gains allow'd : 

And made us serve as ministerial. 

Like younger sons of f.ither Belial, 740 

nd yet for all th’ inhuman wrong 
h* had done us, and the cause so long. 

We never fail’d to carry on 
The work still, as we had begun ; 

But true and faithfully obey’d, 745 

And neither preach'd them' hurt, not pray'd; 

Nor troubled them to crop our cars, 

Nor hang us like the flavahers , 

Nor put them to the charge of gaols. 

To find us pill’riet and oart-talls. 750 

Or hangman's wages, which ihesut» 

Wst farc'd Ibofere them) to be at ; 


And burn our vessel!, like a new 755 

Seiil'd peck or bu,hel, for h'iug true; 

But hand in hand, like faithful brothers. 

Held for the cause against all uUiers, 

Disdaining cqu illy to yield 

One syllable of what we held. 700 

And though w'e diff r'd now and then 
'Bout outward things, and outward men ; 

Our inward man, and constant frame ^ 

Of sjiirit, still were near the same. “ 

And till they first beg in to cant, 765 

And sprinkle down the covenant. 

We ne'er had call in any place. 

Nor dream'd of teaching down free grace ; 

lUit join’d our gifts perpetually 

Against the common enemy. 770 

Mih.nigh 'I u IS Our and ilieir oninmn, 

K !• h util, -I s ■ iiuri h w Is hut a llimmoii 
.\nd yet for all this gospel-union, 

And outward show of ehurch-communioii. 

They 'll ne’er admit us to our shares, 775 

Of ruling church or state-affairs ; 

Nor give us leave t’ absolve or sentence 
’1" our own conditions of repentance ; 

But shar’d our dividend o’ th’ crown. 

We had so painfully iireach’d down ; 730 

And fotc d us, though against the grain, 

'i" have calls to teacli it up again ; 

For 't wa» hut justice to restore 
The wrongs we had receiv’d before; 

And when ’t was held forth in our way, 785 

\V h id been ungrateful not to pay : 

Who for the right w’ have done llie nation. 

Have earn’d our temporal s’'vadon, 

.And put our vessels in a way 

Once more to come again in play. 7y0 

For if the turning of us out 

Has brought this jirovidenco about: 

And that our only suffering 
Is able to bring in the King ; 

What would our actions not have done, 7i^5 

Hail we he >n siilfVr’d to go on ? 

And therefore may pretend t’ a share, 

.At leist in earrying on th' affair. 

Hut whether that ne so or not, 

We h ive none enough to have it thought ; 300 

.And that 's as good as if w’ had done ’t, 

And easier pass’d upon account: 

For if it he hut halt denied, 

’ T is half is g >od .a, iustified. 

'fhe world i, nafrally averse 805 

To all the truth it sees or heart. 

But swallows nonsense, and a lie. 

With greediness and gluttony ; 

.And though it h.avp the pique, and long, 

' r IS •.till hir something in the w rung . 810: 

.As wmiien long, when they ‘re wiiJt chihl, 

F-ir Ihliig, extriiv.ig.ini ami wild ; 

For meals ridicul-ius and fulsome, 

But seldom any thing that ’s wholesome; 

.And, like the world, men's johbernoles 815 

Turn round about their ears, the nole# 

.And what they 're confidently tola. 

By no sense else can be controll’d. 

’.And this, perhaps, may prove the means 
Once more to hedge in Providence. SyO 

For as relapses make diseases 
More desp’rate than their first acceaset; 
if we hut get again In pow’r, 

Our work is e:i.sier than before; 

And wo more ready and expert 
r tn’ mystery to do our part. 

We, who did rather underukc 
1 he first war to create, than make; 

And when of nothing 'l was begun, 

Kdis'd fhiu^s ai strange to carry 't on: S.'li) 

Trepann'd the state, and fac’d it down. 

With plots and projects of our own : 

And it we did such feats at first. 

What i-an we now we 're better vert'd ; 

Who have a freer latitude 835 

Than sinners give theinselvet, allowed? 

And therefore likeliett to bring In, 

On fairest terms, our discipUne; 

Tn which it was reveal'd long since, 

We were ordain’d by Providence i “ 8441 

When three s-xints’ ears, our prodeesMson, 

The cause’s primitive confinson, 

; B’iugcrucify’d, the nation stood 
I In just to many yaart of bIsiwU 
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That, multiply '4 by six, cxprcst 
T)ie pcrtfct number of the beast, 

Anti prov'd that we must be the men 
To brinj^ this work about again ; 

And tho,,- who I Irl the first foundation, 

( wllipleli. ihr ill. III' nii-ltluli. 

ki.r wild have elti^ !<■ I'.irry •■n 
So great a work, but we alone ; 

M'hat rhurches have sm h able pastors. 

And previous, piiWerful, pre.u hing in.i^tti's 
Fossess'd with ah^olnte (loininiiins 
O'er bretliren’s purses and opinions ? 

And trusted witli the double keys 
Of H»!avcn, and their warehouses; 

Who. when the cause is in distress. 

Can furnish out what sums they jilease. 
That brooding lie in hankers’ hands. 

To l)c dispos'd at tlieir commands ; 

And daily increase and multiply. 

With doctrine, use, and usury ; 

Can fetch in parties (as in war 
All other heads of cattle are,) 

From th' enemy of all religions. 

As well as higii and low conditions ; 

And share them, from blue ribands, down 
To all blue anrons in the town ; 

From Indices nurried in calleches. 

With cor’ncts at tiieir footman's hreechi s. 
To bawds as fat as mother Nal> ; 

Ml cut" and bc'lv. like i .■•rail. 

« lui p.irts ri> ■ ■'■‘i bsii. r III .1 
U nil nth., III.J ir.iili , til III .1111 ...|i . 

>las one considerable imiirovcment. 

To doulile fortify the cov’nant : 

1 mean our covenants to purcltase 
Dellriquents’ titles and tlie cliun iies: 

That jiass in sale from hand to liand. 
Among ourselves, for current land ; 

And ri-e ,.r fiH, like Indian i. ti.jii., 

Ai . I'nJiPK n. Ihe rate i l f i. iii.in , 

I hir I'c i rc't rvf f..r ret'iiriiiatiun. 

When new ouigoings give occasion • 

Th.ti ku ps ihi I. . III., i.rbreilin n girt. 

The covenant (their creed) t' assert : 

And when th’ have pack’d a parliament. 
Will once more try tn’ expedient ; 

Wlio can already muster friends. 

To serve for ineinhers to our ends. 

That reiiresent no part o’ th’ nation, 

Uut Fisher’s Folly -congregation; 

Are only tools to our intrigues, 

And sit, like geese, to hatch our epgs; 

Wlio, bv their precedents of wit, 

T’ out-fast, oiit-luiter, and out -fit, 

C.in order matters underhand, 

'i'o put all tuis’ness to a stand ; 

I.ay public bills aside for prlv.a(e. 

And make ’em one another drive out: 
Divert the great and necessary. 

With trifles to contest and van ; 

And make the mtion rrjire*i*tit 
A ml si-rn' tor n- in p irli.niu nl , 

(. Ill nut III. .re wi.rk ih.in > an I < il- ne 

III 1’l.iin s u <r, bin Mil hi-l III I-I . 

I nies. II be il.i pulls 1,1 l.iMhal. 

'I b.it alw .<> . |. i-.'il I'. T tiiiid ill., iil.il , 

Can '■< t ii|i gr.'indi .■ .igairi't trand- c, 

'I II -qii'ii.ilt-r inne luay <11111 b ii'd.< . 

Make lords and commoners lay sieges 
To one another's jirivileges ; 

And rather than compound the quarrel, 
Kngage, to th’ inevitable peril 
Of both their ruins ; th' only scope 
A nd consolation <if our hope : 

Who tho’ we do not play tne game. 

Assist as much by giving aim. 

Can introduce oiir ancient arts. 

For hearts of factions t’ act their parts; . 
Know what a leading voice is worth • 

A seconding, a third, or fourth ; 

How much a casting voice comes to. 

That turns up trump of Ay or No; 

And by adjusting all at th’ end. 

Share every one nis dividend. 

An art that so much study cost. 

And now ’g in danger to be lost, 

Unless our ancient virtuosos, 

7 hat found it out, get into th’ Houses. 

1 hese are the ciUirses that we took 
•To carry things by hook or crook : 

And pracUs d down from forty-four. 

Until they turn’d us out of door. 
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Besides the lierds of houltfeus 
We set on work without the house ; 

Wi'<-i> cv'rv kiilcht .Hid citi/en 
Ims p* 1. w-l jiive J<.'uriii'>meii, 

Tn l.r.iu: ilicm in loicnigein e ' 

I'roiii .ill j... lilts 1.1 ilie t.illilt's n-ii .. , 

\|.il I.U ibi- l.iblins i.|'bi.|b lloi.-i-s 
tv iih i.i.liii.' mipi.rl.iiil bii//i.s. 

'•i l lip . i.ii iiiiiii I . . f . .il il'. 

To pack designs without the walls; 

Ex.amine and draw up all news. 

And fit it to our present use. 

Agree upon the plot o’ th’ farce, 

And ev’ry one his part reliearse. 

Make q.’s of answers, to waylay 
What th’ otlier party 's like to say ; 

What rejiartoes, ana smart reflections, 

Shall lie return’d to all objections ; 

And whosliall l)n?ak file m.-istor jest. 

And what, and liow, upon the rest ; 

Help pamphlets out, witli false editions. 

Of pn.fier slanders and seditions; 

And treasdn for a token send 
Hy letter to a eountiy friend : 

Ii|sper<e lampoons, the onlv wit 
1 h.ii null, like biiii.l itN, I ..iiiimI , 

Wit folser than a padder’s face. 

That all his owner d' es, betrays ; 

Who therefore dares not trust it, when 
He 's in his calling to be seen. 

Disperse the dung on barren earth. 

To bring new weeds of discord forth ; 

Be sure to keep up congregations. 

In sjiite of laws and proclamations, 

For charlatans can do no good, 

Until they 're mounted in a crowd, 

And when they ’re punish’d, all the hurt 
Is but to fare the better for 't : 

As long as confessors are sure 
Of double pay for all th’ endure ; 

And what ihcv earn in jiersecution. 

Are paid t’ a groat in contribution. 

Whence some tub-holders-forth have ici.'ule 
In powd’ring tubs tlieir ricliest trade ; 

And, while they keep their shops in prison, 
Have found their prices strangely risen, 
Disdain to own the least regret 
For all the Ulitistain hlooti w’ have let ; 

'T will save our credit, and maintain 
Our title to do so again : 

That needs not cost one dram of sense. 

But pertinacious iinpudcni e. 

Our constancy t’ our principles, 

In time wear out all things else : 

Dike marble statues, rubh’d in jiicces. 

With gallantry of pilgrim’s kisses: 

While those who turn tmd wind their o.Tths, 
Have swell'd and sunk, like other froths : 
Prevail’d a while, but 't was not long 
Before from world to world they swung: 

.As they liad turn'd from side to side, 

And is tio ..h.ii.gt lings liv'd, lli.y d'.i .1 
■| hu» s,-,id, ih' iiiiiiaiieni s|,iies.iin ii,:ir 
Could now contain himself no longer; 

Who liad not spar'd to show his piques 
Against th’ haranguer’s politics, 

Witli smart remarks, of leering faces. 

And annotations of grimaces. 

After h’ had minister’d a dose 
Of snufl-mundungus to his nose. 

And powder’ll th’ inside of his skull, 

I Instead of th’ outward johbemole. 

He shook it, with a scornful look, 

^ On th’ adversary, and thus he spoke: 

In dressing a calf’s head, altlio’ 

The tongue and brains together go. 

Both keep so great a distance here, 

’T Is strange if ever they come ne.ir ; 

For who did ever play his gambols. 

With such insullerable rambles ; 

To make the bringing In the King, * 
And keeping of him out, one thing ? 

Which none could do, but those that swore 
T’ as point-blank nonsense heretofore : 

That to defend, wa.s to invade. 

And to assassinate, to aid : 

Uiiles.s, because you drove him out, 

(And that was never made a doubt,) 

No power is able to restore 

Ana bring him in, but on your score: 

A spiritual doctrine, that conduces 
Most properly to all your uses. 
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' r it true, a scorpion's oil is said 
To cure the wounds the vermin made; 1030 

And weapons, dtest witli salves, restore 
And heal the hurts thev gave before : 

But whether Presbyterians have 
So much ^ood nature as the salve, 

Or virtue in them as the vermin, 1035 

Those who have tried them can determine. 

Indeed, ’tls jiity you should miss 
Th’ arrears of all your servires. 

And for th’ eternal obligation 

Y' have laid upon ih’ ungrateful nation, 1010 

Be Us’d so unconscionably hard, 

As not to find a just reward. 

For letting Rapine loose, and Murther 
To rage just so far, but no further ; 

And setting all the land on fire, 1015 

To bum t' a scantling, but no higher ; 

For vent’ring to assassinate, 
cAnd cut the throats of church and state ; 

And not b’ allow’d the fill st men 
To take the chatge of both again, IOjO 

Especially that have the grace 
Of self-denying, gifted face ; 

Who, when your projects have mi<w'arr\’a. 

Can lay them, with undiunted Ibreheatl, 

On those you painfully treuann’d, 1055 

And sprinkleu in at seconn hand ; 

As we have been, to share the guilt 
Of Christian blood devoutly spilt ; 

For so our ignorance was tiainin'd 

To damn ourselves, t' avoid h’ing damn’d ; 1060 

Till finding your old foe, the hangm in. 

Was like to lurch you at backgammon, 

And win your necks upon the set. 

As well as ours, who did hut bet ; 

(For he had drawn your ears before, 1065 

And nick’d them on the self same score;) 

We threw the box and dice away. 

Before y’ had lost us, at foul jilay ; 

And brought you down to rook, and lie. 

And fancy only, on the by; 1070 

Redeem’d your forfeit jobbernoles. 

From perching upon lofty poles ; 

And rescu’d all your outward traitors 
From hanging up like alliguors ; 

For which ingeniously y' have show’d 1075 

Your Presbyterian gratitude ; 

Would freely have paid us home In kind. 

And not have been one rope behind. 

Thore were your motives to divide, 

And scruple on the other side, 1080 

To turn your zealous frauds, and force, 

To fits of constricnce and remorse : 

To be convinc'd they were In vain. 

And face about for new again : 

For truth no more unveil’d your eyes, iOS5 

Than maggots when they turn to flies: 

And therefore all your lights and calls 
Are but apocryphal, and false, 

To charge us with the c.om'equenccs 

Of all your native Insolences ; loyO 

That to your own Impel ious wills 

Laid law and gospel neck and heels: i 

Corrupted the Old Testament, 

To serve the New for jireccdent: 

T' amend its errors ami defects, 1(I05 

With murther and rebellion-texts ; 

Qf which there is not any one 
In all the book to sow upon ; 

And therefore (from your tribe) the Jews 
Held Christian doctrine forth in use ; 1100 

As Mahomet, your chief, twgan 
To mix them in the Alcoran ; 

Denounc’d and pray’d with fierce devotion. 

And bended elbows on the cushion ; ^ 

Stole from the beggars all your tones, 1105 

And gifted mortltylng groans ; 

Had lights where better eyes were blind, 

As pigs are said to see the wind ; 

Fill’d Bedlam with predestination, 
f-nd Knightsbridge with illumination ; 1110 

Made children, with your tones, to run for ’t 
As bad at Bloody-bones or Lunsford ; 

While women great with child miscanry’d. 

Pot being to malignants marry’d . 

Transform’d all wives to Dalilahs, 1115 

Whose husbands were not for the cause; 

And turn’d the men to teti-hom’d cattle. 

Because they came not out to battle ; 

Made tailors’ ’prentices turn heroes. 

For fiMur of being traiufbrm'd to Mecoa; 1120 


And rather forfeit their indentures. 

Than not esp'^use the salnU' adventures ; 

Could transubstantiate, metamorphose, 

And charm whole herds of lieasts like Orpheus ; 
Enchant the king’s and church’s lands, lliS 

T' obey and follow their commands; 

And settle on a new freehold, 

As Marclay-hill had done of old. 

Could turn Ih’ cov’nant, and translate 

The gospel into sjioons and |>late ; 1150 

Expound upon all merchants’ cashes. 

And open tii’ inlricalcst places ; ^ 

Could catechise a money-lMix, 

And prove all pouches orthodox ; 

Until the cause hei a ne a Pamon, 1 135 

And ^yt'lia^ the wicke<l MaiiMii'‘n. 

And \il, in >iMle nl all yoiir charms 
To conjure Legion up in arms ; 

.And raise more devils in the rout 

Than e’er y' were able to cast out, 1110 

Y’ have Ire’en redac’d, and by these fools, 

Bred up, you say, in your own schools ; 

VVho, tno’ but gifted at your feet, 

Have m-'ule it plain they have more wit ; 

By whom y’ have been so oft trepann’d, • 1 1 1 i 
And held forth out of all command. 

Out-gifted, out-impiils’d, out-done, 

And out-reveal’d at l arryings-on : 

Of ill >..urdi.pi n ati ii. w. rni'd, 

Oi,f .pr.>\iJeii< M, and oiil rel.am J; 

Kjriled <>ul ot • liiiri h and ile, 

.\iid all ibmg'. bill (he penple s hale . 

And spiTiiid out I'f Ih i-ni nmeiits 
Of prt. ii)ii», eil.f'lng emplm mi-nO, 

Kv lll..•e wh-i lr»L’ d ilieir C'li- and grj. 11.55 

Like belter bow Icr", in vnir |>l.ii'c>i ; 

.All wbiihy..ii bore wnfi resolution, 

Charg’d on th’ account of jicrseculion: 

And tho’ most righteously oppress’d, 

Ag dost your wills, stilJ acquiesc’d ; J IbO 

And never humm'd and hau d sedition. 

Nor snuflled treason nor misprison : 

Thai is. because you never durst ; 

For hail \ou preach’d and jiray’d your worst, 

A las ! you were no longer able 1165 

'J'o rai.se your of tlie rabble : 

One single red-roat sentinel 
Out-ebarm’d the magic of the spell ; 

And with his squirt nre, could disperse 

Whole troops, w itli chajiter rais’d, and verse. 1170 

We know too well those tricks of yours, 

To U.-ixr li i-ii r ill yoiii pow‘r»; 
t»r tru.t -jiir '•.iteiic', or undoings, 

1 o V-'lir di-.|-'>'lng of III g -liigs ; 

i»r to i.'iir .•r.l'riiig I’lov.dcnce, ll?.*! 

One l.irl>img'<. worth of i uiio qiierice. 

I'ur had you power to uiideimmt, 

Or wit to carry a design, 

Or correspondence to trepan, 

Inv, Igic, or betrav one man ; 1 liiO 

'i’herc ’s nothing else that intervenes, 

And bars your ze d to use the means ; 

.And therefore wondrous like, no doubt. 

To bring in kings, or keep them out; 

Brave undertakers to restore, I IS.i 

That l uuld not kce|i yourselves in pow’r ; 

T’ advance the int’reiits of the crow n, 

That wanted wit to keen your own. 

'T is true, you have (for I’d he loih 
To wrong ye) done your parts in both, 1 1'.iO 

To keep iiim out. and liring him in. 

As grace is intriHliic'd by sin. 

For 't was your zealous want of sense, 

And sanctify ’d impertinence, 

Your carrying business in a huddle, 1 1'.15 

That forc'd our rulers to new model ; 

Oblig’d the state to tack about, 

Aqd turn you root and branch, all out , 

To reform^lo, one and all, 

T’ your great Croysado general, 1 fdO 

Your greedy slav’ring to devour, 

Before 't was in your clutches’ pow’r. 

That sprung the game you were to set. 

Before y' had time to draw the net ; 

Your spite to see the church’s lands 11105 

Divided into others' hands, 

And all your sacrilegious ventures 
J.aid out in tickets and debentures : 

Your envy to be sprinkled down, ' 

By under-churches in the town ; 1:219 

And no course us d to stop their mouths. 

Nor the Independent's spreading growths. 
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All which consider’d, ’t Is most true 
None bring him in so much as jou ; 

Who have prevail’d bejond the plots, 

'I’he midnight juntos, and seal'd knots; 
'I'hat thrive more by your zealous piques. 
Than all their own rash politics. 

And this way you may claim a share 
In carrying (as you brag) tli' alimr ; 

Else frogs and loads, that croak'd the Jews 
From Pharaoh, and his brick-kilns, loose; 
And flies and mange, tliat set them free 
From task masters and slavery. 

Were likelier to do the feat, 

In an indiff’rent man's conceit; 

For who e’er heard of restoration. 

Until your thorough reformation ? 

That is, the king’s and churclt’s landi 
Were s«‘qutster’d ini' other hands: 

For only then, and not before, 

Vour eyes weie o]>en’d to restore ; 

And when the work was carrying on, 

Who cross’tl it, hut yourselves alone ? 

As by a worlii of hints appears. 

All plain and extant, as your ears. 

Eut first o’ th’ first : '1 he isle of Wight 
Will rise up, if you should deny ’t ; 

Where Henderson, and th’ other Masses, 
Were sent to cap texts, and put cases ; 

Tn pass for deep and learned scholars, 
Altno' but paltry Ob and Sellers : 

As if th' un.s<‘asonable fools 

Had been a loursing in the schools; 

Until th’ liad prov'd the devil author 
O’ th* c'ov’iiant, and the cause his daughter. 
For when they charg’d him witli the guilt 
Of all the blood that had been spilt ; 

Th’ did not mean he wrought th' effusion 
In perstm like Sir Pride or Hewson ; 

Hut only those who first begun 
The qu.irrel, were by him set on ; 

And who could those be but the saints. 
Those reformation-termagants ? 

Hut ere this pass’d, the wise debate 
Spent HO much time, if grew too late : 

For Oliver had gotten ground, 

T’ encio c him with his warriors round; 
Had iirought his providence aliout. 

And turn'd th’ untimely sophists out. 

Nor had the Uxbridge hus’noss less 
Oftionsense in 'f, or soitishncss; 

When from a scoundrel holder forth, 

The scum, a.s well as son o’ t' eartlj, 

Your miglity senators took law, 

At his command were forc’d f withdraw. 
And sacrifice tlie peace o’ th' nation 
To doctrine, use, and a]>plication. 

So when the Scots, your constant cronies, 
Th’ espou.sers of your cause and monies. 
Who liad so often in your aid, 

So many ways been soundly paid, 

Uamc In at last for better ends, 

To prove themselves your trustv friends; 
You basely left them,'and the tnurch 
They train’d you up to, in the lurch. 

And •■ufli r'il your own tribe of Christian* 
'I'o fill iH’liiie, at true I'lilli-iiiu s. 

'1 his sliOWt what uli nsils y' h.ive betn, 

I'o bririiT the king'i concernments in ; 
Which is so far from being true. 

That none but he can bring in you; 

And if he take you into trust. 

Will find you most exactly just ; 

Such as will punctually repay 
With double interest, andWtray. 

Not that 1 think these pantonumes. 

Who vary actions with the times. 

Are less ingenious in their art. 

Than those who dully act one part ; ^ 

Or those who turn from side to side, • 
More guilty than the wind and tide. 

All countries Are a wise man’s home. 

And so are governments to some, 

VV^o change 'them for the same Intrigue* 
use in breaking leagues. 
While otlicrs in old faiths and irotiis, 

^ok odd, as out-of-fashion’d clothes; 

*» an old opinion, 

^ whanever shift their linen. 

I^or true and Eiithfiui ’s sure to lose. 
Which way soever the game gocsi 
And whether parUes lose or win, 

U alwajt QkJt’d, or else he^’d ia. 
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While pow'r usurp’d, like ttol*n delight, 

! Is more liewitchlng than the right, 

And when the times begin to aih r, 

I None rise so high as from the halter, 

And so may we, if w’ have but seuse 
To use the necessary means ; 

And not your usual stratagems 
On one another, lights and drearas.' 

To stand on terms as positive, 

As if we did not take, liut give; 

Set up the covenant on ci utcheSf 
’Oain->t those w'ho have us in their clutcbee. 
And dream of pulling churches down, 

Jlef. le 'll- ..re 'iir. to i.iop uur own 
Your . ml miMh.il ul prnrei ding, 

U iihi III il'ii- 1 irnal ine.in-t (-f hrei iimg : 

W hu, luixi yiiiir inw iid siri.-e and oiiiwiril. 
Are wor.>e, tfian if y had none, accoutred. 

I grant all courses are in vain, 

Unle..s we c.in get in again ; 

'1 be .T.l) w.iv iiui s lift u. now. 

Kill .III me Iiillii ullv how 
'll. iriii- w' h iv.- m..n<'\ , the only power 
Thu .ill ll■.ulklI■d l.iiis ih-uii In li.re 
Mom V, th it, like tiie swnrd of kings, 

Is the last reason of all things; 

.\iul ilieri.li-re imm‘i 1 mil ili.aiLii our pl.iv 

II IS ill ailv.inl.igi . that was 

.As long . 1 ' men have laiih i.i >*.‘11, 

.And llll•■■l uiih those that tan |iay wi ll . 

U fi.i.ii h ilf-.iarv'ij pride and .ivarice, 

I ine • liiiii h and si.ite w ill not sullu c, 

I' ei|ii.se to - lie, hi -ide the wages 
(M'Kti-ring pidgui- M alter .{ges. 

Nor is our iiioiiiy lev. our own, 

I I. in ’I w.is htlo’re up laid it tiown . 

For ’I will return, and turn i’ aci ouni, 

If we are brought in play upon 't ; 

Or hut, by casting knaves, get in, 

Wliai pow’r can hinder us to win ? 

We know the arts we us’d before, 

In peace and War, and something more ; 

And by th’ unfortunate events. 

Can mend our next experiments. 

For when we are taken into trust, 

Ilo'w easy are the wisest chous’d ? 

Who see but th’ outsides of our feats, 

And not their secret springs and weights ; 
And while they 're busy at their ease, 

Can carry what designs we please : 

How easy is ’i to serve for agent#, 

To rirosecute our old engagements ? 

To keep the good old cause on foot. 

And prevent pi w’r from taking root; 
Inflame them both with false ^arms 
Of plots, and parties taking arms. 

To keep the nation's wounds too wide 
From healing up of side to side ; 

I’roftss the passionai'si concerns. 

For both their interests by turns. 

The onlv way t’ improve our own, 

By dealing fdthfully with none: 

(As ImywIs nm true, by being made 
On purpose false, and to be sway’d ;) 

For if we sfiould be true to either, 

’T would turn us out of both together ; 

And tlu-rcfore have no other means 
To stand upon our own de&nce. 

But keeping up our ancient par^ 

In vigour, confident and he?rty : 

To reconcile our late distienters. 

Our brethren, tho’ by other venters ; 

Unite them, and their difFYent maggots. 

As long and short sticks are in faggots ; 

And make them join again as close. 

As when they first began t* espouse : 

Erect them into separate 

New Jewish tribes, in church and state i 

To Join in rtiarriage and commerce. 

And only 'mong themselves converse, , 
And all that are not of their mind, 

Make enemies to all mankind: 

Take all religions in, and stickle 
Prom conclave down to conventicle: 
Agreeing still, or disagreeing. 

According to the light in being, 
hometimes for liberty of conscience. 

And spiritual misrule in one seuse : 

But in another quite contrary. 

As dispensations chance to vary i 
And stand for, as the times wlU iMaiii, 

AU ctAnuracUciions of the spirit : 
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F’roUrt their emiMarie*, cmpow'rM 
To preaoh <r><lition, an'l tho wor'l ■ 

Ainl »h*‘n ihi-» 're litiii|>crM !■> ili-.- la»», 

111 ihi* Ijb'rtrs l■•r ilio i-.iii'i- ; 1 100 

And turn tho persecution t»Rrlc 
t)n those that made the first attack. 

To keep them equally in awe. 

From break inft or maintaining law ; 

-And when they have their fits too soon, 1 103 

llofore the full tides of the tuoon ; 

J*ut off their zeal t’ a fitter season, 

I’or sowing faction in, and trca-son ; 

And keep them hootkal, and their churches. 

Like hawks from baiting on their ihtcIu-s ; MIO 
That wlien the blessed time shall come 
Of quitting Babylon and Rome, 

The» may be renlv to r^ture 
Their own lifib inon irchv one." n..iri . 

Meanwhile Ilf l•vlll r arm J to feu- c 1415 

Against revolts of Providence, 

I4» wairhing n imm l> , aivl -o ii-pli- ' 

Ail blind Kiili-s of It, 11 lh> \ !■ ipi • >i 
For if lUi cess could in Ac u. uiii -. 

Our ruin turn'd us miscreants; 1 i'^O 

A scandal that would fall too hard 
Upon a few, and unprepar’d. 

These are the courses we must run, 

'Spite of our heurts, or be undone . 

.\nd not to stand on terms and fro.i'is, 1425 

Before we have secur’d our necks ; 

But do our work, as out of sight, 

As stars by day, and suns by night : 

All license of the people own. 

In opposition to the crown ; 1130 

-And from the crown as fiercely side, 

The head and laxly to divide : 

The end of all we first design’d. 

And all that yet remains behind ; 

Be sure to spare no public rapine, 1 435 

On all emergencies that happen ; 

For 't is as easy to supplant 
Authority, as men in want ; 

-As some of us, in trusts, hai^e made 

The one hand with the other trade; 1410 

(rain'd vastly by their joint endeavour, 

The right a thief, the left receiver ; 

And what the one, by triiks, forestaii'd. 

The other, by a slv, retail'd. 

For gain has wonderful eflbcts 1145 

T ’ improve the factory of sects 
Thefule of faith in all professions. 

And great Diana of th' Kphosians ; 

Whence turning of religion 's made 

'I'hc means to turn and wind a trade. 1450 

And tho’ some <;hange it for the worse, 

They put themselves into a course ; 

And draw in store of customers, 

'fo thrive the better In commerce : 

For all religions flock together, 1155 

Like tame and wild fowls of a featlier ; 

To nab the itches of their sects. 

As Judes do one another's necks, 
lienee 't is hypocrisy as well 

AVill serve t’ improve a church as zeal ; 1400 

As e.xecution or promotion, 

Do equally advance devotion, 
liCt bus’ness, like ill Vatches, go 
Sometimes too fast, sometimes too slow ; 

F*r things in order are put out 1465 

So easy, case itself will do 't ; 

Rut when the fate design’d and meant, 

AVhat miracle can oar th’ event ? 

For ’t is more easy to betray, 

Than ruin any other way. 1470 

All possible occasions start, 

The weightiest matters to divert ; 

Obstruct, jierplex, distract, entangle, 

And lay {perpetual trains to wrangle. 

But in anairs of less import, 147.5 

That neithfr do us good nor hurt ; 

^d they receive as little l>y, 

(Jut-fawn as much, and out-comply ; 

And seem as scrupulously just. 

To bait our hooks for greater tru d 1480 

But still be careful to cry down 
All public actions, tlio* our own ; 

The least miscarriage aggravate, 

And charge it all upon uie state : 

Kxpress the horrid’st detestation, 1485 

And pity the distracted nation. 

Tell stories scandalous and false, 

V th' proper languag* of cabal«. 


I Where all a subtile statesman says. 

Is half in words, and half in face ; 1 lOd 

(As Spaniards talk in dialogues 

Of heads and shoulders, nods and shrugi :) 

Intrust it under solemn vows 
Of mum, and silence, and the rose. 

To be retail'd again in whispers, 1 Tl; 

For th’ easy credulous to disjicrse. 

Thus far the statesman— when a shout. 

Heard at a distance, put him out; 

And straight another, all aghast, ^ 

Uiish’d in with equal fear and haste : " i 'O'J 

Who star'd alxiut as pale as death. 

And, for a while, as out of breath ; 

Till having gather’d up his wits, . 

He thus began his tale by fits ; 

That beastly rabble that came down 
From all the garrets— in the town 
And stalls, and shon-hoards,— in vast swarms. 

With new chalk'd bills — and rusty arms, 

T o cry the cause— up, heretofore, 

-And bawl the bishojis -out of door : 1510 

-Are now drawn up in greater shoals. 

To roast .and hnil in .*11 the rcnli. 

And all I he grandees— ill our ineinUers, 

Are carbonadlng — on the embers 

Knights, citizens, and burgesses— 1015 

Held fortli rump.s— of pigs and geesp, 

That serve for characters— and badges 
To represent tlteir personages : 

Each bonfire Is a fun’ral pile, 

In which they roast — and scorch, and broil, 1520 

And ev’ry representative 

Have vow’d to roast— and broil alive : 

And 't Is a miracle we are not 
Already sacrific’d incarnate. 

For while we wrangle here, and jar, 1525 

\\ ' .tre grill'd all at Temple b i> 

■s.Miie on the sign po-.l of an ale lll'■"<■ 

II ing. III efiig\, on the gjilow-. 

Mant* up of lag', to persouate 

ReH|>eru»e oill, er' of slate; 15.5ii 

TliiU ben.ef.rtli tliey ml' 'land rr|ii"i ■!, 
i’lo'i'rili <1 III 1 iw, mdetii utid. 

And while the work was c.urying on, 

Be ready listed under Dun, 

That worthy patriot, once the bellows 1 535 

And tindermox of all his fellows, 

The activ’st member of the five. 

As well :is the most primitive 
Who, for his faithful service then. 

Is chosen for a fifth again ; 1 540 

(For since the state has made a quint 
Of generals, he’s listed in’t: 

This worthy, as the world will say, 

Is paid in specie, his own way : 

For, mouldetl to the life in clouts, 15 1 5 

Th’ have pick’d from dunghills hereabouts, 

He 's mounted on a hazel bavin, 

A ciopt, malignant baker gave him ; 

And to the largest bonfire riding. 

They 've roasted Cook already, and Fride in. 155( 
On whom, in cmiipage and state, 

His scare-crow feilow-menilxjrs wait. 

And inarch in order, two and two. 

As at thanksgivings th’ us’d to do ; 

Each in a tatter’d talisman, 1555 

Like vermin in effigy slain. 

But what’s more dreadful than the rest, 

Those rumps are but the tail o’ th’ beast, 

Set up by Popish engineers, 

As by the crackers plainly appears ; 1 560 

For none but Jesuits have a mission 
To preach the faith with ammunition. 

Ana propagate the church with powder ; 

Their founder was a blown-up soldier. 

These spiritual pioneers o’ tho whores 1 56 i 

That have khe cnarge of all her stores. 

Since first tncy fail’d in their designs, 

To take in heav’n by springing mines. 

And witli unanswerable barrels 

Of gun-powder, dispute their quarrels ; 157ij 

Now take a course more practicable. 

By laying trains to fire the rabble, 

And filow us up in th’ open streets, 

Disguis’d in Rumps, like Sambenites; 

More like to ruin and confound, 1 575 

Than all their doctrines under groirid. 

Nor have they chosen rumps amis.s. 

For symbols of state^mysteries ; 

Tho’ some suppose ’t was but to show 

How much they scorn’d the salnta, tlie few ; 158'* 
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\Vl»o, ’cause thej 're wasted to the stumps, 

Arc represented best by rumps. 

Put Jesuits have deeper reacncs 
In all their politic far-fetches ; 

And from their coptlc priest, pircherus, 1586 
P’ound out this mystic way to jeer us. 

Kor as tli' Egyptians us’d ny bees 
1" express their antique Ptolemies, 

And bv their stings the swords they wore, 

11 old for authority and power : 1.090 

Pocause these subtile animals 
Pear all their interest in their tails; 

And when they ’re once impair’d in that, 

A re banish’d tneir well-order'd state ; 

Tliey thought all governments were best 1.095 
Py hieroglyphic rumps exprest. 

For as in bodies natural, 

'I’he rump ’s the fundament of all, 

So, in a commonwealth, or realm, 

'Phe government is call'd the helm : IfiOO 

With which, like vessels under sail. 

They ’re turn'd and winded by the tall. 

The tail which birds and fishes steer 
Their courses with, through sea and air ; 

To wlumi the rudder of the rumji is 160.0 

'Phe same thing with the stern and com]>ass. 

This shows how perfectly the rump 
And commonwealth in nature jump. 

For as a fly that goes to bed. 

Pests with his tail above his head; 1610 

So, in this mongrel state of ours, 

'Pile rabble are the supreme pow'rs, 

'Phat hors’d us on their backs, to show U5 
A jadlsh trick at last, and throw us. 

The learned iiabbins of the .Tews 161.'> 

Write there ‘h a bone, which they call Inez, • 

I’ th’ rump of man, of such a virtue, 

No force in nature can do hurt to ; 

And therefore, at the last great day. 

All th’ other members shall, they say, 1620 

Spring out of this, as from a seed 
All sorts of vegetables proceed ; 

From whence the learned sons of art 
Oa aacrum justly style that part. 

Then what can better represent, 1625 

Than this rump bone, the Parliament, 

That, after sev'^ral rude ejections. 

And as prodigious resurrections. 

With new reversions of nine lives, 

Starts up, and, like a cat, revives? lO.lO 

But now, alas ! they 're all expir’d, 

And th’ House, as well as members, fir’d. 

F-onsum’d in kennels by the rout. 

With which the other fires put out ; 

Condemn’d t’ ungoveming distress, 1635 

And paltry, private wretchedness f 


Worse than the devil, to privation. 

Beyond all hopes of restoration ; 

And parted like the body and soul. 

From all dominion and control. IGIO 

We, who could lately with a look 
Enact, establi.sh, or revoke ; 

WliosT! arbitrary nods gave law, 

And frowns kept multitudes in awe ; 

Before the bluster of whose luifP, 16 ! '> 

All hats, as in a storm, flew of!'; 

Ador’d and t>ow’d to by the great, 

Down to the footman and valet : 

Had more bent knees than cha)iel mats, 

And prayers, than the crowns of hats ; 1 6 i ,0 

Shall now be scorn’d as wretchedly 
For ruin ’s just as low as high ; 

Which might be suffer’d, were it all ' 

The horror that attends our fall ; 

For some of us have scores more largo 1 f 

Than heads and quarters can discharge 
And others, who, by restless scrapitig, 

With public frauds, and private rapine. 

Have mighty heaps of wealth amass’d. 

Would gladly lay all down at lust : 1660 

And to be but undone, entail 
Their vessels on perpetual jail ; 

And ble.ss the dev’l to make them farms 
Of forfeit souls on no worse terms. 

This said, a near and louder shout 1665 

Put all til’ assembly to the rout : 

Who now began to outrun tlieir fear. 

As horses do from those they bear ; 

But crowded on with so nrvgch haste. 

Until th’ had block’d the passage fast, 1670 

And barricado’d it with haunches 
Of outward men, and bulks and paunches. 

And with their shoulders strove to squeeze 
And rather save a crippled piece 
Of all their crush’d ana broken members, 1675 

Than have them grllly'd on the embers; 

Still pressing on with lieavy packs 
Of one another on their backs ; 

The vanguard could no longer bear 

The charges of the forlorn rear ; 16S0 

But, borne down headlong by the rout, 

W ere trampled sorely under foot ; 

Yet nothing prov’d so formidable, 

As th’ honid cook’ry of the rabble t 

And fear, that keeps all ibeling out, « CS5 

As lesser pains are by tbe gout . 

Keliev’d ’em with a fresh supply 

Of rallied force, enough to fly. 

And beat a ’Tuscan running horse. 

Whose jockey rider, is all spurs. 1690 
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PART THIRD. CANTO THIRD. 


THE argument. 

Tht KniffM and Squire'* }>rodigimts, flight 
To quit th* enchanted bow'r by night: 

He plods to turn his am’rous suit 
T' A plea in law, and prosecide 
Repairs to counsel to adntse 
’Rout managing the enterprise i 
Rttifirst resolves to try by letter, 

And one more fair address, to get her. 


WHO would bcllere what strange bugbears 
Mankind creates itself, of fears. 

That spfInK, like fern, that insect weed, 
Equirocally without seed, 

And hare no possible foundation. 

But merely in th’ imagination ! 

And yet can do more dreadflil feats 
Than hags, with all their imps and teats ; 
Make more bewitch and haunt thenueires. 
Than all their,narseries of elves. 

For fear does things so like a witch, 

"f is nard t’ unriddle which Is which : 

Sets up communities of senses, 

To chop and change inteHigences ; 

As Roslcruclan Tirtuosos 

Can see with ears, and hear with noses; 

And when they neither see nor hear. 

Have more than both supplied by fear ; 

That makes them in the aark see visions. 
And hag themselves with apparitions: 

And when their eyes discover least. 

Discern the subtlest ob^jects best : 

Do things, not contrary alone, 

To th* course of nature, but its own ; 

The courage of the bravest daunt. 

And turn ^troe onas valiant : 

For men as resolute appear, 

With too much as too little fear ; 

And when they 're out of hopes of flying. 
Will run away from death by dying; 

Or turn again to stand it out. 

And those they fed, like lions, rout. 

This Hudibras had prov'd too true. 

Who, by the ftiries left perdue. 

And haunted, with detachments sent 
From Marshal Legion's regiment. 

Was by a fiend, as i^ounteifeit. 

Reliev'd and rescu’d with a cheat ; 

Wlien nothing but himself, and fear. 

Was both the Imps and conjurer ; 

As, by th* rules o* th’ virtuou, 

Ct follows in due form of poesy. 

Disguis'd in all the mask or night, 

We left our champion on his flight, 

At blind-man’s buff, to grope his way, 

In equal fear of night and day ; 

Who took his dark and desp’rate course. 

He knew no better than his horse : 

And by an unknown devil led, 

(He knew as little whither) fled. 

He never was In greater n^, 

Nor lets capacity of speed i 
Disabled, both in man and beast, 

To fly ar4 run away his best: 


To keep the enemy, and fear. 

From equal failing on his rear. 

And though with kicks and bangs he plied 
The ftirlher and the nearer side: 

5 (is seamen ride with all their force. 

And tug as if they row’d the horse ; 

A no vhen the hackney sails most swift. 
Believe they lag, or run adrift : ) 

So, though nc posted e’er so fast, 

10 His fear was greater than his haste : 

For fear, though fleeter than the wind, 
Believes 't is always left behind. 

But when the mom began t’ appear. 

And shift t’ another scene his fear ; 

15 He found his new officious shade, 

That came so timely to his aid. 

And forc’d him from the foe V escape, 

Had turn'd itself to Ralpho's shape. 

So like in person, garb, and pitch, 

20 'T was hard t’ interpret which was which. 
For Ralpho had no sooner told 
The lady all he had t* unfold, 

But she convey’d him out of sight. 

To entertain th' approaching Knight ' 

25 And while he gave himself diversion, 

T’ accommodate his beast and person. 

And put his beard into a posture 
At bMt ail vantage to accost her ; 

She order'd th’ antimasquerade 
30 (For his reception) aforesaid : 

But when the ceremonv was done, 

The lights put out, ana furies gone ; 

And Hudibras, among the rest, 

Conveytd away, as Ralpho guess’d ; 

35 The wretcheii caitiff* all alone 
(As he believ’d) begsm to moan, 

And tell his story to himself, 

The Knight mistook him for an elf; 

And did so still, till he began 
40 To scrupf; at Ralph's outward man : 

And thought, because they oft agreed 
T’ appear In one another’s stead. 

And act the saint’s and devil’s part. 

With undistingulshable art, 

45 Th^ might have done so now, perhaps. 
And put on one another’s shapes ; 

And therefore, to resolve the doubt, 

He star’d upon him, and cried out. 

What art ? my Squire, or that bold spright 
60 That took his place and shape lest night ; 
Rome busy, independent pug. 

Retainer to his synagofue ? 

Alas I quoth he, I’m none of those, 

Tour bosom-friends, as yon suppose ; 
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Bat Ralph himself, your trusty Squire, 

Who has dragg'd your Donshiii out o' th’ mire, 110 
And from th’ enchantments ot a widow, 

Wli’ had turn’d you into a beast, have freed you ; 

A nd, though a prisoner of war. 

Have brought you safe where now you are ; 

Which you would fatefully repay, 1 15 

Your constant Pre^yterian way. 

That '8 stranger, quoth the Knight, and stranger : 
Who gave thee notice of my danger ? 

Quoth he, Th’ infernal conjurer 
Pursu’d and took me prisoner ; 120 

And knowing you were hereabout. 

Brought me along to find you out. 

Where I in hugger-mugger hid. 

Have noted all they said or did. 

And though they lay to him the pageant, 

I did not see him, nor his agent ; 

Who play’d their sorceries out of sight, 

T’ avoid a fiercer second light. f 

But didst thou see no devils then ? 

Not one, quoth he, but carnal men, 

A little worse than fiends in hell. 

And that she-devil, Jezebel ; 

That laugh’d and tce-hee’d with derision. 

To see them take your deposition. 

What then, quoth Hudibras, was he 
That play’d the devil J’ examine me ? 

A rallving weaver in the town. 

That did it in a parson’s gown : 

Whom all the parish takes for gifted. 

But, for my part, I ne’er believ'd it: 

In which you told them all your feats. 

Your conscientious fVauds and cheats ; 

Denied your whipping, and confess’d 
The naked truth of all the rest. 

More plainly than the rev’rend writer. 

That to our churches veil’d his mitre. 

All which they took in black and white, , 

And cudgell’d me to underwrite. 

What made thee, when they all were gone, 

And none but thou and 1 alone. 

To act the devil, and forbear 
To rid me of my hellish feai ? 

Quoth he, I knew your constant rate. 

And frame of sp’nt, too olMtinate, 

To be by mo prevail'd upon. 

With any motives of my own : 

And therefore strove to counterfeit 
The devil a while, to nick your wit : 

The dev’l, that is your constant crony. 

That only can prevail upon ye : 

Else we might still have been disputing. 

And they with weighty drubs confuting. 

The Knight, who now began to find 
Th’ had letr th’ enemy behind. 

And saw no further harm remain. 

But feeble wearinea snd pain ; 

Perceiv’d, by losing if their way, 

Th’ had g^n’d th’ advantage of the day, 

And b> declining of the road. 

They find, by chance, their rear made good ; 

He ventur’d to dismiss his fear. 

That 's parting’s wont to rent and tear. 

And gave the desperat’st attack 
To danger still benind his hack. 

For having paus’d to recollect. 

And on his past success reflect, 

T’ examine and consider why. 

And whence, and how he came to fly. 

And when no devil had appear’d. 

What else, it could lie sain, he fear’d ; 

It put him in so fierce a rage. 

He once resolv’d to re-engage j 
Toss’d like a foot-ball back again, 

With shame, and vengeance, and disdain. 

Quoth he. It was thy cowardice 
That made me from this leaguer rise ; * 

And when I 'd half reduc’d the place, • 

To quit It Infamously base. 

Wm better cover’d by the new 
Arriv’d detachment, than I knew ; 

To slight my new acquests, and run 
Victoriously from battles won ; 

* KaJn’d or lost, 

1 o sell them chea|)er than they cost ; 

’To make me put mvself to flight, 
af®"**^*"*’ *J»n away by night ; 

SSri o'LITS th’hau^ty foe 

^rst never have presum'd to do : 

To mount me in the dark by force. 

Upon the haw of my h^r 
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I Expos’d in querpo to their rage, 

Without my arms, and equipage ; 

Lest, if tlwr ventur’d to pursue, 

I might th*^ unequal fight renew : 

And to preserve thy outward man, 2(i5 

Assum’d my place, and led the van. 

All this, quoth Ralph. 1 did, ’t is true, 

Not to preserve myself, nut you. 

You, who were damn’d to baser drubs 
Than wretches feel In powd'ring tubs, 'j! 1 0 

To mount two-wheel’d carroches, worse 
Than managing a wooden horse : 

Dragg’d out tlirough straighter holes by th’ par^. 
Eras’d or coup’d for perjurers. 

Who, though th’ attempt had prov'd in vain, 

Had had no reason to complain ; 

But since it prosper’d, ’t is unhandsome 
To blame the hand that paid your ransom, 

And rescu’d your obnoxious bones . 

From unavoidable batoons. 

The enemy was reinforc'd. 

And we disabled and unhors’d. 

Disarm’d, unqualified for fight. 

And no way left liut hasty flight. 

Which though ’t was desp’rate in th’ attempt, 225 
Has giv’n you freedom to condemn ’t. 

But were your bones in fit condition 
To reinforce the expedition, 

'T is unseasonable and vain. 

To think of falling on again ; ‘vro 

No martial project to suno’l'^, 

Can ever be attempted twice ; 

Nor cast design serve afterwards^ 

As gamesters tear their losing cards : 

Besides, our bangs of man and beast, ?.’?5 

Are fit for nothing now but rest. 

And for a while will not lie able 
To rally and prove serviceable : 

And therefore I, with reason, chose 

This stratagem, t’ amuse our foes, 240 

To make an lumourable retreat. 

And wave a total, sure defeat; 

For those that tly may fight again. 

Which he can never do that ’s slain. 

Hence timely running ’s no mean part 245 

Of conduct in the martial art : 

By which some glorious feats achieve. 

As citizens, by breaking, thri/e : 

And cannons conquer armies, wliile 

They seem to draw ofT and recoil. ^ 250 

’T is held the gallant’st course, and bravest. 

To great exploits, as well as safest. 

That spares th’ expense of time and pains. 

And dang’rous beating out of brains ; 

And in the end prevails as certain 255 

An those that never trust to fortune; 

To make tiieir fear do execution 
Beyond the stoutest resolution: 

As eanhqu-ikes kill without a blow. 

And, only trembling, overthrow. 9C0 

If th’ ancients crown’d their bravest n.en. 

That only sav'd a citizen. 

What victory could e’er be won. 

If ov’ry one would save but one ? 

Or fight endanger’d to be lost, VC5 

Where all resolve to save the most ? 

Bv this means, when a battle ’s won 
The war ’s as far from being done : 

For those that save themselves and fly. 

Go halves, at least, i’ th’ victory ; 270 

And sometimes, when the loss is small. 

And danger great, they challenge all : 

Print new additions to their feats. 

And emendations in gazettes : 

And when, for fririous haste to run, 27 > 

They durst not stay to fire a gun. 

Have done ’t with bonfires, and at home 
Made souibs and crackers overcome : 

To set the rabble on a flame. 

And keep their governors from blame, * kSf* 
Disperse the news the pnlpltAeils, • 

Confirm’d with fireworks, and with bells; 

And though reduc’d to that extreme. 

They have been forc’d to sing Te Drum ; 

Yet, with reli^ous blasidiemy, 2S5 

By flatt’ring Heaven with a lie ; 

And for their boating giving thanks, 

They ’ve rais’d recruits, and fill'd their ranks. 

For those who run from th’ enemy. 

Engage them equally to fly ; VPC 

And when the fight oecomes a chase, 

Those win the that win the race i 

F8 
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And that which would not pass in fights. 

Has done the feats with easy flights, 

KeeoTer'd many a desp'rate campaim i05 

With Bounleauz, Burgundy, ana Clampagne; 
Restor'd the fainting high and mighty 
With brandy-wine and aqua Tit® ; 

And made 'em stoutly overcome 
Witii bacrack, hoccnraore, and mum ; 300 

Whom th' uncontroll’d degrees of Fate 
To victory necessitate ; 

With which, although they run or burn, 

, They unavoidably return ; 

Or else their sultan populaces 305 

( Still strangle all their routed bassas. 

Quoth Hudibras, I understand 
What fights thou mean’st at sea and land. 

And who those were that run away. 

And yet gave out th' had won iho day ; 310 

Although the rabble sous’d them for 't. 

O’er head and ears in mud and dirt. 

’T is true, our modem wjyr of war 
Ih grown more politic by far. 

But not so resolute and Wd, 315 


Nor tied to honour, as the old. 

For now they laugh at giving battle, 

Unless it be to herds of cattle ; 

Or fighting convoys of provision, 

Tlie whole design o' tli' expedition ; 

And not with downright blows to rout 
The enemy, but eat them out : 

As fighting in ail beasts of prey, 

And eating are perform’d one* way ; 

To give defiance to their teeth, 

A nd fight their stubborn guts to death ; 

And those achieve the high’st renown, 

'i'hat bring the other’s stomach down. 

There 's now no fear of wounds, nor maiming. 
All dangers are reduc’d to famine ; 

And feats of arras, to plot, design. 

Surprise, and stratagem, and mine : 

But have no need nor use of courage, 

Unless It be for glory, or forage : 

For If they fight, 't Is but by chance, 

When one siae. vent'ring to advance. 

And come uncivilly too near, 

Are chaig’d unmereifhlly i* th* rear ; 

And forc'd with terrible resistance. 

To keep hereafter at a distance, 

To pick out ground t’ encamp upon 
Wheie store of largest rivers run, 

That serve, lasteoa of peaceful barriers. 

To part th* engagements of their warriors } 
Where both from side to side may skip 
And only encounter at bo-peep: 

For men are found the stoutor-hoarted. 

The ceitainer they ’re to be parted { 

And therefore post themselves in bogs, 

As til’ ancient mice attack’d the 
And made their mortal enemy, 

The water-rat, their strict ally. 

For 't is not now, who 's stout and bold. 

But. who bears hunger best, and cold; 

And he 's approv'd the most deserving. 

Who longest can hold out at starving : 

And he that routs most pigs and cows. 

The formidabiest man at prowess. 

So th’ Emperor Caligula, 

That triumph'd o’er the British sea, 

Took crabs and oysters prisoners, 

And lobsters, 'stead of cuirassiers : 

Engag'd his legions in fierce bustles. 

With periwinkles, prawns, and muscles ; 

And led his troops with furious gallops, 

To charge whole regiments of scallops : 

Not liko their ancient 'way of war. 

To wait on his triumphal car j 
But when he went to dine or sup. 

More bravely ate his captives up, 

And left all war, by his example. 

Reduc'd to vici'ling of a camp well. 

4 Quoth Ralph, By all that you have said. 
Ana twice as much that 1 could add, 

'T is plain you cannot now do worse, 

Than take this out-of-fashlon'd course; 

To hope, by stratagem, to woo her. 

Or waging baftle, to subdue her ; 

Though some have done it in romances, 

And bang'd them into am'rous fancies ; 

At those who win the Amazons, 

By wanton drubbing of their bpnes; 

And stout Rinaldo Ekio'd bis bride. 

By courting of her bwlr ostd side. 
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But since those times and feats are over. 

They are not for a modem lover ; 

When mistresses are too cross-grain’d 
By such addresses to be gain’d ; 

And if they were, would have it out. 

With many other kind of bout. 

Therefore I hold no course s’ infeasible, 

As this of force to win the Jezebel ; 

To Btni'm her heart by th' antic charms 
Of ladles-en ant, force of arms ; 

But rather strive by law to win her, ^ 
And try the title you have in her. 9 
Your case is clear, you have her word. 

And ino to witness the accord ; 

Besides two more of her retinue 
To testify what pass’d between you ; 

More probable, and like to hold, 

Than band, or seal, or breaking gold ; 

For which so many, that renounc’d 
Their plighted contracts, have been trounc’d. 
And billt upon record been found. 

That forc’d the ladies to compound ; 

And that, unless I miss the matter. 

Is all the bus'ness you look after: 

Besides, encounters at the bar 
Are braver now than those in war. 

In which the law docs execution 
With less disorder and confusion 
Has more of honour in ’t, some hold 
Not like the new way, but the old ; 

When those the penhad drawn together. 
Decided quarrels with the feather. 

And winged arrows kill’d as dead. 

Nay, more than bullets now of lead : 

So all the combats now, as then. 

Are manag’d chiefly by the pen ; 

That does the feat, with braver vigours 
In words at length, as well as figures ; 

Is Judge of all the world performs 
In voluntary feats of arms ; 

And whosoe’er ’s achiev’d in fight, 

I)etermine8 which is wrong or right: 

For whether you prevail or lose. 

All must be tried there in the close; 

And therefore 't is not wise to shun 
What you must trust to, ere y' liave done. 

The law, that settles all you do, 

And marries where you did but woo ; 

That makes the most perfidious lover 
A lady, tiiat 's as false, recover : 

And if it judge upon your side. 

Will soon extend her for your bride ; 

And put her person, goods, or lands, 

Or, which you like best, int’ your hands. 

For law ’s tiie wisdom of all ages. 

And manag’d by tlie ablest sages : 

\Yho, though their bus’ness at the bar 
Be but a kind of civil war, 

In which th’ engage with fiercer dudgeons, 
Than e’er the Grecians did, and Trojans, 
They never manage the contest 
T’ impair their public interest; 

Or by their controversies lessen 
The dignity of their profession : 

Not like us brethren, who divide 
Our commonwealth, the cause, and side 
And though w’ are all as near of kindred 
As th’ outward man is to the Inward, 

W’ agree in nothing, but to wrangle 
About the slightest fingle«&ngle ; 

While lawyers have more sober sense. 

Than t’ argue at their own expense. 

But make theii best odvante^ 

Of others’ quarrels, like the Swiss ; 

And out ot foreign controversies, 

By aiding both tides, fill their puises ; 

But have no int’rest In the cause 

For which th* engage, and wage the laws ; 

Nor furtWfcr pwispect than their pay. 

Whether they lose or win the day. 

And though tit’ abounded in all ages. 

With sundry learned clerks and sages. 
Though all their business be dispute, 
tVhlch way they canvass ev’ry suit ; •* 

Th’ have no disputes about their art. 

Nor in polemics controvert : 

While all professions else are found 
With nothing but disputes t* ahwnd : 

Divines of all sorts, and physici^. 
Philosophers, mathematicians ; 

The Ualenlst and Paracelslan, 

Condemn die way each other deals in : 
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Anatomists dissect and mangle, 

To cut themselves. out work to wrangle ; 
Astrologers dispute their dreams. 

That in their sleep talk of schemes : 4 

And heralds stickle who got who 
So many Imndred years ago. 

But lawyers are too wise a nation, 

T’ expose their trade to disimtation ; 

Or make the busy rabble judges 4 

Of nil their secret piques and grudges : 

In which whoever wins the day. 

The whole profession 's sure to pay. 

Besides, no mountebanks, no clieats. 

Dare undertake to do their feats ; 4 

When in all other sciences 

They swarm like insects, and inerea.se. 

For what bigot durst ever draw. 

By inward light, a di^ed in law ? 

Or could hold forth, by revelation, 4 

An answer to a declaration ? 

For tho<e that meddle with their tools. 

Will I'Ut their fingers, if they 're fools. 

And if you follow their advice, 

Jn bills, and answers, and replies ; L 

They ’ll write a love-letter in chancery 
Shall bring her upon oath to answer ye. 

And soon reduce her to b' your wife, 

Or make her weary of her life. 

Tlie Knight, who us’d with tricks and shifts 
To edify by Halpho’s gifts. 

But in appearance cri^ him down. 

To make them better seem his own, 

(All plagiaries’ constant course 

Of sinking, wlicn they take a purse,) .* 

Resolv’d to follow his advice, 

But keep it from him by disguise ; 

.Vnd after stubborn contradiction. 

To counterfeit his own conviction, 

A nd by transition fall upon 
The resolution as his ‘own. 

Quoth he, This gambol thou advisest. 

Is of all others the unwisest; 

For if I think by law to gain her, 

There ’s nothing sillier nor vainer ; I 

’T is but to hazard my pretence, 

Where nothing 's certain but th’ expen.se; 

To act against myself, and traverse 
My suit and title to her favours : 

And if she should, which Heaton forbid, I 
tl’ertbrow me as the fiddler did ; 

What after-course have I to take, 

'Gainst losing all I have at stake ? 

He that with injury is griev’d. 

And goes to law to be reliev'd, L 

Is sillier than a sottish chouse, 

Who. when a thief has robb’d his house. 

Applies himself hi cunning men. 

To help him to his goods again ; 

When all he can expect to gain, t 

Is but to squander more in vain. 

And yet I nave no other way, 

But is as diilicult to play. 

For to retluce her by main force. 

Is now in vain ; by fair means, worse . .1 

But worst of all to give her over. 

Till she ’s as desp’rate to recover. 

For bad games are thrown up too soon. 

Until they ’re never to be won. 

But since 1 have no other course * 

But is as bad t’ attempt, or worse ; 

He that complies against his will. 

Is of his own opinion still ; 

Which he m’ adhere to, yet disown, 

Por reasons to himself best known ; ! 

But ’t is not to b’ avoided now. 

For Sidrophel resolves to sue ; 

Whom I must answer, or begin - 

Inevitably first with him : * 

For I ’vo receiv’d advertisement, ' 

Hy Umes enough of his intent ; 
mk? ne that first complains, 

t h advantage of the bus’ness gains ; 
t w couru (rf^ustice understand 

plaintiff to be eldest hand ; L 

mk ° he pleases may aver, 

And lawful ; 

it resolve to oversee 


Will go to counsel to advise 
Which way t encounter or surprise, 

And after fongiconsideration. 

Have found out one to fill th’ occasion : 

Most apt fur what I have to do. 

As counsellor and justice too. 

And truly so, no doubt he was, 

A lawyer lit fur such a case. 

An old dull sot, who fold the cIo<’k 
For many years at Bridewell dock. 

At Westminster and Hicks’ Hall, 

And hiccitix doccius play’d in all ; 

Where in all goveniments and times, 

II’ liad lieen both friend and foe to crimes. 

And u.s’ii to equal ways of gaining 
By hind'ring justice, or maintaining: 

To m.any a whore gave privilege. 

And wliipt for want of quarteridge ; 
f irl l-Md, .if biwiU to prison sent, 

I'-ir b'lo;: l-iloiid a liirimi;hi\ rent ■ 

And many a trusty pimp and croney 
To Fuddle-dock for want of money : 

Engag’d the constable to seize 

All those that would not break the j>eace; 

Nor give him back his own foul words, 

Tlio’ sometimes commoners or lords, 

And kept 'em prisoners of course. 

For lieitig sober at ill hours. 

That in the morniim he might free. 

Or l)ind tliem over for his fee : 

Made monsters fine, and jnippet-plays. 

For leave to practise in their ways ; 

Farm’d out all clieats, and went a F*’iaro 
Witli til’ lif.-idborougli and scavenger ; 

Ami made the dirt i’ th’ streets compound 
For taking up tlie public ground ; 

The kennel, and the king’s highway 

For lieing unmolested, pay ; 

ia t out the stwks, and whipplng-jiost. 

And cage, to those that gave him must: 
Imjios’d a lax on bakers’ ears, 

And for false weights, on chandlers ; 

Made victuallers and vintners fine 
For .irbitrarv ale and wine ; 

But was a kind and constant friend 
'I'o all that regularly offend : 

As residentiary bawds, 

And brokers that receive stol’n gdbds; 

Tliat cheat in lawful mysteries, $ 

And pay church-duties, and his fees : 

But was Implacable and awkward. 

To all that interlop’d and iiawkei^'d. 

To this brave man the Knight repairs, 

For counsel in his law att’alrs ; 

And found him mounted in his pew. 

With books and money plac'd fiir sliow. 

Like nest-eggs, to make clients lay. 

And fur his false ojdnion pay : 

To whom the Knight, with comely grace. 

Flit uil'his hat, to put his case ; 

Which lie as proudly entertain’d 
As the other courteously strain’d ; 

.4,rd, to as.surc him 't was not that 
He Icok’d for, bid him put on 's hat. 

Quoth l;e. There is one Sidrophel, 

Whom I have cudgell'd Very well. 

And now he brags t’ nave beaten mo.— 

Better and better still, quoth he. 

And vows to stick me to a wall. 

Where e’er he meets me.— Best of all. 

'Tis true the knave has taken ’» oath 
Tliat I robb’d him— Well done, in troth. 
When h’ has confess’d he stole my cloak. 

And pick’d my fob, and what he took ; 

Wfiich was the cause that made me l>ang him, 
And take mi goods again — Marry, hang him. 
Now, whether I sliouid beforehand 
Swear he robb’d me ?— I undersfiand. 

Or bring niy action of conversion, • 

And trover for my goods.— Ah 1 whoreson. 

Or if ‘t is better to indite, 

And bring him to his trial.— Right. 

Prevent what he designs to do. 

And swear for th’ state against him.— True. 

Or whether he that is defendant. 

In this case has the better end on ’t ; 

■WTio putting in a new cross bill. 

May traverse th’ action.— Better still. 

Then there 's a lady too.— Ay, marry. 

That ’s easily prov'd accessary ; 

A widow, wno, by solemn vows 
Contract^ to me, fur my spouse, 
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Combin’d with him to break her word. 

And has abetted all.— Good Lol4t 
Suborn’d th* aforesaid Sidronhel, • 

To Uniper with the dev*! ofhell ; 

Who put me into a horrid fear, 665 

Fear of my life — Make that appear. 

Made an assault with bends aiul men 
Usbn rny body. — Good again. 

And kept me In a deadly frifiht, 

And false imprisonment, all night ; 670 

Meanwhile they robb’d me, and my horse. 

And stole my saddle. — Worse and worse*. 

And made me mount upon the bare ridge, 

T’ avoid a wretcheder miscarrl^e. 

Sir, quoth the lawyer, not to flatter ye, €75 
You have as good ana fair a battery 
As heart can wish, and need not shame. 

he proudest man alive to claim. 

or if they ’ve us’d you as you say, 

Marry, q^uoth I, God give you joy : C80 

J would It were my case, I 'd give 
More than 1 'll say, or you ’ll believe : 

I would so trotince her, attd her purse, 

I’d make her kneel for better or worse; 

For matrimony and lianging here, 68-'> 

Both go by destiny so clear, 

That you as sure may pick and choose, 

As cross I win, and pile you lose: 

And If I durst I would advance 

As much in ready maintenance, 600 

.Vs upon any case I 've kimwn. 

But we that practise dare not own. 

The law severely contrabands 
Our taking bus’ness of men’s hand.s; 

’T is common barratry, that bears 605 

Fuint-blank an action ’gainst our e-rs. 

And crops them till there is not leather. 

To Slick a pin in, left of either j 
For which some do the summer-fault, 

And o’er the bar, like tumblers, vault, 700 

But you may swear, at any raU^, 

Things not In nature, for the state ; 

For in all courts of justice here 
A witness is not salo-to swear, 

But make oath ; that is, in plain tcrnui, 705 

To forge whatever he alllrms. 

(I tliank you, quoth the Knight, for that. 
Because ’t U to my purpose pal) — 

For Justice, tho' she 's painted blind. 

Is to the weaker side inclin’d 710 

like clwtfity ; else right and wrong 
Could nevev hold it out so long. 

And, like blind Fortune, with a sleight 
Convey men’s interest and right. 

From Stile's ^)ocket Into Nokes’s, 71 5 

As easily as hoevj pocut ; 

Plav8ifaf.t and loose, makes men obnoxious. 

And clear again, like hicciu* docciua. 

Then, whether you would take her life. 

Or but recover her for your wife : 7t0 

Or be content with what she has. 

And let all other matters pass ; 

Tho bus'ness to the law 's all one. 

The proof Is all it looks upon ; 


And you can want no witnesses 7* .5 

To swear to any thing you please, 

That hardly get their mere expenses 
By th' labour of their consciences ; 

Or letting out to hire their ears, 

To affidavit customers, 7r;ti 

At inconsiderable values, 

To serve for jury-men or tales, 

Altho’ retained In the hardest matters, 

Of trustees and administrators. ^ 

For that, quoth he, let me alone ; ^ 755 

W’ have store of such, and all our own ; 

Dre<l up, and tutor’d by our teachers. 

The ablest of conscience-stretchers. 

That 's well, quoth he : hut I should guess, 

By weighing all advantages, 7 ^0 

Vour surest way is first to pitch 
On Bongey. for a water- witch ; 

And when y’ have bang’d the conjurer, 

Y’ have time enough to deal with her 
r th’ int’rim, spare for no trepans 7 

To draw her neck into the bans ; 

Ply her with love-letters, and billets. 

And bait them well, for quirks and quillets. 

With trains to inveigle, and surprise 

Her heedless answers and replies ; 7 50 

And if she miss the mouse-trap lines, 

I'hey ’ll serve for other by -designs; 

And make an artist understand 
To copy out her seal and hand ; 

Or find void places in the paper 755 

To steal in something to entrap her ; 

Till with her worldly goods and body, 

Spite of her heart, slie has endow'd ye j 
Retain all sorts of witnesses. 

That ply i* th’ Temple, under frees ; 7(')l) 

Or walk the round, with knights o' th’ posts, 

About the cross-legg’d knights, their hosts ; 
j Or wait for customers between 
The pillar-rows in Lincoln’s Inn ; 

Where vouchers, forgers, common-bail, 765 

And affidavit-men, ne’er hill 

'1” expose to sale all sorts of oaths. 

According to their ears and clothes. 

Their only necessary tools. 

Besides the gospel, and their souls. 77 D 

And wlien y’ are furnish’d with all purveys, 

I shall be ready at your service. 

I would not g've, quoth lludibrat, 

A straw to understand a c,ase. 

Without the admirable skill 775 

To wind and manage it at will : 

'I’o veer, and tack, and steer a cause. 

Against the weather-gage of laws ; 

And ring the changes upon cases, 

A.S plain aa noses upon faces, 7S0 

Ah you have well instructed me. 

For which you 've earn’d (here ’t is) your fee ; 

I long to practise your advice. 

And try tne subtle artihee. 

To bait a letter as you bid ; 7P5 

As not long after, thus be did : 

For having pump’d up all his wit, 

And humui'd upon it, thus he writ. 
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HEROICAL EPISTLE 
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I WHO was onre as great as Cnesar, 

Am now reduc’d to Nebuchadnezzar ; 

And frotn os fam’d a conqueror 
As ever took degree in war. 

Or did his exercise in battle, 

By you turn’d out to CTaze with cattle ; 

For since I am deny’d access 
'ro all iny earthly happiness. 

Am fbllen from the paradise 
Of your good graces, and fair eyes ; 
lx)st to tlie world, and you, I 'm sent 
To everlasting banishment; 

Where all the hopes I had t’ have won 
Your heart, b'ing dash’d, will break my own. 

Yet if you were not so severe 
To pass your doom l)€fore you hear, 

You ’ll lind, upon my just defence. 

How much y' nave wrong'd my innocence. 
That once I made a vow to you, 

\Vhloh yet Is unperform’d, ’t U true; 

But not because it is unpaid, 

'T is violated, tho’ delay’d: 

H)r, if it were, it is no fault. 

So heinous as you’d have it thought ; 

To undergo the loss of cars, 

Like vulgar hackney perjurers : 

For there ’s a fiiff 'rence in tho case. 

Between the noble and the base ; 

Who always are observ’d t’ have done ’t 
Upon as different account ; 

Tne one for mreat and weighty cause. 

To salve. In honour, ugly flaws; 

For none are like to do it sooner 

'J'hun those who ’re nicest of their honour : 

The other, for base gain and nay, 

Forswear and perjure by the day ; 

And make th’ exposing and retailing 
Their souls and consciences, a calling. 

It is no scandal, nor aversion, 

Upon a great and noble person, 

'fo say he nat’rally al>horr'd 

Th’ old fashion’d trick, to keep his word ; 

Tho’ ’tis perfidlousnesB and ehame 

In meaner men to do the same : 


Is found more useful to the great. 

Than gout, or deafheta, or bad eyes. 

To make ’em pass for wondrous wise. 
But tho’ the law, on perjurers. 

Inflicts the forfeiture of ears ; 

It is not just that does exempt • 

Tho guilty, and punislt th’ Innocent : 
,To make the ears repair the wrong , 
(Committed by th’ ungovem’d tongue ; 
And when one member is forsworn, 
Another to be cropt or tom. 

And if you should, as you design. 

By courw of law, recover mine, 

\ ou re like, if ybu consider ngnt. 

To ^in but little honour by ’t ; 

F or he that foiiliit lady’s take 
Lays down hU life pr limbs at stake, 
Bow not so much deserve her favour. 

her, 

TiHf t •eknowledg’d I have done, 
Altho^ you now disdain to o«n| 


Rut sentence what you rather ought 
T’ esteem good service, than a fault. 

“ Beside, oaths are not bound to bear 
That lit’ral sense the wojrds Infer ; 70 

5 But by the practice of the age, . 

Arc to be judg’d how far th* engage. 

And where the sense l^ custom ’s check’d. 

Are found void, and of none effect. 

For no man taki>s or keeps a vow, Tfj 

10 Hut just as he sees others do ; 

Nor are th’ oblig’d to he so brittle. 

As not to yield and l)ow a little : 

For as l>est temper’d blades are found, 

Before they break, to bend quite round : 80 

15 So truest oaths are still most tough, 

And tho' they bow, are breaking proof." 

Then wherefore should they not b’ allow’d 
In love a greater latitude ? 

For as the law of arms approves 85 

20 All ways to cottquest, so should Love’s : 

And not be tied to true or false. 

But make that Justest that prevails : 

For how can that which is above • 

All LMiipire, high and mighty Love, 90 

25 Submit its great prerogative 
To any other pow’r alive ? 

Shall «,ove, that to no crown gives place. 

Become the subject of a case ? 

The fundamental law of nature 95 

, 30 Be over-rul’d by those made after ? 

Cemmit the censure of its cause 
To any, but its own great laws ? 
j^ve, that ’s the world’s preservative. 

That keeps all souls of things alive ; 100 

35 Controls the mighty pow’r of fate, 

And gives mankinu a longer date } 

The lite of nature, that restores. 

As fast as time and death devours ; 

To whose free gift the world iloes owe, lai 

40 Not only earth, but heaven loo: 

For love 's ll»e only trade that ’s driven. 

The Interest of state In heaven, 

Which nothing but the soul of man 
Is capable to entertain. 1 1 0 

45 For what can earth produce, but love, 

' To represent the joys above ? 

Or who, but lovers, can converse. 

Like angels, by the eye-discourse ? 

Address and comnllment by vision, 1 1 5 f 

50 Make love and couit bjt intuition ? 

And bum in am’rous flames as fierce 
As those celestial ministers ? 

Then how can any thing offend. 

In order to so great an end ? flO 

55 Or Heaven Itsdf a sin resent, 

That for its own supply was meant 
That merits, in a kind mistake, 

A pardon for th’ ofibnee’s sake. 

Or if it did not, but the cause 125 

CO Were left to th’ ii\Jury of laws, 

What tyranny can disapprove 
There should be equity In love ? 

For laws that are inanimate. 

And fisel no sense of love, or^te ; iM 

C5 That have no passion of their own. 

Nor pity to be wrought upon i 
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Art only proper to inflirt 
Revenm on criminals as strict. 

But to nave power to forfpve, 135 

Is empire anti preroffative : 

And, ’tis in crowns a nobler gem. 

To grant a pardon, than condemn. 

Then since so few do what they ought, 

’T is great f indulge a well-meant fault ; 140 

For why should he who made address. 

All humble ways without success, 

.And meet with nothing in return. 

But insolent e, affronts, and scum. 

Not strive by wit to countermine, 145 

And bravely carry his design ? 

He who was Ub’d so unlike a soldier. 

Blown up with philtres of love-powder ; 

And after letting blood, and purging, 

(inndenin'd to voluntary scouring ; 150 

Alarm’d with manv a horrid fright. 

And claw’d by gobfins in the night; 

Insulted on, revil’d, and Jeer’d, 

With rude invasion of his lieard ; 

And when your sex was foully- scandal'd 155 

As foully by the rabble handled ; 

Attack’d by despicable foes. 

And drubb'd with mean and vulgar blows ; 

.And after all to be debarr’d 

.So much as standing on his guard ■ 1 CO 

When horses being spurr’d and prick’d. 

Have leave to kick for being kick’d. 

Or, why should you, whose mother wits 
Are furnish’d with all perquisites ; 

That with your breeding teeth begin, :65 

And nursing hahica that lie in ; 

B* allow'd to put all tricks ufKin 
t hir cully sex, and we use none ? 

We who have nothing but frail vows 

Against your stratagems t' oppose, 1 70 

< )r oaths more feeble than your own. 

By which we are no less put down ; 

You wound, like Parthlans, while you fly, 

And kill with a retreating eye ; 

Betire the more, the more we press, 175 

To draw us Into ambushes : 

Aspirates all false colours wear 
T' intrap th’ unwary mariner ; 

So women, to stiiqirlse us, spread 

The borrowed flags of white and rod j 180 

Displap'cm thicker on their cheeks. 

Than their o!d grandmother*, the rictst 
And raise more devils with their looks, 

Than conjurers’ less subtle books: 

I,ay trains of amorous intrigues, 18.5 

In tow’rs, and curls, and periwigs, 

With greater art and cunning rear'd, 

Than Philip Nye’s thanksgiving beard t 
Prepost’rously t’ entice, and gam 
Those t’ adore ’em they disdain; ’. !'0 

A nd only draw ’em in to clog, « 

WHh idle names, a catalogue. 

A lover is, the more he's brave, 

T’ his mistress but the more a slave : 

And whatsoever she commands, 105 

Becomes a favour from her hands ; 

Which he ’s obliged t’ obey, and must. 

Whether it be unjust or Just. 

Then, when he is compell’d by her, 

T’ adventures he would else forbear, 200 

Who, with his honour, can withstand. 

Since force is greater than rommand! 

And when nec^ty’s obey'd, 

Nothing can be unjust or bad : 

And therefore when the mighty pow’n 205 

(if love, our great ally, and youn. 

Join’d forces not to be withstood 
By frail enamour’d flesh and blood ; 

All 1 have done, unjust or ill. 

Was in obedience to your will, 210 

And all the ‘blame that can be due, 

FdUs to your cruelty and you. 

Nor arc those scandals I confttt. 

Against my will and Interest, 

More than is daily done of coume, 

By all men, when they ’re under force : 
whence some upon the rack confoss 
What the hangmen and their prompters please t 
jBut are no sooner out of pain, 

Than they dent it all again, 220 

But when the devil turns confeaior, 

Ttuth Is a crime, tie takes no pleaeuN 
To hear, or pardon, like the lender 
Uf liars, whom they aU elatm under t 


And therefore, when I told him none, 

1 think it was the wiser done. 

Nor am I without precedent. 

The first that on th’ adventure went : 

All mankind ever did of course. 

And daily does thq same, or worse ; 

For what rom.-u)cc can snow a lover, 

That had a lady to re<x>ver, 

And did not steer a nearer t'ourse. 

To fall almard in his amours ? 

And wliat at first was held a crime, 

Has turn’d to honourable in time. ^ 
To wlmt a height did infant Home, ^ 
By ravishing of women, come ! 

When men upon their spouses s«*iz’d. 

And freely inarry’d whom they pleas’d : 
They ne’er forswore themselves, nor lied. 
Nor in the mind they were in diwl ; 

Nor took the pains 't address ami sue. 

Nor play'd tlie masquerade to woo : 
Disdain’d to stay for friends’ consents, 

Nor juggl’d about settlements: 

Did lu-ed no license, nor no priest, 

Nor friends, nor kindred, to assist : 

Nor lawyers, to join land and money 
In th’ lioly state of matrimony. 

Before they settled hands and hearts. 

Till alimony or death them parts: 

Nor would endure to stay until 
Til’ had got the very bride’s good will. 

But took a wise and shorter course 
To win the ladles, downright forex?; 

And Justly made ’em pris’ners then. 

As they have often since, us men : 

With acting plays, and dancing jigs. 

The luckiest of all love’s intrigues ; 

And when they had thent at their pleasure. 
Then talk'd of love and flames at leisure : 
For after mafrinv ny’s over, 

He that holds out but half a lover. 

Deserves for ev’ry minute more 
Than half a year of love before ; 

For which the dames, in contemphation 
Of that l»est way of applb ation, 

I’rov’d Holder wives than e’er were known. 
By suit, or tre.ity, to be won ; 

And such as all posterity 
Could never equal, nor come nigh. 

For woihen first were made for men, 

Nut men for theip.— It follows, then. 

That men have right to cv’rv one, 

A nd they no freedom of their own : 

And therefore men have now ’r to choose, 
But they no charter to refuse ; 

Hence 't Is apparent, that what course 
Soe’er we take to your amours, 

Tho’ by (be indlrertcst way, 

'T is no iiijusttcre nor foul play. 

And that you ought to take that course, 

As we lake you, for better or worse ; 

And gratefully submit to those 
AVho you, before another, chose. 

For why should ev’ry savage beast 
Kxceeii his great bml’s interest ? 

Have freer pow’r than he,.4n grace 
And nature, o’er the creature has ? 

Because the laws he since has made. 

Have cut off all the pow’r he had ; 
Retrench’d th’ absolute dominion 
That nature gave him over women ; 

When all his pow’r will not extend 
One law of nature to suspend : 

And but to offer to repeal 
The smallest clause, is to rebel. 

This, if men rightly understood 
Their privilege, they would make good ; 
And not, likC sots, permit tholr wives 
T* encroach on their prerogatives ; 

For which sin they deserve to be 
Kept, as they are. In slav'ry : 

And this some precious gifted teBchen, 
Unrev’rently reputed lexers, 

And disobey'd in making love, 

Have vow’d to all the world to prove. 

And make you suffor, as you ought. 

For that unciiori table fault. 

But I forget myself, and rove 
Beyond th’ instructions of my love. 

Forgive me, fkir, and only blame 
The extravagancy of my flame, 

Aliice ‘t is teo nnioh, at once to ghow 
Excess of love and temper too* 
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All I have said that ’s bad, and true. 

Was never meant to aim at you ; 

Who tiave so Bov‘rei|^ a control 

O’er that poor slave of yours, my soul, 350 

That, rather than to forfeit you. 

Has ventur’d loss of heaven too ; 

Both with an equal pow’r possest, 

'fo render all that serve you blest ; 

But none like him, who ‘s destin'd either 325 
To have or lose you, both together. 

And if you ’ll but this fault release, 

( For so it must be, since you please,) 

I ’ll jiay down all that vow, and more. 

Which you commanded, and I swore, 330 

A nd expiate upon rmr skin 
Th’ arrears in full ofall my sin. 

For 't is but just that I should pay 
'f h’ accruing penance for delay, 

Whicli shall be done, until it move, 335 

Your coual pity, and your love. 

'J'he Knight, perusing this epistle. 

Believ'd he 'd brought her toms whistle: 


TO BXS XiABYe* 

And read it like a Jocund lovc^ 

With great applause t’ himself, twice over ; 340 

Subscrib’d his name, but at a fit 
And humble distanct^ to his wit; 

And dated it with wondrous art, 

“ Giv*n from the bottom of my heart 

Then seal’d it with his coat of love, 345 

A smuklng faggot, — and above. 

Upon a scroll, — “ 1 bum and weep,” 

And near it, “ For her Ladyship ; 

“ Of all her sex most excellent, 

“ The->e to her gentle hand present.” 3 ')0 

Then gave it to his faithful Squire, 

With lessons how t' observe and eye her. 

She lirst consider’d which was better. 

To send it back, or bum the letter ; 

But, guessing that it might import, 355 

Though nothing else, at least her sport. 

She open’d it, and read it out, « 

With many a smile and leering flout : 

Resolv’d to answer it in kind, 

I And thus perform’d what she design'd. 300 
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THAT you ’re a beast, and turn’d to grass. 

Jt not stnuige news, nor erer was, 

At least to me, who once, you know. 

Did from the pound replevin you. 

When both your sword and spurs were won & 
In combat by an Amazon : 

That sword that did, like frte, determine, 

Th* ineri table death of vermin ; 

And never dealt iu furious blows. 

But cut the throats of pigs and cows ; 10 

Bt Trulla was, in single fight. 

Disarm'd, and wrested from its Knight, 

Your heels degraded of your spun. 

And in the stocks close prisoners t 

>Vhere stiU they 'd lain in base restraint, 16 

If I. in pity of your complaint, 

Han not, on honourable conditions, 

Releas'd 'em from the wont of prisons } 

And what return that favour met. 

You cannot, tho* you would, forget ; ftO 

W^en being free, you strove to evade 
Tlve oatlu you had in prison made ; 

Fon^-'ore yourself, ana fint deny'd it, 
fiat aAer own'd and Justify'd it : 

And when y* had falsely broke one vow, S6 

Absolv'd yourself by breaking two. 

For while you tneaaingly submit. 

And beg for pardon at my feet. 

Discourag'd by your guU(y fears. 

To hope for quarter for your earti *0 

And doubting 't was in vain to sue. 

You claim as boldly at your due ; 

Declare that treachery and force. 

To deal with us, is tm only course ; 

We have no title nor pretence 36 

To body, soul, or conscience ; 

But ought to fall to that inarft share 
That claims us for his proper ware. 

These are llic motives which, f induce 

Or fright us into love, you use. 40 

A pretty new way of {imlanUng, 

Between soliciting and ranting. 

Like sturdy beggars, that entreat 
For charity at once, and threat. 

But since you undertake to prove 45 

Your own pioprJety In love. 

As if we wore but lawful prize 
In war, between two enemies ; 

Or forfUtures which every lover. 

That would but sue for, might recover ; 50 

It is not hard to understand 
The myst’ry of thh bold demand ; 

That canrtot at our persons aim, 

Itui something capable of claim. 

'T is not these paltry counterfeit 65 

French stones, which In our eyes you set, 

Hut our bright diamonds, that inspire 
A nd set your am’roiu hearts on fire ; 

Nor can those false 8t. Martin’s beada 
Which on our Ups you lay for reds, 60 i 

And make iis wear like Indian dames, ] 

Add frwl to your scorching tianiet ; 

Hut those true rubles of the rock, i 

Which to our oabtoets we lock. 


I ’T is not those orient pearl.«, our teeth, oa 

I That you are so transported witlj ; 

But tiiose wc wear alniut our necks, 

Produce those amorous effects. 

Nor is ’t those threads of gold, our hair. 

The periwigs you make us wear ; 7il 

But inose bright guineas in our chests. 

That light the wild-fire in your l>rea>ts. 

These love-tricks I 've l)een vers'd in so. 

That all their sly intrigues I know, 

And can unriddle by their tones, 7 6 

Their mystic calwils, and jargons ; 

Can tell what passions, by their sounds, 

IMne for the beauties of my grounds ; 

What raptures fond and amorous, 

O’ th’ charms and graces of my house ; SO 

What ecstacy, and scorcliUig flame. 

Bums for my money, in my name ; 

What from th’ unnatural desire 
To beasts and rattle takes its tire ; 

Wliat tender sigh, and trickling tear, 83 

lyongs for a thousand pounds a-yqar; 

And langudshing trans)>orts are fond 
Of statute, mortgtige, bill and bond. 

'These are th’ attracts which most men fall 
Enamour’d at first sight, witiial ; 00 

To these th’ address with .serenades. 

And court with balls and masquerades; 

And yet, for all tlie yearning pain 
Y’ have suffer’d for their loves, in vain j 
I fear they 'll prove so nice and coy, 95 

To have, and f hold, and to enioy ; 

That all your oaths and labour lost. 

They '11 ne’er turn ladies of the post. 

This is not meant to disapprove 

Your iudgment in your rnoicc of love ; KK) 

Which is so wise, the greatest part 

Of mankind study ’t as an art ; 

For love should, like a deodand. 

Still fail to th' owner of the land ; 

And where there ’s substance for iteground, 103 
t'annot but be more firm and sound 
Than that wldrdi hex the slighter basis 
Of airy virtue, wit, and graces; 

Which is of such thin subtUty, 

It steals and creeps in at the eye, 1 Kt 

And, ax it can’t endure to stay. 

Steals out again, ox nice away. 

But love, that its extraction owns 
From solid gold and precious stones, 

.Must, llkei'ts shining parents, prove 1 1 

As solid, and as glorious love. 

Hence 't is, you nave no way t* express 
Our charms and graces, but by these : 

For wliat are lips, and eyes, and teeth, 

Which iieauty invades and conauets with, i’^O 
But rubies, pearls, and diamonas. 

With which, as philtres, love commands? 

This IS the way all parents prove. 

In managing their children’s love : 

That force ’em t’ intermarry and wed, if.'' 

At if th’ were bur’ing of the dead. 

Cast earth to earth, as in the grave. 

To Join to wedlock all they have; 
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And when the settlement’s In force. 

Take all the test, for better or worse ; 

For money has a pow’r above 
The stars and fate, to manage love; 

Whose arrows, learned poeu hold. 

That never miss, are lipp’d with gold. 

And though some say, the parents' claims 
To make love in their children’s names ; 

VVho many times at once provide 
The nurse, the husband, and the bride ; 

Feel darts and charms, attracts and flames. 
And woo, and contract, in their names : 

And as they christen, use to marry ’em. 

And, like their gossips, answer for ’em : 

Is not to give in matrimony, 

But sell and prostitute for money. 

’T is better than their own betrothing, 

Who often do ’t for worse than nothing : 

And when th’ are at their own dispose. 

With greater disadvantage choose. 

All this Is right; but for the course 
You take to do ’t by fraud, or force, 

’T is so ridiculous, as soon 
As told, ’t is never tn be done. 

No more than letters can betray. 

That tell what tricks they are to play, 
Marriage, at best, is but a vow, 

Which all men either break or bow: 

Then what will those forbear to do, 

WTio perjure when they do but woo ? 

Such as oeforehand swear and lie. 

For earnest to their tre.tchery : 

A nd rather than a crime confess. 

With greater strive to make it less ; 

Like thieves, who, after sentence past. 
Maintain their Innocence to th’ last; 

And when their crimes were made appear 
As plain as witnesses can swear ; 

Yet, when the wretches come to die, 

.Will take upon their oath a lie. 

Nor are the virtues you confess'd, 

T’ your ghostly father, as you guess’d, 

So slight as to be justified, 

By being as shamefully denied. 

As if you thought your word would pass. 
Point-blank on both sides of a case; 

Or credit were not to be lost, 

B’ a bravo Knight-errant of the post. 

That eats perfidiously his word, 

And swears his ears through a two-inch boanl ! 
Can own the same thing and disown. 

And peijure booty pro and con. 

Van make the gospel serve its turn. 

And help him out to t>e forsworn : 

When ’t is laid hands upon, and kiss’d, 

To betray'd, and sold like Christ. 

These are tlie virtues, in whose name 
A right to all the world you claim. 

And boldly challenge a dominion 
In grace and nature, o’er all women : 

Of whom no less will satisfy, 


Than all the sex, your tyranny, 

Although you ’ll find it a hard province. 
With aU your crafty ftauds and covins. 
To govern such a nurn'rous crew, 

Who, one by one, now govern you ; 

For if you were all Solomons, 

And wise and great as he was once, 

You ’ll find they 're able to subdue 
(As they did him) and baffle you. 

And if you are Impos'd upon, 

•T is by your own^mptalion done : 

That with your ignorance Invite. 

And teach us how to use the flight. 

For when we find y’ are still more taken 
With &Ise attracts of your own making. 
Swear that 's a rose, and that ’s a stone. 
Like sots, to us that laid It on ; 

And what we did Imt slightly prime, • 
Most ignorantly daub in rhyme : 

You force us, in our owh defences. 

To copy beams and influences ; 

To lay perfections on the graces. 

And draw attracts upon our faces: 

And, in oompHanoe to your wit. 

Your own mse Jewels counterfeit; 

by the pracUde of those aru 
WejSSdn a mat^ share of hearts, 

Antf those deserve in reason most, 

Tliat greatestpains and study cost: 

Pot great perfecUons are, Hire Heav^* 
TooKiohapresenttobeclv*n, 
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Nor are those master-strokes of beauty 
To be perfonn’d without hard duty ; 

Which, when they ’re nobly done, and well. 
The simple, natural, excel. 

How far and sweet ’s the planted rose. 
Beyond the wild in hedges grows ^ 

For, without art, the noblest seeds 
Of flow'rs degen'rate into weeds. 

How dull and rugged, ere ’t is ground 
And polish’d, loou a diamond ? 

Tho’ Paradise were e’er so fair. 

It was not kept so without care. 

The whole world, without art or dress 
Would be but one great wilderness; 

And mankind but a savage herd. 

For all that nature has conferr’d. 

This (Ines but rough-hew, and design. 
Leaves art to polish and refine ; 

Tho’ women first were made for men. 

Yet men were made for them again : 

For when (outwitted by his wife,) 

Man first turn’d tenant but for Ute: 

If women had -not interven’d. 

How soon had mankind had an end '. ' 

And that it is In being yet. 

To us alone you are in debt. 

And where 's your liberty of choice. 

And our unnatural no- voice ? 

Since all the privilege you boast 
And false usuim’d or vainly lost 
Is now our right, to whose creatiop 
You owe your happy restoration ; 

And if we had not weighty cause 
To not appear in making laws. 

We could, in spite of all your tricks. 

And shallow formal politics. 

Force your managements t’ obey. 

As we toyuur's (in show) give way. 

Hence 't is, that while you vainly strive 
T' advance your high prerogative. 

You basely, after all our braves. 

Submit, and own yourselves our slaves; 

And ’cause we do not make it known, 

Nor publicly our infrests own. 

Like sots, suppose we have no shares 
In ord’ring you, and your affairs; 

When all vour empire and command 
You have from us at second-hand; 

As if a pilot, that appears 
To sit still only while he steers. 

And does not make a noise and stir. 

Like ev’ry common mariner. 

Knew nothing of the card nor star, 

And did not guide a man of war : 

Nor we, because we don't appear 
In councils, do not govern tnere : 

While, like the mighty Prester John, 

Wliose person none dares look upon. 

But is preserv'd in close disguise 
From b’ing made cheap to vulgar eyes, 

W' enjoy as large a power unseen, 

To govern him, as he does men : 

And in the right of our Pope Joan, 

Make Emp’rors at our feet fall down : 

Or Joan de Poicelle's braver name, 

Our right to arms and conduct claim ; 

Who, though a s]iinster, yet was able 
To serve France for a grand constable. 

We make and execute all laws. 

Can judge the judges and the cause ; 
Presrrllie all rules of right or wrong, 

■To th’ long rolie and the longer tongue ; 
’Gainst which the world has no defence. 

But our more powerftil eloquence. 

We manage things of greatest weight 
In all your world’s affairs of state, 

Are ministers of war and peace, 

That sway all nations how we ]9lease. 

We rule aJI churches and their flocks. 
Heretical and orthodox, • 

And are the heav’nly vehicles 
O' th’ spirits, m all conventicles ; 

By us is all commerce and trade 
Improv’d, and manag’d, and decay’d; 

For nothing can go off so well, 

Nor hears that price m what we sell. 

We rule in ev’ry public meeting. 

And make men do what we Judge fitting 
Are magistrates in all great towns, 

Where men do nothing but wear ^wna. 

We make the man of war strike aSu, 

And to our braver conduct veil. 
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And, when he has chas’d his enemies. 

Submit to us upon his knees. 

li there an officer of state, 315 

Tbitinjely rais’d, or magistrate. 

That ’s haughty or imperious; 

Jle 's but a journeyman to us; 

Tliai as he gives us cause to do *t, 

(’tin keep him in or turn him out. 3‘20 

IVc arc your gtiardians, that increase 
Or waste your fortunes how we please ; ' 

And, as your humour is, can deal 
in all your matters, ill or well. 

'T is we that can dispose alone, 62b 

Wliether your heirs shall be your own, 

To whose integrity you must. 

In spite of all vour caution, trust ; 

And less you ry beyond the seas, 

f :an fit you with what heirs we please; .330 

r\nd force you t* own ’em, though begotten 

By French valets, or Irish footmen. 

jNor can the rigorousest « oursc 

Ihrevail, unless to make us worse ; 

Who still the harsher we are u»’d, .335 

Are further off from being reduc’d; 

.knd scorn I’ abate for any ills, 

'Fhe least punctilios of our wills. 

Force does but whet our wits t’ apply 

Aru, bom with us, for remedy ; 310 

fV'liich all your jaditics, as yet, 

Have ne’er been able to defeat : 

For when y’ have tried all sorts of ways, 

What fools d’ we make of you In plays 

While all the favours we afford, 343 

Are but to gird you with the sword ; 

To fight our battles in our steads, 

And nave your brains beat out o’ your heads : 


Encounter, in despite of nature, 

And fight at once with fire and water, .350 

Witl) pirates, rocks, and storms, and seas. 

Our pride and vanity i’ appease ; 

Kill one another, and cut tliroats, 

For our good graces, and best thoughts ; 

To do your exercise for honour, 3.05 

And have your brains beat out the sooner 
Or crack’d, as learnedly, upon 
Things that are never to be known : 

And still appear the more industrious. 

The more your projects are prcpost’ious : 360 

To square tire circle of the arts, ^ 

And run stark mad to show your parts" 

Expound the oracle of laws ; 

And turn them whicli way we see cause ; 

Be our solicitors and agents, 365 

And stand for us in all enga^ments. 

^ And these are'all the nughty pow’rs 
You vainly boast, to cry down our's ; 

And what in real value’s wanting 
j Supply with vapouring and ranting : 370 

Because yourselves are terrify’d. 

And stooji to one another’s pride ; 

Believe we have as little wit 
1 To be ouf-hector’d and submit ; 
j By your examiile, lose that riglit 37.5 

1 In treaties, which we gain’d in tight ; 
i And terrify’d into an awe, 

1 l’as,s on ourselve a salique law : 
j Or, .as some nations use, give place, 

, And truckle to your mighty rai;e ; 3SI) 

I I.et men usurp tli’ unjust uuinimun, 

I As if they were the better women. 
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MEMOIRS 


OF 

LORD BYRON. 


Tmk Nobleman who at present bears the hon. 
our* and the name of Byron, reqtiires not the equi- 
Tocal aid of ancestry to distinguish him from the 
conimon tribe either of patricians or of plebeians. 
Oenms is a brilliant jewel even in a coronet ; and 
though much depends upon the setting, it generally 
enables its possessor to soar— 

Beyoryl the limits of a vulgar fate, [grrat ! 

Beneath the good how far — yet far above the 

George Gordon Byron, Lord Byrom is the lineal 
deacendant of a family which was of consequence 
^en at the era of the t'onquest, being recorded in 
Doomsday Book as considoralde landholders in 

I. jincashire. The subsequent career of the By. 
Tons, during the three or four succeeding centuries, 
was distinguished in almost the only fine of dis- 
tinction which belonged to the baronial rank before 

accession of the house of 'I'udor. Two of them 
W1 at the battle of Cressy, one of them slgnalired 
in the field of Bosworth, in favour of Hen- 
rjvlJ. and several shf^l their blood in the annihs 
ofCharles 1. who called Sir John Byron to the peer- 
age In the year 1643. 

On the maternal side the ancestry of Lord Byron 
is equally illustrious : his mother, from whom he 
takes his second name of Gordon, having been the 
last of a branch of that family which descended 
ftjpni the Princess Jane tuart, daughter of J.unes 

II. of Scotland, who married an Earl of Huntley. 
A great variety of contingcnccs opened the way to 
Lord Byron's early accession to the title. William, 
the fourth Lord Byron, who died in 17.38, left five 
sons, of whom the eldest, the late peer, William, 
the fifth! Ixird Byron, owing to an unfortunate 
event, withdrew from court and parliament, and 
liveil In such strict retirement for many years before 
hi* death, that the titles were scarcely ever heard out 
of the fanuly circle. This nobleman had an only 
son, William, who went into the army, and was 
kilted in Corsica, long before the death of his father, 
by which means the present I.ord, the infant 
pandson of the celebrated Admiral Byron, eldest 
brother to the existing peer, became presumptive 
heir to the title, to which he succeeded on the death 
ofWs great uncle. May 19, 1798. Hi# Lordship's 
father was twice married, first to Baron(!S8 Con- 
yers, daughter of Lord Holdemesse, by whom 
he had a daughter ; and secondly, to the lady al- 
ready mentioned. Miss Gordon of (light, who bore 
him ^ present Lord, on the iSd January, 1788, so 
t^hat his Lordship is at present only in his thirty- 
fifth year. 

If the general voice of rumour may be depended 
upon, lionl Byron began venr early to discover 
traits of a marked and original character. .Some 
ofhiv early years were spent in Scotland; but he 
received the chief part of his education at Harrow, 
from which distinpiishcd school he removed to the 
Hnlversity of Cambridge ; and much is said at both 
pkices of his genius and eccentricity. lie early be- 
gan to court the deathless Muse; for It was soon 
ffUr his Quitting school, that he published his 
Hours Of IdlpeM," which being treated with a 
very dlmroportlonate d^ee of severity by the 
critic of the Edinburgh Review, the youthfhl poet 
retorted In a Satire of great spirit and severity, 
called " English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” 
which is believed to have had the extraordinary ef- 
fect of increasing the mutual estee.ii of the bellige- 
rent parties : the Heviewershave certainly attended 
to the subsequent productions of his Lordsliip with 
gmt respect; ana he on his part, has done all in 
hU poww to r^all his satires— preventing a fifth 
edition from Wng published, even after it was 
mint^. HI* lx>rdship's succeeding intimacy with 
Idr. Moore, whom he bad allud^ torathercon* 


temptuously in the mention of his afTiiir with .Mr. 
Jellrey, may very honourably account for this soli- 
citude in part ; and the general areorclanoe of his 
liiuf of literary and pulitii al feeling with that of the 
celebrated Journal in question, will readily answer 
for the rest. In truth, in the end, his Lordship 
himself hei ame a conspicuous member of the bril- 
liant coterie at Holland Iloiise, which he had l>eeti 
provoked to deride. 

On his coining of age in 1809, Lord Byron, after 
taking his seat in the Houses of Peers, went abroad, 
and K|^nt some time in the South and East of 
Europ^ l»ariicul.'irly in Greece and its islands. In 
the year 1811 , he returned to England, and in the 
Spring of 1812, published his celebrated-** t’hilde 
Harold’s Pllgriniage,” — a poem which at once et- 
(ublished his farjie as a poet, iiul ensured thegreedy 
attention of the public to every subsequent pro- 
duction by the same hand. In the course of 1S13, 
laird Byron published three other poems ; — " The 
Oiaour,” “ The Bride of Abydus,” and “ The 
Gorsair,” and since that time, “ Lara," “ The 
Siege of Corinth," and “ I’arisina." Of the charac- 
ter of these celebrated poems, ihe Critical Review 
lor February 1814, may be consulted with advan- 
tage :~it will apply more or less to them all. 

In Januaiy, 181.% Lord Byron led to the .altar 
the accomplished Miss Milhanke, only child of Sir 
Ralph Milhanke. (since Noel) by whom lie has ong 
.laughter. This union, so suilafile in rank, fortune, 
.and the superior mental endowinenu of the resjier- 
tive parties, has been unfortunately severed by the 
acknowledged indiscretion of his Lordship. Of the 
exact tenor of that indiscretion, very little is cor- 
rectly known, more than what thebeautiffil “ Fare 
Thee Well !” insinuates, though all manner of 
vague and extraordinary reports liave been circu- 
lated. The manner in wnich that tender expostula* 
tion, and the severe “ Sketch From Private Life, ’ 
h;ive been received by certain Journalists, may 
reasonably excite surprise; as every tiling has been 
taken for grunted against Iu.h Lordship in the 
strongest possible sense, and that in a lone ap- 
proacning to malignity. To siieak of the ” Fare 
x bee Weil !" as an insult to Lady Byron, is stngu- 
l.ar enough, ns it is a string of cmiihatic compliment 
from beginning to end ; the simple fact of un- 
forgiveness only being stated, without even living 
arcompanied by the assertion of deserving it- It is 
the humble plea of acknowledged error which ven- 
tures to suggest the beauty of mercy. The "Sketch" 
is another aifair and so entirely depends upon the 
facts whirl gave rise to it, that it wilf lie impossible 
to judge of any thing, except its talenL until they 
are made known. To suppose that Lord Byron 
did not imagine himself injured, would be to infer 
his insanity ; and who, possessed of Ills powers of 
satire under the impression of an insidious Iniluenco 
exerted against domettlc peace, would not lie 
tempted to exercise them as he has done. On tha 
other hand il is but justice to tbe individual attack - 
cd to admit, tliat tne agonized mind of a deeply 
wounded hu8bt,nd might not be isulllclently cool 
for nice discrinfil nation ; and that a strong satiric 
talent, exerted in a moment of real or imagined 
provocation, is always to be understood with some 
grains of allowance. That I.ord Byron was origi- 
nally to blame, the public knows, for he has admit- 
ted It; but that he has any way aggravated his 
primary fault, bj writing his subsequent address 
to Jyady Byron, may be reasonably denied. As to 
the satire, with a total absence of evi4'!nce, it is as 
difficult to determine upon its justice at easy to 
decide upon its ability. Thus much, however, is 
rettain : a formal separation hat taken place, and 
his Lordship has quitted England for the present ; 
some of the Journalists say, Jor ever 
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POEMS 


ON LEAVING NEWSTEAU ABBEV. 


EPITAPH ON A FRIENH. 


IV HY dost thou build the hallf Son of the tvintied 
ilutjs ! Thou lookeii from thy torner to-day : yet a 
fern yean, and the blast of the desert contest it 
howl's in thy tmfty court. 

OSSIAN. 


Throtih thy battlements, Newstead, the hollow 
winds whistle i 

Thou the hall of my Fathers art gone to decay ; 
In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock and tiiis- 

Have chokotl up the rose, which late bloom’d in 
the way. 


Ctfthe maibcover’d Barons, who proudly to battle, 
their rassalsfrom Kuronc to Palestine’s plain, 
The escutcheon and shield, which witli every blast 
rattle, 

Are the only sad vestiges now that remain. 

No more doth old Robert, with harp>stringing 
numbers, Iwreatb; 

Raise a flame in the breast for the war-laurell’d 
Near Askalon’s Towers, John of Horistan • slum* 
hers, 

Unnerved is the hand of his minstrel by death. 


I'nil and Muiwrt too sleep, in the \alley ofrrc-<.sv ; 

Ki.r the ■. ifotv of Edward and Eoflaiid ih«*y ftll ; 
]\lv Kiiher' ' the tears of your rouiitrv n-dre'S ><• : 
lluw you loiu:ht ' how you died itdl her ann.al* 
can tell. 


f ) n Marstont with Rupertt 'gainst traitors contend- 
ing, [field ; 

Four brothers enrich’d with their blood the bleak 
For the righ ts of a monarch, their country «lefond- 

Till death their attachment to royalty seal’d. 


Shades of heroes, farewell 1 your descendant de- 
parting 

From the seat of his ancestors bids you adieu ' 
Abroad, or at home, your remembrance imparting 
New courage, he'U" think upon glory and you. 


'Phough a tear dim his eye at this sad separation, 
’Tis nature, not fear that excites his regret ; 

Far diatiwi he goes with the same emulation. 

The fame of nis fathers he ne'er can forget. 


That fame, and that memory, still will he cherish. 
He vows that he ne’er will disgrace your re- 


Like y 
\Vh 


nown { , 

ou will he live, or like you will he perish ; 
en decay’d may he mingle his dust with vour 
own. 18()3. 


• Horistan Castle, in Derbyshire, an ancient scat 
of the Byron family. 

t The battle of Manton IMoor, where the ad- 
herents of Char^I. were defeated. 

t Qon of the Elector Palatine, and related to 
paries I. he afterwards commanded the fleet in 
the reign of Charles II. 


AffTY,^ CT^IV fX,lV iXcSfJLTli IVt I^UOKTIV ItOOC 

Laertius 


On ! Friend ! for ever loved, for ever dear. 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honour’d bier ' 
VVi»at sighs re-echo’d to thy parting breath , 

Whilst mou wast struggling In the pangs of death ■ 
Could tears retard the tyrant in his course ; 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force ; 

Could youth and virtue claim a short delay, 

Or beauty charm the spectre from his ])rey ; 

Thou still hadst lived to bless my aching sight, 
Tliy comrade’s honour, and thy ftiend’s delight. 

If yet, thy gentle spirit hover nigh 

Tlie spot, where now thy mouldering ashes lie. 

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep. 

But living statues there, are seen to weep ; 
Affliction’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb, 

A f fliction’s st;lf deplores tby youthful doom. 

What though thy sire lament his failing line, 

A father’s sorrows cannot equal mine ! 

Though none like thee his elying hour will cheer. 
Vet otlicr offspring soothe his anguish here : - 
But who with me shail hold thy former placif^ 
Thine image, what new friendship can efface ?' 

Ah ! none a father’s tears will cease to llow. 

Time will assuage an Infant brother’s wo ; 

To all, save one. is consolation known, 

While solitary iriendship sighs alone. 

1803. 


A FRAGMENT. 

WuBN, to their airy hall, my Father’s voice 
Shall call my spirit, loyful In their choice ; 

Wlien noised upon ine gale, my form shall ride, 
Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain’s side ; 
Oh ! may my shade behold no sculptured urns 
To mark the spot, where earth to earth returns : 
No lengthen’d scroll, no prnise-encumber’d slonf ; 
My epitaph shall be, my name alone; 

If that with honour fail to crown my clay. 

Oh ! may no other fame my deeds repay ; 

That, only that, shall singb; out the spot. 

By that remember'd, or with that forgot. 


THE TEAR. 


O lachrymarum fons, tenero sacros 
Ducentium ortus ex aninio ; quater 
Felix ! in imo qui scatentein 
Pectore te, pia Nympha, senslt. 

GRAT. 


Whin fyiendshlp or lor* 

'iur sympathies move ; 

Wrien Truth, in a giance, should appear, 

A a 
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The Up* may be^Uo, 

With a dimple or smile, 

But the test of oilkctlon’s a I'ear. 

Too oft is a smile 
But the hypocrite’s wile, 

To mask detestation, or tear : 

Give me the soft sich. 

Whilst the soul-teUinR eye 
Is dimm’d for a time, with a' Tear 

Mild Charity’s clow. 

To us mortals below. 

Shows the soul, from barbarity clear ; 
Compassion will melt 
Where this virtue is felt, 

.And its dew is diii'uscd in a Tear. 

The man doom'd to sail 
r With the blast of the calo. 

Through billows Atlantic to steer : 

As he bends o’er the wave. 

Which may soon be his crave. 

The green sparkles bright widi a Tear. 

The soldier braves death. 

For a fanciful wreath. 

In Glory’s romantic career; 

But he raises the foe. 

When in battle laid low. 

And bathes every wound wiUi a Tear. 

If with high-bounding pride. 

He return to his bride, 
denouncing the gore-crimson 'd spear : 

All his toils are repaid, 

When, embracing the maid. 

From her eyelid he kisses the Tear. 

Sweet scene of my youth, 

Scat of Friendship and Truth, 

AVhefe love chased each ftist-flecting year ; 
Loath to leave thee, I mourn'd, 

For a last look 1 turn’d, 

But thy spire was scarce seen Uirough a Tear. 

Though my vows I can pour 
To my iMary no more. 

My Mary to Love once so dear ; 

In the shade of her bower, 

'I remember the hour. 

She rewarded those vows with a Tear. 

Bv another possess'd, 

Rlay she live ever bless'd, 

Her name still my heart must revere; 

With a sigh 1 resign 

What I once thought was mine. 

And forgive her deceit with a i ear. 

Ve friends of my heart, 
iCrc from you I depart. 

This ho{>e to my breast is most near ; 

If again we shall meet. 

In this rural retreat. 

May we meet, os wc part, with a Tear. 

When my soul wings her flight 
To tlie regions of right, 

And my corse shall recline on its bier; 

As ye pass by the tomb. 

Where roy ashes consume, 

Oh 1 moisten their dust with a Tear. 

May no marble bestow 
The splendour of wo, 

AVhlcli the children of vanity re ar ; 

No fiction of fame 
bhall blazon my name, 

All 1 ask, all 1 wish, is a Tear. 

LSOfi. 


AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 

DBUVBBED 

Pretiiotn tothtperformanceqftha **Whtel ofFurtune,” 
at a Private Theatre. 
siwcR the refinement of this polish'd age, 

I as swept immoral raillery from the stage : 

-ince taste has now expung’d licentious wit, 

IFhich tump'd disgrace on all an author writ; 


Since now to please witli purer scenes we sci k, 
Nor dare to call the blush from Beauty’s check ; 
Oh ! let the modest Rinse some pity claim, 

And meet indulgence though she lind not i'anie. 
Still, not for her alone, we wish respect. 

Others appear more conscious of deti ct , 

To-night no veteran Koscii you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old ; 

No Cooke, no Kemble, can sidute you here. 

No Siddons draw the sympathetic tear 
To-night, you throng to witness the debut 
Of embryo actors, to the Drama new ; 

Here, tlieit, our almost uiitledged wiring e tiy , 
Clip not our pinions ere the buds can 
Failing in this oiir dr>t attempt to o- ar. 

Dr<.-o|aiig, alls ! ue tall to ll^e ii.) ii.< ri . 

Not one jKior trembler unis, fear hi uri., i. 

Who hopes, yet almost dre^s, to meet your pr;.;:,e 
But all our dramatis personiu wait, 
la fond suspense, this crisis of their fate. 

No venal views our progress can retard. 

Your generous plaudits are our sole reward ; 

For these, each Hero all his power displays, 

Kach timid Heroine shrinks lieibre your gaze ; 
biirely the last will some protection find. 

None, to the softer sex, can prove unkind ; 

Whilst Youth and Beauty form the female shie’. 1, 
'J lu- >1. riu-M < I n^fir In ii.e I.Jr rnii.l >ield. 

Yit, should <jur lit-l.le ethirlA iiougbi aiail, 
Sb"uM, ulitr all, our best endea'ours fail . 

Still, let some mercy in your bosoms live, 

And if you can’t applaud, at least forgive. 


OxN THE DEATH OP MR. FOX, 

I The following Illiberal Impromptu appeal id 
j in a Morning Paper 

j “ OoB nation’s foes lament on Fox’s deatli, 

I But bless the hour, when Pitt resign’d his breath ' 

I I'hese feelings wide, let Sense and Truth undue, 

I We give the palm, where Justice jioims it due.” 
To tvhkh the Author of thete Pieces setil the 
followit\g reply. 

Oh ! factious viper! whose envenom’d tooth. 
Would mangle still the dead, perverting truth : 
Wliat, though our “ nation’s toes” lament the tale 
W'ltli generous feeling, of the good and great ; 
Shall c.astard tongues essay to blast the naiin; 

Of him, whose meed exists in entHess fame ■' 

When Pitt expired in plenitude of power. 

Though i'l sUi, I'.iol si iiied hia dying h..iii, 

I’liy lii-rdeivy uiiigs hefoie iiim s’lire nl, 

For ri. hie 'pints *• war not with the bead, 

His friends, in tears, a last sad requiem gave, 

As all his errors sluinbiT'd In the grave ; 

He sunk, an Atlas lamdiiig ’neath the weight 
Of cares o'erwhelming oui conflicting stau ; 
VV'hcn, io! a ilcrcules in Fox appeared. 

Who for a time the ruin’d fabric rear'd ; 

He, too, is fallen, who Britain’s loss supplied. 

With him our fast reviving liojies have dletl ; 

Not one great people, only, raise his urn. 

All Europe’s far extended regions mourn. 

These feeling* wide, let Sense and Truth un 
clue. 

To give the palm where Justice points it due ; ■ 
Yet let not canker’d calumny assail. 

Or round our statesman wind her gloomy veil, 
p'ox! o’er whose corse a mourning world must weep 
Whose dear remains in honour’cTmarble sleeji. 

For whom, at laift. even hostile nations groan. 
While friends and foe^ alike his talents own. 

Fox shall In Britain’s inture annals shine. 

Nor even to Pitt the patriot’s palm resim ; 

Which Envy, wearing Candour’s sacred masl , 

For Pitt, and Pitt alone, has dared to ask. 


STANZAS TO A LADY, 

With the Poems of Camoens. 

This votive pledTC of fond este^.n, 

Perhaps, dear Girl ! from me thou’lt prise ; 
It Sinn of Love’s enchanting dream, 

A theme we never can despise. 
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Who blames it but the envlo\is fool. 

The old and disappointed maid 
Or pupil of tho prudish school^ 

In single sorrow doom'd to tade. 

Then read, dear Girl ! with feeling read. 
For tliou wilt ne’er be one of those. 

To thee, in vain I shall not plead 
In pity for the Poet’s woes. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard ; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame; 

Mki- li!' , imv love lie thy reward : 

Uoi ii.'t iliv haiik-) faie the -.oiie. 


Then, Morpneus i envelop my faculties fast. 

Shed o’er me your languor benign ; 

Should the dream of to-night but resemble the last. 
What rapture celestial is mine 1 

Thfv fell iH. tint dumber, tbe sister of .1. mb, 

■ inbleiii it givi ii ; 

To tjie h.iw 1 |.,iig i.) ridgii my frail bre ui', 

If this be a foretaste of Heaven. 

Ah ! frown not, sweet Lady, unbend your soft itrou . 
Nor deem me loo bajipy in this : 

If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now. 

Thus doom'd but to gaze upon bliss. 


TO M 

On ! did those eyes, instead of fire. 

With bright, but mild allection shine ; 
Though they might kindle less desire. 
Love, more than mortal, would be thine. 


Though in visions, sweet Lady, perhaps you itny 
smile. 

Oh ! think not my penance deficient ; • 

When dreams of your presence my shimbert bi- 
guHe, 

To awake will be torture sufficient. 


For tb»u art form’d so he.avenlv fair, 

IL. ' o'- r ih'isc ori-» imv wlldh beam, 

..liifire. but siill dcspi.r; 

I’ l it ta' d 1,1 1'lce forbids esieiin. 

When nature stamp’d thy beauteous birth, 

So much perfection in thee shone. 

She fear’d that, too divine for earth, 

The skies might claim thee for their own ; 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 

Iiest angels might dispute the prize. 

She inde a secret lightning lurk, 

Wiibm the>e oiii e reksti.il e;*.". 

Tb. 0 mlcht tbe boldest svlph npp >1. 

Whi ii gietming with ineruliiii bli/e; 

T'iv b.-iuty ntu^t enrajiture all, 

Thit, who can dare tnine ardent gate ? 

Tis said, that Berenice’s hair, 

In stars adorns the vault of heaven ; 

But, they would ne’er permit thee there, 
Tliou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy sister lights would scarce appear ; 

Even suns, which systems now control, 

Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 


TO WOMAN. 

Woman ! experience might have told me. 
That all must love thea who liehold thee; 
Surclv experience might have taught, 

'rhy firmest promises are nought ; 

But placed in all thy charms before me. 

Mil forget but to adore thee, 

< )h ! Memory ! thou choicest blessing, 

V/hon join’d with hope, when still possessing, 
But how much cursed by every lover, 

When hope Is fled, and passion's over. 
Woman, that fair and fond deceiver, 

How prompt are striplings to believe her ; 
How throbs the pulse, when first we view 
The eye that rolls In glossy blue; 

Or sparkles black, or mildly throws 
A beam from under hazel brows ; 

How cpiick we credit every oath, 

And hear her plight the willing troth ; 
i ondly we hope ’twill last for aye, , 

'Vhen lo ! slie changes in a day : 

This record will for ever stand, 

'• Woman, thy vows are trac’d In sand."* 


TU M. S. It. 

Whkn I dream that you love me, you’l 
^ forgive, 

y»»>r anger to sleep ; 

^ T , ”*» affection can live, 

1 rise and it leaves me to weep. 




SON G. 

When I roved a young Highlander, o'er the dark 
heath, [snow;" 

And climb’d thy steep summit, O Morven i>f 
To ga/.e on the torrent that thunder’d beneath, 

Or the mist of the tempest that gather’d below ; 1 
Untui'-r’d by science, a tnnger to fi-ar, 

.And rudo as the r>><:’ks »beie niy iiil'ancy gre'^ , 
No feeling, save one, to mv bosom was dear. 

Need I say, my sweet Mary, ’twas centred in yon. 

Yet it could not bo love, for I knew not the name, 
Wliat passion can dwell in tbe heart, of a child J 
But still I perceive an emotion the same 

As 1 felt, when a boy, on the crag-cover’d wild 
One image alone, on my bosom impress'd, 

I loveil my bleak regions nor panted for new. 
And few were my wants, for my wishes wer- 
bless’d. 

And pure were my thoughts, for my soul 
with you. 

I arose with the dawn, with my dog as my g*i(lt. 
From inountidn to mountain I bounded along, 

I breastedj: the billows of Di‘e’s§ rushing tide. 

And heard at a distance, the Highlandefs song s 
At eve, on my heath -cover’d couch of repose. 

No dreams, save of Mary, were spread to mi 
view. 

And warm to the skies my devotions arose, 

I For the fir.st of my prayers was a blessing on you 

I left my bleak home and my visions are gone. 

The mountains are vanish’d, my youth is no more 
As the last of ray race I must wither alone. 

And delight but in days I have witness’d before 
Ah ! splendour has raisra, but embitter’d my lot. 
More dear were the setmes which my infanc" 
knew ; [forgot" 

Though my holies may have fail’d, yet they arc no 
Though cold is my lieart, still it lingers with you 

AVhen I see some dark hill point its crest to the sky 
I think of the rocks that o’ershadow Colbleen ; l] 
When 1 see the soft blue of a lovo-si>eaking eye, 

1 tliink of those eyes, that endear’d the rudi 
scene; 


• Morven : a lofty mountain In Aberdeenshire 
" Gormal of snow,” is an expression frequently to !« 
found in Ossian. ^ 

f This will not appear extraordinary to those \lh( 
have been accustomed to the Mountains; it is h< 
no means uncommon on attaining the top of Ben 
c-vis, Ben-y-bourd. &c. to perceive between tin 
summit and the valley, clouds pouring down rain 
and occa-slonally accompanied by lightning, whik 
tho spectator literally looks down upon the storn 
perfectly secure from its effects. 

t Breasting the lofty mountain,— -—SHAKspitARv. 
§ The Dee is a beautiftil river, which rises neni 
Mar Lodge, and falls into the sea at New Aberdeen. 

|j Colbleen is a mountain near the verge of th« 
Highlands, not far from the ruins of Dec Caatle. 
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^Vhen, haply, tome lij^ht-wavlng locks I behold 
That faintly resemblo my Mary’s in hue, 

I think on the long flowing ringlets of gold. 

The locks that were sacred to beauty and you. 


Here I beholjl its beauteous hue. 

Hut where s the bcum so sweetly straying ? 
Which gave a lustre to Its blue 
Like Luna o'er the ocean playing. 


Vet the day may arrive, when the mountains once 
more 

Shall rise to my sight, in their mantles of snow : 

But while these soar above me, unchanged as be- 
fore. 

Will Mary be there to receive me ? ah no ! 

Adieu! then,^e hills, where my childhood was 

Thou sweet flowing Dee, to thy waters adieu ! 

Jso home m the forest rfiall shelter my head. 

Ah i Mary, what home could be mine but with 
you? 


TO 

On ! y^s, I will own we were dear to each other. 
The friendships of childliood, though fleeting are 
true; 

The lore which you felt, was the love of a brother. 
Nor less the anection I cherish d for you. 

Jiut friendship can vary her gentle dominion, 

The attachineiil of years in a moment expires ; 

I, ike love t<x>, she nmves on a swift waving pinion. 
Hut glows not, like Love, with unquenchable 
lires. 

Full oft have we wandi t’d through Ida together, 
And bless’d were the scenes of our youth, I allow ; 
In the spring of our life, how serene is the vveather ; 
J3ut winter’s rude temjiests are gathering now. 

No more with aflfection shall memory blending. 

The wonted delights of our childhood retrace; 
When pride steels the bo)vum the heart is unbend* 
ing. 

And what would bo justice, appears a disgrace. 

However, dear S , for I still must esteem you. 

The few whom I love, I can never upbraid, 

The chance which has lost, may in future redeem 
you, 

Re^ntanca will cancel the vow you have made. 

I will not complain, and though chill'd isnfPcctlon, 
With me no corroding resentment shall live : 

My Iwsom is calm’d by the simple reflection. 

That both may be wrong, and that both should 
forglVe. 

You knew that my soul, that my heart, my exist- 
ence. 

If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 

Yon know me unalter’d by years or by distance, 
Devoted to love and to friendship alone. 

You knew,— but away with the vain retrospection, ^ 
The bond of aifbction no longer endures ; 

Too late you may droop o’er the fontl recollection, 
And sl,,;h for the friend who was formerly yours. 

For the present, we part 1 will hope not for ever. 

For time and regret will restore you at last ; 

To for^t our dissension' we both should endeavour, 

I ask no atonement, but days like the past. 


TO MARY. 

On receiving her picture. 

Trm faint resemblance of thy charms. 

Though strong as mortal art could give, 

My constant heart of fear dlsamu. 

Revives my hopes, and bids me live. 

Here I can trace the locks of gold, 

Which round tliy snowy forehead wave ; 

The cheeks which sprung from Beauty’s mould, 
The lips which made me Beauty’s slave. 

Here I can traee— Ah, no ! that eye 
\I^OM nxure floats in liquid Are, 

Must all the painter’s art defy, 

And bid him from the task retire. 


Sweet copy ! far more dear to me. 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art. 

Than all the living forms could be. 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

She plac’d it, sad, with needless fear. 

Lest time might shake my waveriiig%ul, 
Unconscious, tlmt her image there. 

Held every sense in fast control. 

Through hours, through years, through time ivu 
cheer ; 

My hope, in gloomy moments raise ; 

In life’s last conflict, 'twill apjiear. 

And meet my fond expiring gaxe. 


DAMiETAS. 

In law .an infant,* and in years a boy. 

In mind a slave to every vicious joy," 

From every .sense of shame and virtue wean'd. 

In lies an adept, in deceit a lienci ; 
t'ersed irr hypocrisy, while ytt a child ; 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wiki ; 

Woman his dune, his heedlcs.s friend a ton!. 

Old in the world, though scarcely broke from sein'd 
DanontHS ran through all tlu* maze of sin, 

And found the goal, when others iust begin ; 

K'ln slid . ontm ting p i- mn, sh.Ao hi^ "ou' 

.\nd l id him dram the iln g> ot pk asiire ■. I ms ' ; 
But p.ril'd with ri. 1 ', he bri.iks his lotiMcr ctiai' , 
And, what w^a un.e his Miv., uppi.rr hi- I- mi . 


TO MARION. 

Marion ! Why that pensive brow ? 

What disgust to life hast thou ? 

Change that discontented air ; 

Frowns become not one so fair. 

’Tis not love disturbs thy rest, 

Love’s a stranger to thy breast ; 

He, in dimpling smiles, auticaft, 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears ; 

Or Irends the lanjmia eyelid down, 

But shuns the cold forbidding fro .vu : 

Then rt -uiiie ihy f••rlTl(.■^ lire, 

Woiiie will love, .'ilnl all idlulle; 

While that icy asi>ect chills us, 

Nought hut cool indlft'erence thrill.', u . 
Wouldst thou wandering hearts begrdlc, 
Smile at least, or seem to smile ; 

Kyes like thine were never meant 
To hide their orbs, in dark restraint ; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldst say, 

Still in truant beam# they play. 

Thy lips,— but here my modest Muse 
Her impulse chaste must needs rclusi . 

She Mushes, courtesies, frowns,— in ihorl she 
Ifreads lest the subject should transport in. ; 
A ltd dying off hr search of reason. 

Brings prudence back in proper leasou. 

Ad I shad therefore say (whate’er 
I think, is neither here nor there,) 

Is that such dps, of looks endearing. 

Were form’d lor better things than si.cei ing ; 
Of soothing compliments divested. 

Advice at least's disinterested ; 

Such is my artless song to thee, 

From all' .he fhrw of flattery free : 

Counsel like mine is ns a brother's. 

My heart is given to some others ; 

That is to say, unskdl’d to cozen. 

It shares itself among a dozen. 

Mariun! adieu! oh! jir’y thee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight nut. 
And, lest my precepts be displeasing 
To those who think remonstrance teasing, 

At once I'll tell thee our oninioiik 
Concerning woman’s soft dominion : 


• In Law, every person Is on infant, who ha* 
not attained the age of k 1 . 
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Howe’er we gaze with admiration, 

On eyes of blue, or lips carnation; 
Howe’er the flowing locits attract us. 
Howe'er those beauties may distract us. 
Still fickle we are prone to rove. 

These cannot fix our souls to love; 

1 1 is not too severe a stricture, 

'fo say they form a j»retty picture, 

JJut would.st thou see the secret chain, 
WJiich binds us in your humble train, 
'I'o hail you queens of all creation. 
Know in a word, ’tis Animation. 


OSCAR OP ALVA.* 
A TALE. 


Taught by their sire to bend the bovi'. 

On Alva’s dusky hills of wind : 

Tlie boys in childhood chased the roe, 

And left their hounds in speed behind. 

But ere their years of youth are o’er, 

They mingle in the ranks of war ; 

They lightly wheel the bright clxytnoro, 

And send the whistling arrow tar. 

Dark was the flow of Oscar’s hair. 

Wildly it stream’d alon]^ the gale; 

But Allan’s locks wore bright and fair, 

And jiensive seem’d Iris cheek, and pale. 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul, 

His dark eye shone through beams of truth ; 

Allan had early learn'd control. 

And smooth his words had been from youth. 


How sweetly shines through nruro skies. 
The lamp of Heaven on Lora’s shore; 
Where Alva’s hoary turrets rise. 

And hear the din of arms no more. ^ 

But orten has yon rolling moon. 

On Alva’s casques of silver play’il : 

And view’d at midnight’s silent no“n. 

Her ihlefniii glcaiiiiiig iiuul array 'u. 

And on the crimson’d rocks beneath. 

Which scowl o’er ocean’s sullen (low, 

I’ale in the scatter’d ranks of death. 

She saw tlio gasping warrior low. 

AVhile many an eye, which ne’er again 
Could mark the rising orb of day. 

Turn’d feebly from the gory jilaln. 

Beheld in death her fading ray. 

Once to those eyes, the lamp of Love, 

They bless’d her dear, propitious light ; 
But now she glimmer'd from above, 

A sad, funereal torch. of night. 

Faded is Alva’s noble race. 

And gray her towers are seen afar ; ^ 

So more her heroes urge the chase, 

< )r roll the crimson tide of war. 

But who was last of Alva’s clan ? 

Why thrown the moss on Alva’s stone ^ 

Her towers resound no steps of man, 

Tiicy echo to tlie gale alone. 

And when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound is heard in yonder hall. 

It rises hoarsely through the sky. 

And vibrates o’er the mouldering wall. 

Yes, when the eddying tempest sighs. 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave; 

But there no more his banners rise. 

No more liis plumes of sable wave. 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar’s birth, 

When Angus hail’d his eldest born ; 

The va.ssal8 round their chieftain’s liearth. 
Crowd to applaud the happy morn. 

Tlvey feast upon the mountain deer, 

The pibroch raised its piercing note. 

To glaaden more their highland cliecr, 

Tne strains in martial numbers float. 

And they who heard the war-notes wild 
Hoped that, one day, the pibroch’s atr.ain, 
Should play before the hero’s child 
While he should lead the tartan train. 


Both, l»oth were brave, the Saxon spear,. 

Was shiver’d oft lieiie.ith their steei. 

And Oscar’s bosom sct>m d to fear. 

But Oscar’s bosom knew to feel. 

While Allan’s soul belied his form. 

Unworthy with such charms to dwell ; 

Ki*en as the lightning of the storm 
On foes his deadly vengeance fell. 

From high Southannon’s distant tower 
Arrived a young and noble dame; 

With Kenneth’.s lands fo form her dower, 
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daughter came ; 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride, 

And Angus on his Oscar smiled, 

It soothed the father’s feudal pride 
Thus to obtain Glenalvou’s cltild. 

Hark ! to the pibroch’s pleafshtg note, 

Hark! to the swelling nuptial song ; 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

See how the heroes’ blood-red plumes, 
As.sembled wave in Alva’s hall ; 

Each youth his varied plaid assumes, 
Attending on tlieir chicftain’s call. 

It is not war their aid demands, 

The pibroch i)lays the song of peace ; 

To Obc.Hr'.s nuptials throng tlie band. 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease. 

But where is Oscar ? sure ’tls late : 

Is this a bridegroom’s ardent flame ? 

While thronging guests, and ladies wait. 

Nor Oscar nor nis brother came. 

At length young Allan join’d the bride, 

“ Why comes not Oscar ?*’ Angus said ; 

“ Is he not here ?” the youth replied, 

“ With me he roved not o'er the glade. 

" Perchance, Girgctful of the day, 

’Tis his to chase the bounding roe; 

Or Ocean’s waves prolong his stay. 

Yet Oscar’s bark is seldom slow.” 

“ Oh, no!” the anguish’d Sire rejoin’d, 

” Nor chase, nor wave my boy delay ; 

Would he to Mora seem unkind ? 

Would aught to her impede his way ^ 

“Oh! search, yc Chiefs! oh! search arouoil'. 
Allan, with these, through Alva fly ; 

Till Oscar, till my son is found, 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt repl)^!” 


Another year is quickly pas 
And Angus halls anotWr s 
nay is like the last, 
Nor soon the jocund feast \ 


jocund feast was done. 


, 1 -* of this tale was suggested 1 

and Lorenzo,” Tn the fir 
Armenian, or Ghost-Seer It al.« 
if lacbeth?*®^ to a scene in the third A< 


All is confusion— through the vale. 

The name of Oscar hoarsely rin^. 

It rises on the murmuring gale. 

Till night expands her dusky wings. 

It breaks the stillncts of the night, 

But echoes through her shades in vain * 

It sounds through morning’s misty light. 
But Oscar comet not o'er the plain. 

Three days, three sleepless nights, the Chief 
For Oscar search'd each mountain cavt; ; 
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Then hope Is lost, in boundless fffief. 

His loess in gray<torn ringlets wave. 

“ Oscar ! my son .'—thou (Jod of heaven ! 

Restore the prop of sinking age ; 

Or, ifthat hope no more is given. 

Yield his assassin to my rage. 

“ Yes, on some desert, rocky shore. 

My Oscar’s whiten’d bones must lie : 

Then grant thou, God ! I ask no more. 

With him his frantic sire may die. 

“ Yet, he may live, — away despair. 

Be calm my soul J he yet may live ; 

To arraimt iny fate, iny voice fortH.*ar, 

0 God ! ray impious prayer forgive. 

“AVTiat, if he live for me no more, 

1 sink forgotten in the dust, 

The hope of Alva’s ago is o'er, 

A 4 as ! can pangs like these be just ?” 

Thus did the hapless parent mourn. 

Till Time, who soothes severest wo. 

Had bade serenity return. 

And made the tear-drop cease to flow. 

For still, some latent hope survived. 

That Oscar might once more appear ; 

His hope now droo^i’d, and now revived. 

Till Time had told a tedious year. 

Days roll’d along, the orb of light 
Again had run his destin’d race ; 

No Oscar bless'd his father’s sight, 

And sorrow left a fainter trace. 

For youthful Allan still remain’d, 

And now his father's only joy : 

And Mora’s heart was ouickly gain’d. 

For beauty crown’d uie fair-nair’d boy. 

She thought that Oscar low was laid. 

And Allan’s face was wondrous fair ; 

If 06c.ar lived, some other maid 
Had claim’d his fisithless bosom’s caro. 

Aira Angus said, if one year more, 

In frunless hope was pass’d away ; 

Ills fondest scruples should tie o'er. 

And he woula name their nuptial day. 

Slow roll'd the moons, but hless’d at last, 
Arrived the dearly destined mom ; 

The year of anxious trembling past 
What smiles the lovers' cheeks adorn. 

Hark to the pibroch's swelling note ! 

Hark to the swelling nuptial song ! 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

Again the clan in festive crowd. 

Throng through the gate of Alva’s hall ; 
The sounds of mirth re-echo loud, 

And all their former Joy recall. 

But who is he, whose darken’d brow 
Glooms m the midsC of general mirth ? 
Before his eyes' far fiercer glow. 

The blue flames curdle o’er the hearth. 

Dark is the robe which wraps his form 
And tall his plume of gory red ; 

His vdfee is like the rising storm. 

But li|^t and trackless Is his tread. 

'Tfs nooh of night, the pledge goes roon<L 
The bridegroom's bemth u deeply quan'U ; 
With shouts the vaulted roofli resoand. 

And all combine to hail the draught. 

.Sudden, the stronger chief arose, 

And ail the clamorous crowd are hutli'd ; 
And Angus’ cheek with wonder glows, 

And Mora’s tender bosom blum'd. 

“ Old man I” he cried ** this pledge is done. 
Thou saw’st 'twos truly drank me, 

It hail'd the nuptials oftny son, 

Now will I claim a pledge flrom thee. 


“ While all around is mirth and Joy, 

To bless thy Allan's happy lot: 

Sav, hadst thou ne’er another boy ? 

Say, why should Oscar be forgot ?” 

“ Alas !” the hapless Sire replied. 

The big tear starting as he spoke, 

“ When Oscar left my hall, or tlied. 

This aged heart was almost broke. 

“ Thrice has the earth revolvetl her course. 
Since Oacar’t. form has ble.ss’tl m^ight , 

And Allan is my last resoun e, W 
Since martial Oscar's death or 

“ Tis well,'* replied the .stranger, stern, 

And fiercely flash’d his rolling eye, 

Thy Oscar’s fate I fain would learn, 
l’erhap.s the hero did not die. 

“ Perchance, If those whom most he loted 
Would call, thy Oscar might return, 

Perchance the chief has only roved, 

him thy Beltane, * yet may bum. 

“ Fill high the bowl, the table round, 

W'e will not claim the pledge by stealth ; 

With wine let every cun be crown’d. 

Pledge me departed Oscar's health.” 

“ With all my soul,” old Angus said. 

And fill’d nis goblet to the brim ; 

“ Here’s to iny hoy alive, or dead, 

I ne’er shall find a son like him.” 

“ Bravely, old man, this health has sped. 

But why docs Allan trembling stand ? 

Come, drink remembrance of the dead, 

And raise thy cup with firmer hand.” 

The crimson glow of Allan’s face. 

Was turn’d at om.c to ghastly hue ; 

The drop.s of death, each other chase, 

Adown in agonizing dew. 

Thrice did he raise the goblet high, 

Anddhrlce hb li])s'renise<l to taste; 

For thrice he caught the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fury plac^. 

“ And is It thus a brother hails 
A brother’s fond remembrance here ? 

If thus aireclion’s strength prevails, 

What might we not expect from fear ?" 

Roused by the sneer, he raised (he bowl, 
“Would 1 Oscar now could share our mirth :• 

Internal fear appall’d his soul, 

He said, and uosli’d the cup to earth. 

“ Tis he, I hear my murderer’s voice,” 

Loud shrieks a darkly gleaming form ; 

“ A murderer’s voice!” the roof replies. 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

The tapers wink, the chieftains shrink. 

The stranger's gone— amidst the crew 

A form was seen in tartan green 
And tall the shade terrific grew. 

His waist was bound, with a broad belt round, 
His plume of sable stream’d on high ; 

But hb breast was bare, with red wounds there, 
And fix’d was the glare of his glassy eye. 

And thrice he smiled, with his eye so wild. 

On Angus bending low tho knee ; 

And thrice he frowned, on a chief on the ground. 
Whom shivering crowds wiUi horror see. 

The liolte loud roll, from pole to pole. 

The thunders through the welkin ring, [>.101 m 

And the gleaming form, through the mist of fhf 
Was borne on fdgh by the whirlwind’s win),. 

Cold was the feast, the revel eeased j 
Who lies upon the stony t\oo\ ? 

Oblivion press'd old Angus' breast, 

At length his Ilfe-pulse throbs once more. 


• Beltane Tree, a Highland frstlval on tlje bf of 
May, held near lires lighted for the occasion. ^ 
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" Away, away, let the leech essay. 

To pour the light on Allan’s eyes 

His sand is done,- his race is run. 

Oh ! never more shall Allan rise ! 

But Oscar’s breast is cold as clay. 

His locks are lifted by the gale ; 

And Allan’s bartied arrow lay 
VVitli him in dark Glentanar’s vale. 

And whence the dreadful stranger came. 

Or who, no mortal wight can tell ; 

Hut no one doubts the form of flame. 

For Alva’s sons knew Oscar well. 

Ambition nerved young Allan’s hand. 
Exulting demons wing’d his dart. 

While envy waved her burning brand. 

And pour’d her venom round his heart. 

Swift is the shaft from Allan’s bow. 

Whose streaming life-blrKxl stains his side, 

Hark Ofii;ar’s sable crest is low. 

The dart has drunk his vital tide. 

And Mora’s eve could Allan move, . 

She bade his wounded pride rebel ; 

Alas ! that eyes which beam’d with love, 

, Should urge the soul to deeds of hell. 

Lo ! seest thou not a lovely tomb 
Which rises o'er a warrior dead ? 

It glimmers through the twilight gloom ; 

. I.fh : that .Vllan', nupiial bed. 

Far, distant far, the noble grave 
Wliich held his clan’s grecOt ashes stood ; 

And o’er his corse no banners wave. 

For tltey wore stain'd with kindred blooil. 

What .minstrel, gray, what hoary bard. 

Shall Allan’s dee«is on harp-strings raise? 

The song is glory’s chief reward, 

ilpt who can strike a murderer’s praise ? 

Unstrung, untouch’d the harp must stand. 

No lllin^lrel dare the theme awakr , 

GuilC vk.juld tK'nuiiili hli pabied h tii.l, 

His harp in shuddering chords would break. 

No lyre of fame, no hallow’d verse, 

>hail sound his glories high in air, 

A dying father’s bitter curse, 

A brother’s death-groan echoes there. 


TO THE DUIiE OP D. 


In looking over my papers, to select a few additional 
Poems for this second e<litlon, I found thefollow- 
ing lines, which I had totallv forgotten, composed 
in the Slimmer of 1805, a short time previous to 

my departure from H . They were addressed 

to a young school-fellow of high rank, who had 
l>een my frequent companion in some rambles, 
through the ncighbouving country ; however, 
he never saw the lines, and most probably never 
will. As, on a reperusal. I found them not worse 
than some other pieces in the collection, I have 
now published them, for the first time after a 
slight revision. 


H— R— T ! whose early stCTS with mine have stray’d. 
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade. 

Whom still atFecllon taught me to defend, 

And made me less a tyrant than a friend ; 

Though the harsh custom of our youthftil hand, 
^Ijwle thee obey, and gave me to command •, • 

on whose head a few short years will shower 
J he gift of riches, and the pride of power ; 

Even now a name illustrious is thine own, 
Kenown’d In rank, not far beneath the throne. 


School, the Junior boy« are 
J® J ‘o ‘he upper forms, Ull they 

higher classes. From this 
hut afto? « Pifoperly no rank is exempt ; 

iliQse who s^cwld.**®^ » command In turn 


Yet D— r— t, let not this scdiiee thy soul. 

To shun fair science, or evade control ; 

Though passive tutors,* fearful to dispraise 
The titled child, whose fhture breath may raise. 
View ducal errors with indulgent eyes. 

And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bend the knee 
To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee ! 

And, even in simple boyhood’s opening dawn. 

Some slaves are found to flatter and to fawn ; 

When these declare, “ that pomp alone should 
wait 

On one by birth predestined to be great ; 

That hooks were only meant for drudging fools. 
That gallant spirits scorn the common rules ; ’ 
Believe them not, — they point the ]»ath to shame. 
And seek to lilast the honours of thy name ; 

Turn to the few in Ida’s early throng. 

Whose souls disdain not tq condemn the wrong ; • 
Or, if amidst the comrades of thy youth, 

None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth, 

Ask tliine own heart 1 ’twill bid thee, boy, forbear. 
For well I know, that virtue lingers there. • 

Yes ! I have mark’d thee many a passing day. 
But, now new scenes invite me far away ; 

Yes! I liave mark’d within that generous mind, 

A soul, if well matured, to bless mankind ; 

Ah ! though myself, by nature haughty, wild, 
Whom Inaiscretion hail’d her favourite child ; 
Though every error stamps me for her own, 

And dooms my fall, I fain srould fail alone ; 
Though my proud heart no precept now can tame, 

1 love the virtues which 1 cannot claim. 

’Tls not enough with other sons of power. 

To gleam, the lambent meteor of an hour. 

To swell some peerage page in feeble pride. 

With long-drawn names, tpat grace no page liesidc ; 
Then share with titled crowds the common let. 

In life just gazed at, in the nave forgot ; 

While nau^t divides thee from the vulgar dead. 
Except the dull cold stone that hides thy head, 

The mouldering ’scutcheon, or the Herald’s roll. 
That w'ell emblazon’d, but neglected scroll, 

Wliero I.ords unhonour’d. In the tomb may fini 
One spot, to leave a worthless namo behind.— 
There sleep, unnoticed as the gloomy vaults 
That veil tneir dust, their follies, and their ; 
A race, with old armorial lists o’erspread, * 

In riTords destined never to be read. 

Fain would I view thee with prophetic eyes. 
Exalted more among the gooii and wise ; 

A glorious and a long career pursue. 

As lirst in rank, the first in talent too ; 

Siiurn every vice, each little meanness shun. 

Not fortune’s minion, but her noblest son. 

T um to the annals of a former day. 

Bright are the deeils thine earlier sires display : 
One, tliough a Courtier, liveil a man of worth. 

Anil call’d, proud boast 1 the English drama forth, f 
Another view, not less renown’d for wit. 

Alike, for courts, and camps, or senates fit ; 

Bold in the field, and favour’d by the Nine, 

In every splendid part ordain’d to shine ; 

Far, far distinguish’d from the glittering throng. 
The pride of princes, and the boast of Song. i 
Such were thy Fathers, thus preserve iluir 
name. 

Not heir to titles only, but to Fame. 


• Allow me to disclaim any personal alluMons, 
even the most distant; I merely mention generally, 
what is loo often the weakness of preceptors. 

t “ Thomas S— k — lie. Lord B — k — st, cieateil 

Earl of D bv James the first, was one of thi> 

earliest, and brightest ornaments to the poetry of 
his country, and the first who produced a regular 
drama.” » 

AvDsnaos'a British Fobts. 

Charles S— k— lie, Earl of D , esteemed the 

most accomplished man of his day, was alike dis- 
tinguished in the voluptuous court of Charles II. 
and the gloomy one of yVllllam HI. He behaved 
with groat gallantry in the sea-fight with the 
Dutch, in 1665, on tne day previous to which he 
composed his celebrated song. His character h.M, 
been drawn In the highest colours by Dryden, Pope. 
Prior, and Conweve. 

V Ide Ahurrson’s British Fours. 
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The hout drawft nigh, a few brief day* will close 
To me, this little scene of joys and woes j 
£ach knell of Time now warns me to resim 
Shades, where Hope, Peace, and FrienaHlilp, aQ 
were mine ; 

Hope, that could vary like the rainbow’s hue. 

And gild their pinions as the moments Hew ; 

Peace, that rejection never flrown’d away. 

By dreams of ill, to cloud some ftiture day ; 
Friendship, whose truth let childliood onlv tell, 
Alas ! they love not long, who love so well. 

To these adieu ! nor let me linger o’er 
Scenes hail'd, as exiles hail their native shore. 
Receding, slowly, through the (Lark -blue deep. 
Beheld by eyes that mourn, yet cannot weep. 

D— r— t ! farewell ! I will not ask one part 
Of sad lemembrance In so young a heart; 

The coming morrow from thy youthful mind, 

* Will sweep my name, nor leave a trace behind. 

A nd yet, {^haps. In some maturer year, 

Since chance has thrown us in the self same 
sphere. 

Sinew the same senate, nay the same debate. 

May one day claim our sulIVage for the state. 

We hence may meet, and pass each other by 
With faint regard, or cold and distant eye. 

For me, in future, neither friend nor foe, 

A stranger to thyself, thy weal nor wo ; 

With thee no more again, I hope to trace. 

The recollection of our early race ; 

No more, as once in social hours rejoice, 

<>r hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known voice. 

Still, if the wishes of a heart untaught 

To veil those feelings which, perchance, it ought. 

If theso— but let me cease the lengthen’tl strain. 

Oh ! if these wishes ore not breathed In vain. 

The guardian seraph who directs thy fite. 

Will leave thee glorious, as he founo thee great. 


TRANSLATIONS 

AND IMITATIONS. 


But, at the sight, my senses fly, 

1 needs must gaze, but gazing die ; 

Wliilst trembling with a thousancl fears, 
Parch'd to the throat my tongue adheres. 

My pulse beats (udek, my breath heaves short, 
Afy limbs deny their slight support ; 

Cold dews my pallid face o'erspread, 

With deadly languor droops my head. 

My eMs Withtiingling echoes ring. 

And life itself is on the wing ; 

My eyes refuse the cheering light. 

Their orbs are veil’d in starless night ; 

Such pangs my nature sinks beneath. 

And f^s a temporary death. ^ 


TRANSLATION 

OF Tiia 

EPITAPH ON VIRGIL AND TIBULLUS. 

tiy Domitlua Mttrtui. 

He, who sublime in epic numlicrs roU’ci, 

And he who struck the softer lyre of love. 

By death’s* unetiual hand alike controll’d, 

I'll comrades in Elysian regions move ! 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 
Luctus de mortc passeris." 


^ H Cupids, droop each little head, 

Nor let your •wings with joy be spread, 
My Ix^sbia’s favourite bird is dead. 

Whom dearer than her eyes slie loved ; 
For he was gentle, and so true, 

Obedient toiler call he llew, 

No fear, no wild alarm he knew. 

But lightly o'er her bosom moved: 


ADRIAN’S ADDRESS 

To hi* ioui, Twhen dying. 

Animcla ! vagula, blandula, 
Hotpes, comesque, corporis, 
^is nunc abibis m loca ? 
Pallidula, rigida, nudula, 
Nec, ut sole*, dabls jocos. 


TRANSLATION. 

Ah ! gentle, fleeting, wavering sprite, 
Friend and associate of this clay f 
To what unknown region borne. 
Will thou now wing thy distant flight ? 
No more, with wonted humour gay. 
But pallkl, cheerless, and forlorn. 


TRANSIATION FROM CATULLUS. 


AD LaSBIAM. 


Equal to Jove, that youth must be, 
Greater than Jove ho seems to me, 

Who free from Jealousy's alarms, 
H^urdy view* thy matchless charms? 
That cheek which ever-dimplfng glo'ws, 
That mouth from whence such music ilou 
To him alike, are always known, 

Hesmed for him, and him alone. 

Ah . Lesbia ! tboiigh 'tl* death to me, 

1 cannot choose but look on thee; 


And softly fluttering hero and there. 

He never sought to cleave the air, 

But cherup’d oft, and free from care. 
Tuned to her ear Ids gi'ateful strain ; 
Now having pass’d the gloomy bourn. 
From whence he never can return, 

Hi* deatli, and Lesbia’* grief I mourn. 
Who sighs, alas ! but sighs in vain. 

Oh ! curs’d be thou, devouring grave ! 
Whose jaws eternal victims crave. 

From whom no earthly power can save, 
For thou hast ta’cn the bird away ! 
From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erflow. 
Her swollen cnecks with weeping glow. 
Thou art tlie cause of all her wo. 
Receptacle of Life’s decay. 


IMITATED FROM CATULLUS. 

TO ELLEX. 

On ! might I kiss those eyes of fire, 

A miltion scarce would quench desire; 

Still would I steep my lips in bliss. 

And dwell an age on every kis-s. 

Nor thtrn my soul should sated be, 

Ktill would 1 kUs and cling to thee : 

Nought should my kiss from Uilne dissever. 
Still would we kiss, and kiss fur ever ; 

Kvon tliough the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest’s countless seed ; 

To part would be a vain endeavour, 

Could I desist ?.-ah 1 never-never. 


! « 

I * The band of death Is said to be unjust, or n.'>- 
I equal, as Virgil was considerably older man Tibui* 
I lus at hU decease. 
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TRANSLA.TION FROM ANACREON. 

TO F18 Ly»E. 

1 vrrsH to tune my quivering lyre. 

To deeds of fame, and notes of fire ; 

To echo from Its rising swell, 

How heroes fought and nations fell : 

When Atreus’ sons advanced to war 
Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar: 

But still to martial strains unknown. 

My lyre recurs to love alone. 

Fired with the ho|»e of future fame, 

I seek some nobler hero’s name ; 

The dying chords are strung anew. 

To war, to war, my harp is due ; 

AVith glowing strings, the epic strain. 

To Jove’s great son 1 raise again ; 

Alcides and his glorious deeds. 

Beneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds 
All, all in vain, my wayward lyre, 

Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 

Adieu ! ye chiefs I renown'd in arms 
Adieu! the clang of war’s alarms. 

To other deeds ray soul is strung, 

And sweeter notes shall now be sung ; 

My harj* shall all its powers reveal, 

’J\> tell the tale ray heart must feel, 

Jiove, Love alone, my lyre shall claim, 

In songs of bliss, and sighs of flame. 


ODE III. 

■Twas now the hour, when night hatl driven 
Her car half round yon sable lieaven ; 

Bootes, only, st'em’d to roll 
His arctic charge around the nole; 

While mortals lost in gentle sleep, 

Forgot to smile, or ceased to weep. 

At this lone hour, the I'aphian boy. 
Descending IVotn the realms of joy, 

Oulek to my gate directs his course, 

.\nd knocks with all his little force ; 

My visions fled, alarm’d I rose, 

“ U'hat stranger breaks my hlcss’d repose ?’• 

“ Alas 1" replms the wily child. 

In falteringacrents sweetly mild ; 

“ A hapless Infant here I roam. 

Far from my dear maternal home ; 

Oh shield me from the wintry blast. 

The nightly storm is pouring fast. 

No prowling robber lingers here, 

A wandering baby who can fear ?” 

I heard his seeming artless tale, 

I heard his sighs upon the gale ; 

My breast was never pity’s foe. 

Blit felt for all the baby’s wo ; 

I drew the bar, and by the light, 

Young Love, the infant, met my sight; 

His bow across his shoulders flung. 

And thence his fatal quiver hung, 

(.Ah little did 1 think the dart 
Would rankle soon within my heart ;) 

With care I tend my weary guest, 

His little fingers chill my breast. 

His glossy curls, his azure wing, 

■Which droop with nightly showers, I wring ; 
His shivering limbs the embers warm. 

And now revlvlfig from the storm. 

Scarce had he felt his wonted glow, 

Than swift he seized his slender bow ; 

“ I fain would know, my gentle host,” 

He cried, “ If this its strength has lost; 

I fear, relax'd with midnight dews. 

The strings their former mid refuse 
With poison tipp'd, his arrow flies, 
peep in iny torturra heart it lies ; 

Then loud the joyous urchin laugh'd, 

' My bow can still impel the shaft ; t 
'Tis firmly fix’d, thy sighs reveal it, 
bay courteous host, canst thou not feel it?" 


fragments of school exercises, 

TROX TUB 

PROMEtHEU* ViNCrUS op j^SCBYLUS. 

mighty throne, 
homage pay, 
wer disown, 
r disobey. 


Oft shall the sacred victim fall. 

In sea-girt Ocean’s mossy hall ; 

My voice shall raise no Impious strain, 
'Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 


How different now thy joyless fate, 

Since first Hesione thy bride 
When placed aloft In godlike state. 

The olusliing beauty by tly side. 

Thou sat’st while reverend Ocean smiled, 

And mirthful strains the hours beguiled,; 

The Nymphs and Tritons danced around, 

Nor yet thy doom was fix’d, nor Jove relentless 
frown’d. 

Harrow, Dec. 1, ISOl. 


THE 

EPISODE OF NISUS AND EURYALUS, 


PARAPURASE FROM THE AINEID, Lib. fi. 

Nisuft, the guardian of the portal, stood 
Eager fo gild his arms with hostile lilood ; 

Well skill’d In fight, the qulvtTlng lance to wield. 
Or pour his arrows through th’ embattled field ; 
From Ida torn, he left his sylvan cave. 

And sought a foreign home, a distant grave. 

To watch the movements of the Dauniim host ; 
With him Euryalus sustains the post, 

No lovelier mien adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

And lieardless bloom yet CTaced the gallant boy. 
Though few tlie sea-sons of his youthful life. 

As yet a novice in the martial strife, 

'Twas his with beau^, valour’s gifts to share, 

A soul heroic, as liis form was fair ; 

These burn with one jiure flame qf generous love. 
In peace, in war united, still they move; 

Friendship and glorf form their loint reward. 

And now combined, they hold their nightly guard. 

“What god!” exclaim’d the first! “ instils this 
fire? 

Or, in itself a god, what great desire ? 

My labouring soul, with anxious thought oppi eas'd 
Abhors tills station of inglorious rest ; 

The love of fame with this can ill accord, 

Be’t mine to seek for glory with my sword. 

Seest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling dim 
Where drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb ? 
Where confidence and ease the watch disdain. 

And drowsy silence holds her sable reign ? 

Then hear my thought In deep and sullen grief. 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief. 
Now could the gifts^ and promised prize tie thine, 

( The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine ; ) 
AVere this decreed beneath yon riring mound, 
Metbinks, an easy path perchance were found. 
Which past. I speed my way to Pallas’ walls ; 

And lead Aincas ftom Evander’s halls.” 

With equal ardour fired, and warlike Joy, 

His glowing ftiend address’d the Dardan boy. 
These deeds, my Nisus, shalt thou dare alone. 
Must all the fame, the peril be thine own? 

Am I by thee despised, and left afar. 

As one unfit to share the toils of war ? 

Not thus, his son, the great Opheltes taught. 

Not thus, my sir^ In Argive combats fought : 

Not thus, when Ilion fell by heavenly hate, 

I track’d £neas through the walks of fate ; 

Thou know’st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear. 
And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear; 

Here is a soul, with hopd imraorui burns, 

And lifh, ignoble for glory spurns; 

Fame, fame is cheaply earn’d by flectint breath. 
The prize of honour is the sleep of death.” • 

Then Nisus,-- “ Calm thy bosom’s fond alarms. 
Thy heart beats fiercely, to the din of arms ; 

More ^or thy worth and valour ttian my own, 

1 swe&T by him who fills Olympus’ throne ! 

So may 1 triumph, as 1 speak the truth, 

And clasp again the comrade of my youth ? 

But should I fait, (and he who dares advance. 
Through hostile legions, must abide by chance i) 

If some Kutulian arm, with adverse blow. 

Should lay the friend who ever loved thee low • 


^th Gods and mortals 
thy po 

Thy dread behests ne’ci 
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Lire thou, such beauties I would fain preserve, 
Thy budding years a lengthen’d term deserve ,* 
When humbira in the dust, iet some one be. 
Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me ; 
AVhose manly ann may snatch me back by force. 
Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse ; 

Or, if my destiny these last deny, 
lt\ in the spoiler's power my ashes He: 

Thy pious care may raise a simple tomb. 

To mark thy love, and signalize my doom. 

Why should thy doting wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endless sleep ? 

Who, fur thy sake, the tempest’s fury dared. 

Who, for thv sake, war’s deadly peril shared ; 

"Who braved what woman never Waved before. 
And left her native, for the Latian shore." 

“ In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,’’ 
Keplied Huryalus, “ It scorns control ! 

Hence, let us haste,’* — their brother guards arose, 
Iwoused by their call, nor court again rei»ose ; 

The pair, buoy’d up on hope's exulting wing. 

Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 
Now o'er the earth a solemn stillness ran. 

And liUl'd alike the cares of brute and man ; 

Save wnerc tlic Dardan leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold ; 

< )n one great point the council are agreed, 

An inst.'int message to their prince decreed ; 

Kach lean’d upon the lance he well could wield, 
And poised, with easy arm, his ancient shield ; 
When Nisus and his friend their leave retjuest. 

To offer something to their high behest. 

With anxious tremors, yet unawed by fear, 

The frithful pair before the throne appear j 
lulus peets them ; at his kind command. 

The elder first address’d the hoatv band. 

** With patience," (thus Hyrtaoldcs beg.'in,) 

“ Attend, nor judge, from youth, our humble plan; 
■Wliere yonder beacon’s half expiring beam, 

Our slumbering foes of future conquest dream, 

Nor heed that we a secret path have traced. 
Between the ocean and the portal placed : 

Beneath the covert of the blackening smoke, 

Whose shade, securely, our desim will cloak! 

If you, ye chiefs, and fortune will allow, 

■We'll bend our course to yonder mountain’s lirow ; 
Where Pallas’ walls at distance meet the sight, 
Seen o’erth^ladc, when not obscured by night; 
Then shall dSneas, in his pride return, 

While hostile matrons raise tiieir offspring’s iim ; 
And Datian spoils, and pu^p^ed heaps of dead, 
Khali mark the havoc of our fiero's tread'; 

Kuch Is our purpase, nut unknown the way. 

Where yonder torrent’s devious waters stray ; 
f>ft have we seen, when hunting by the stream. 

The distant spires above the valleys gleam." 

Mature in years, for sober wisdom famed. 

Moved by the speech, Alethes here exclaim’d, 

“Ye parent gods ! who rule the fate of Troy, 

Ktill dwells the Dardan spirit in the boy ; 

When minds like these, in striplings thus ye raise, 
Yours is the godlike act, be yours the praise ; 

In gallant youth, my fainting hopes revive, 

And 1 lion's wonted glories still survive 
'J'hcn, in hU warm embrace, the boys he press’d. 
And quivering, strain’d them to his aged breast; 
With tears the burning cheek of each liedew’d. 

And sobbing, thus his first discourse renew'd : 

“ What gift, ray countrymen, what martial prize 
Can we liestow, which you may rAit despise f 
( )ur deities the first best boon nave given. 

Internal virtues are the gift of Heaven. 

What poor rewards can bless your deeds on earth. 
Doubtless await such young exalted worth ; 

/Pneaa and Ascanius shall combine, 
g,To yield applause, far, far surpassing mine." 
lulus then i “ By all the powers above ! 

By those Penates,* who my country love I 
By hoary Vesta’s sacrea fiine, I swear, 

Mr hopes are all in you, ye generous pair I 
lULtore my father to my grateful sight. 

And all tny sorrows yield toonedelighh 
Nisus ! two silver goblets are thine own. 

Saved from Arisbo's stately domes o’ertnrown { 

My sire secured them on that fatal day ; 

Nor left such IhtwIs on Argive robber’s prey, 

Two mossy tripods also shall be thine. 

Two talents polished from the glittering mine ( 


* Household gods. 


An ancient oup, which Tyrian Dido cave. 

While yet our vessels press’d the Punic wave : 

But, when the hostile chiefs at length bow down. 
When great AHneas wears Hesperia's crown, 

The casque, thi buckler, and the fiery stetnl. 
Which Tumus guides with more than mortal 
speed. 

Are thine ; no envious lot shall then be cast, 

I pledge my word, irrevoi-ably past ; 

Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six captive 
dames, 

To soothe thy softer hours with amorous flames. 
And all the re.-ilms, which now the Latiaiia^way, 
The labours of to-night shall well repq|k 
Bill Ihou, my generous youth, whase teffdcr years 
Arene.ii my own, wlios’e worth my heart reveres. 
Henceforth, affection swtHitly thus begun, 

Shall join our bosoms and our souls in one : 
Without thy aid, no glory shall be mine, 

Witliout thy dear advice, no great design ; 

Alike through life (-.leem’d. thou gml-like boy. 

In w'li iny biiluark, and m ^h-.u e my j.., 

To him Knraalus : " No day sh.-ill slmme 
1 he rising glcrn s whii h fr.iin this 1 1 1 iiiii ; 
p'ortune may favour, or the skies m.ay trown. 

But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager stejis depart, 
i )ne boon 1 beg, the nearest to my heart ; 

My mother, sprung from Priam's royal line. 

Like thine ennobled, hardly less divine, 

Nor Troy, nor King Acestes’ realms restrain 
Her feeble age fiom dangers of the main ; 

Alone she came, all st-llish fears above, 

A bright ex.unple of maternal love, 

Unknown the secret enterprize I brave, 

Lest grief should bend my parent to the grave ; 
From this alone, no fond .adieus I seek, 

No fainting mother’s lips have press'd my cheek ; 

By gl -omy night, and tby right hand I vow, 

I ler I. irii’fg tear, wi.ul.l 'sh.rke my piir]' 0 'e now : 
i».i ili.-u, m> pniuf, her falling age sust.iin, 
liiiheeliir iiiui.b bjved child mav live again; 

Her dying h.iirswith piMis i.indin t blrs<i, 

As^i^i'lu r wants, rJii ve her fond ilisires# : 

So dear a hope must all my soul inllame 
To rise ill or to tall in fame. 

Mru. k With a iilrilinre, so deeply felt, 

Jn it.irs. at on. e ihe I roj in warriors melt ; 

Faster thuri all, Iiilii*' i-yes o'erllow, 

Sush luvf Wilt Ills, mill nuih had U-« n his w.'. 

“ All iboo l.ust usk'd, II I five," the Prince replied, 
“ Nor this alone, but many a gift beside ; 

To cheer Ihy moiher’s yi a’rs slirdl he my aim, 
f ^reusa’s* style but wanting to the dame ; 

Fortune an iidverso, wayward course may run, 

But bless’d thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now. by my life, my sire’s most s.icrwl oath. 

To tnee 1 pledge inv full, my firmest troth, 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow’d. 

If thou shouldst full, on her shall be bestow’d." 
Thus spoke the weeping Prince, then forth to view, 
A gleaming falchion from the sheath he drew ; 
Lycaon's utmost skill had graced the steel, 

For friends to envy and for foes to feel ; 

A tawny hide, the moorish lion’s spoil, 

Slain 'midst tne forest, in the hunter’s toil, 
Mnestheus to guard the elder youth bestow s. 

And r,ld Alethes casque defends bis brows ; 

Arm'd, thence they go, while all the assembKd 
train. 

To aid their cause, implore the god.s in vain ; 

More than a Iwy, in wisdom ami in grace, 
lulus holds ainidist the chiefs his place, 

His prayers he sends, but what can prayers avail '■ 
Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale ! 

The trench is past, and favour’d by the night, 
Through sleeping foes, they wheel their wary flight-' 
When shalPine sleep of many d foe lie o’er i' 

Alas ! some slumber who shall wake no more! 
Chariots and bridles, mix’d with arms are seen, 
And flowing flasks, and scatter'd troops between ; 
Bacchus and Mars, to rule the camp combine, 

A mingled chaos this, of war and wine. 

Now cries the first, “ for deeds of blood prepare, 
With me the conquest, and the labour snare ; 

Here lies our imth, lest any hand arise, [dies ; 
Watch thoa, while many a dressing chidtaiu; 


* The mother of lulus, lost on the night when 
Troy was takcu. 
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I’ll carTC our passage through the heedless foe. But Nisus scours along the forest’s maze, 

And clear thy road with many a deadly blow " To where I.atinu.s’ steeds in safety graze, 

.-.'if whirpcrlng accents then the youth'rcpress’d, 'I'hen backward o'er the plain his eyes extend. 

And pierc’d proud Rhanmes through his panting On every side they seek his absent friend, 
breast, “ () (Jod, uiy bov," he cries, “ of me bereft. 

Stretch’d at his ease, the incautious king reposed. In what impending peril* art thou left !” 

Debauch, and not fatigue, his eyes had closed; Listening he runs— above the waving trees, 

'fo Turnus dear, a projthet and a prince, Tumultuous voices swell the passing breeze ; 

III, ('meni more ih m -.lull t vmi e: The war-cry rises, thundering hoots around, 

Jlut be ub.i iliui fiirriiiitl ibe fiii- of all. Wake the dark echoes of the trembling ground, 

( -Jiild not .Hi rl Ills . 11*11 iiniimely fall. Again he turns — of footsteps hears the noise, 

Next Remus’ armour-bearer, hapless, fell, The sound elates— the sight his hope destroys, 

And three imhai>ny slaves the carnage swell; The hapless boy a rulHan train surround, [found ; 

The charioteer, along his courser’s sides While lengthening shades, his weary way con- 

Jvxpires, the steel his sever d neck divides Him, with loud shouts, the furious knights pursue. 

And last, his lord is mimher'd with the dead. Struggling in vain, a captive to the crew. [dare ■' 

Bounding convulsive, flics the gas])ing head ; What can his friend 'gainst thronging numbers 

From tire swollen veins the blackening torrents Ah ! must he rush, his comrade's fate to share ! 

pour. What force, what aid, what stratagem essay, 

Stain’d is the douch and c.arth with clotting gore. liack to redeem the Latian spoiler's prey ? , 

Young Lamyrus and LainU' next expire, Jlislife a votive ransom nobly give, 

And gay Serranus, fill'd with youthful lire; (»r die with him, for whom he wish'd to live ! 

Half the long night in childish games were pass’d, I’oising with strength Ins llft.-.l 1 in..e cn high, 

Lull’d by the potent grape, he slept at last : i >ii l.mn's -.rh he . i>t Ins irt n/inJ eye ; 

Ah ! happier far, had he the morn survey’d, *• t nidili s, rrue, ir.m*. cndingi very star ' • 

And till Aurora’s thiwn his skill display’d. Oueeii oi the sk>, who<' i.r-anis .-,re seen aijr ; 

Tlv night, Hearen owns ihj sway, liy day the 
In slaughter'd folds, the keepers lost in sleep, ' grove; 

Hi* hungry fangs a lion thus may sleep ; %\'Tten, as chaste Dian, here thou delgn'st to rove ; 

’Mill III, >’,il doi k, nt dead of night ho Ilr.^wIs, If e’er myself, or sire, have sought to grace 

\\ nil iiiiiiili-r gluiii-J. and III i .linage r- lU ; < hino altars with the produce of the chase; 

In.satiatc still, ihrougn teeming herds he roams. Speed, speed my dart, to pierce yon vaunting 
In seas of gore, the lordly tyrant foams. crowd, 

To free my friend, and scatter far the proud.” 

Nor less the other's deadly vengeance came. Thus having said, tlie hissing d.art he flung ; 

But falls on feeble crowds without a name, Through partetl shailes the inirfling wr-ipon sung ; 

His wound, unconscious Fadiis scarce can feel, The tliir»ty p.ilnt m Sulmi.'s entr.tiU lay. 

Yet wakeful Khicsus sees the threatening steel ; Tiansilx’d iMs heart; and stretch d Jnm on the 

H is coward iireast heliiiul a jar he hitios, elay. 

And vainly in tlie weak defence confides ; He sobs, he dies,— the troop in wild amaze. 

Full in his heart, the falchion search’d his veins. Hnconscious whence the death, with horror gaze ; 
The reeking weapon bears alternate stains ; While pale they st;ire,#through Angus’ temples 

Through wine, and blood, commingling as they riven, 

fl.iw, .\ ^eoond shaft with eiiual force is <TViven ; 

The feeble spirit seeks the shades below. Fict. •» Yohcciis r.ill., around his luwering eyes, 

Nnyv, where Mes.sapus dwelt, they bend their way. Wil'd by the night, i me the I rujan lifs, 

Wboic fires emit n flint .and trembling ray; Ihirniiig with wr.jtb. In. \ lo 'd hi., '.ilihcp. r,,l|. 

'i l.i-rc iilineil, behold each c wmg steed, “ ‘I lion yoiit'i aci iir i.sl , th* life sti til p.ty ti.r .ill. ' 

I iiw all h'll, unheeded, on the herh.agt* feed ; ( |iii. It ir..in the 'the itri| hi' ll iimng gl u ve he arew , 

Hr.iic Ni us here arrests his conirtde’. arm, And raging, on the L>oy defenceless flew. 

1 O'j flush'd wiih i.atnjigi.7 and with lonqucst NLus, no more the blackening shade conceals, * 
warm : Forth, forth ho starts, and all his love reveals 

“ Hence let u.s haste, the dangerous path Is pass’d, It.h.isl, c >iifu«id, hi* fe it* to maduevi rise, 

Full foes enough to night, have lireatned their last ; .\i.d |..inr Uie*e aoreni*, ■•hvieking as he (lie* : 

Soon will the day those eastern clouds adorn, ” .Me, Me, your yenge.mi e hurl, on me alone, 

Now let us speetl, nor tempt the rising morn." Hero -heath iho -let I, my IiI.j.hI is nil ymirow n ; 

V'e-iatry splietts' Ihourorisi iuus lleiten allesi ' 

What silver arms, with various arts emboss’d; He rtiiild not ' -durst not ' — lo ! the guile confe** d 
Wh.it bowls and mantles in confusion toss’d. All, all was mine,— his early fate suspend, 

'I’hey leave regardless ! yet, one glittering pri-zc He only loved, too well, bis hapless friend ; 

ttiacts the younger hero’s wandering eyes; Sjmre, spare ye chiefs .' from him your rage remove, 

'I'he gilded harness Rhamnes’ coursers felt. His fault was friendship, all his crime was love.” 

'I'he gems which stud the monarch's golden belt. He prav'd in vain, the dark assassin’s sword 

Thisfrom the pallid corse was quickly torn. Pierced the fair side, the snowy busum gored ; 

Once by a line of former chieftains worn. Lowly to earth, inclines his plume-clad crest, 

Th' exulting boy the studded girdle wears, And s.anguine torrents mantle o’er his breast ; 

Messapus’ helm, his head in triumph bears ; As some voung rose, whose blossom scents the air. 

Then from the tents their cautious steps they bend. Languid m death, expires beneath the share; 

To seek the vale where safer paths extend. Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower. 

Declining gentlv, falls a fading flower; 

Just at this hour, a band of Latian horse Thus, sNveetly drooping, bends his lovely head. 

To Turnus’ camti pursue their destin’d course ; And lingering Beauty hovers round the dead. 

Willie the .slow flxit their tardy march delay. 

The knights, impatient, spur along the way : But fiery Nisus stems the battle’s tide. 

Three hundred mail-clad men by volscens led Revenge his Leader, and Despair his guide; 

’t «> Turnus, with their master’* promise sped ; Volscens he seeks, amidst the gathering host. 

Now they approach the trench,, and view the Volscens must soon apiiease his comrade’s ghost 
walls. Steel, flashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe. 

When, on the left, a light reflection falls, Rage nerves his arm, Fate gleams in every blow. 

The plunder’d helmet, through the wariJlng night. In vain, beneath unnumber'd wounds he bleeds. 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright ; Nor wounds, nor death, disir.acted Nisus heeds; 

Volscens with questions loud, the pair alarms, In viewless circles wheel’d, his falchion flies, 

‘‘ Stand, stragglers ! stand ; whi early thus in arms ? Nor quits the hero’s grasp, tiU Volscens dies ; • 

From whence, to whom ?’’ he meets with no reply. Deep in his throat, iu end the weapon found. 
Trusting the covert of the night, they fly ; . The tyrant’s soul fled groaning through the wound, 

.thicket’s depth, with hurried pace, they tread, 1 Thus 'Nisus all his fund affwtlon proved, 

While round the wood the hostile squadron spread. Dying, revenged the fate of him he loved; 

■ 'Then, on his bosom, sought his wonted place, 

_witn brake* entangled, scarce a path between. And death was heavenly in his friend's embraee 
‘he svlvan scones, . .. 

iu^aius, his heavy spoils imu^e. Celestial pair ! If aught my verse can claim, 

A ue oows and winding turns tUs steps mislead ; Wafted on Time’s broad pinion, yours is famel 
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Agc% on ages shall tout fate admire, 
iSo future day shall see your names expire ; 

Wliile stands the Capitol, immortal dome ! 

A nd vanquish’d luUUous hail their Kmpress, Rome. 


TRAN8LAT lOzV 

XBOM 

THE MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. 

Whkn fierce conflicting passions urge 
The breast •where love is wont to glow, 
IV'hat mind can stem the stormy surge 
( Which rolls the tide of human wo r 
1 he hope of praise, the dread of shame. 
Can rouse the tortured breast no more ; 
The wild desire, the guilty flame, 

Absoibs each wish it felt before. 

But, if affection gently thrills 

The soul, by purer dreams possess’d, 
The pleasing balm of mortal ills. 

In love can soothe the aching breast ; 

If thus thou comest in disguise. 

Fair Venus! from thy native heaven. 
What heart unfeeling would despise 
The sweetest boon the gods have given ? 

But never from thy golden bow. 

May I beneath the shaft expire, 

^Vll 06 e creeping venom, sure and slow. 
Awakes an all-consuming fire; 

Ye racking doubts ! ye jealous fears ! 

U'lth others wage Internal war ; 
Ke^ntance ! source of ftiture tears, 
from me be ever distant far. 

Mm no distracting thoughts destroy 
The holy calm of sacred love l . 

May all the hours be wing'd with joy. 
Which hover faithful hearts above ; 

Fair Venus I on thy myrtle shrine, 

May I with some fond lover sigh ! 
■Whose heart may mingle pure with mine, 
tWith me to live, with me to die. 

My native soil ! beloved before, 

Now dearer as ray peaceful home, 

Ne’er may I quit thy rocky shore, 

A hapless, banish'd wreUdi to roam 
This very day, this very hour, 

May I resi^ this fleeting breath, 

Mor Quit my silent, humble bower ; 

A doom to me fu worse than death. 

Bave I not heard the exile's sigh ? 

And seen the exile’s silent tear ? 
Through distant climes condemn'd to fly, 
A pensive, weary wanderer here; 

Ah ! hapless dame ! * no sire bewails, 

No friend thy wretched fate deplores, 

N'o kindred voice with rapture hails 
Tliy steps within a stranger’s doors. 

Perish the fiend l whose Iron heart. 

To fair affection’s truth ymknown, 

Bids her he fondly loved depart, 

UnpiUed, helpless and alone ; 

Who ne’er unlocks with silver key f 
The milder treasures of his soul. 

Way such a friend be far from me. 

And Ocean’s storms between us roll 


♦Medea, who accompanied Jason to Corinth, 
Cwas desertra by him for the daughter of Creon, 
King that Ci^. The chorus, from which this is 
taken, here addresses Medea ; though a considerable 
liberty Is taken with the original, ly exmnding the 
idea, as also in some other parts of the transla* 
lion. 

t The original is “ 

iet literally “ disclosing the bright key of 

the mind.’* 


FUGITIVE PIECES. 


THOUGHTS 

Suggested by a CoUege Examination.* 

Jlion In the midst, surrounded by his peers, 
Magnus his ample front sublime uprears ; 

Flaceti on his cnair of state, he seems a 
While Sophs and Freshmen tremble atfes nod ; 
As all around sit wrapt in speechless gloorn. 

His voice in thunder shakes the sounding dome; 
'■fenouncing dire reproach to luckless fools, 

1 'Jnskill’d to plod in mathematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried, 
Though little versed in any art l)eside ; 

Who scarcely skill’d an English line to pen. 

Scans attic metres with a critic’s ken, 

What t though he knows not how his fathers bled. 
When t ivll discord piled the fields with dead ; 
When Edward hade his conquering bands advance 
Or Henry trampled on tlie crest of France ; 
Though marvelling at the name of Magna Charta, 
Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta ; 

Can tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made. 

VVItiie Blackstone's on tlie shelf neglected laid ; 

< if Grecian dramas vaunts the deathless fame, 

Of Avon's bard remembering scarce tlie name. 

Such is the youth, whose scientific pate. 

Class honours, medals, fellowships, await. 

Or, even perhaps, the declamation prize. 

If, to such glorious height, he lifts his eyes. 

But, lo! no common orator can hope, 

The envied silver cup within his scope; 

Not that our heads much eloquence require, 

Th’ Athenian’s glowing style, or Tuny's lire. 

A manner clear, or warm, is useless, since 
We do not try by yaking, to convince ; 

Be other orators or pleasing proud, 

Wc speak to please ourselves, not move the crowd ; 
Our ^avity prefers the muttering tone, 

A pro]>er mixture of tlie Miueak and groan ; 

No borrow’d grace of action must be seen, 

I The sligbtcft motion would displease the Dean ; 

I Whilst every staring Graduate would prate, 

I Against what he could never imitate. 

The man who hopes t’ obtain the promised cup. 
Must in one posture stand, and ne’er look up ; 

Nor stop, but rattle over every word. 

No matter what, so it can not be heard : 

Thus let him burry on, nor think to rest ; 

Who speaks the fastest’s sure lo speak the best. 
Who utters most within the shortest space, 

May safely hope to win Uie wordy race. 

The sons of science, these, who, thus repaid, 
Linger in ease, in Granta’s sluggish shade ; 

Where on Cam’s sedin bank, supine they lie, 
Unknown, unhonour'd live, — unwept>for die ; 

Hull as the pictures which adorn their halls, 

They think all learning fix’d witbia their walls ; 

In manners rude, in foolish forms prc'Cise, 

All modem arts affecting to despise ; 

Yet prizing Bentley’s,! Brunk’s,! or Person's! note, 
More tiian the verse on which the critic wrote ; 
Vain as their honours, heavy as their ale. 

Had as their wit, and tedious as their tale ; 

To friendship dead, though not untaught to feel. 
When Seif and Church tfemand a Bigot zeal. 


* Ko raflection is here Intended against the per- 
son mentioned under the name of Magnns. lie >' 
merely represented as performing an unavoidabl'' 
fiincUon of his office : indeed, such an attempt couM 
oniy recoil upon myself ; as that gentleman Is now 
as much distinguished by his eloauence, and the 
dignified propriety with which he nils his situation, 
as ne was in his younger days, for wit and convivia- 
lity. 

t Celebrated Critics. 

t The present Greek profess^ at Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge ; a man whose powers of mind and 
writings, may perhaps justify their preference. 
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W'ith e^ger haste they court the Lord of power. 
Whether ’tis Pitt, or P— tty rules the hour,* 

To him with suppliant smiles tliey bend the head. 
While distant mitres to their eyes are stiread. 

But should a storm o’erwhelm him with disgrace. 
They'd ily to seek the next who fill’d his place. 
Such are the men who learnings treasures guard. 
Such is their practice, such is their reward ; 

This much, at least, we may presume to say. 

The premium can’t exceed the price they pay. 

1«0G. 


TO THE EAllL OF 


Tu semper amoris 

His memor, et cari comitis ne abseedat Imago, 

Vai.brius Flaccus. 


Friknd of my youth ! when young we roved, 
hike striplings mutually beloved, 

With Friendshi^>’s purest glow ; 

The bliss which wing’d those rosy hours, 
Was such as pleasure seldom showers 
On mortals heic below. 

The recollection ueems alone. 

Dearer than all the joys I*ve known. 

When distant far from you ; 

Though pain, ’tis still a pleasing pain. 

To trace those days and hours again, 

And sigh again, adieu ! 

Aly pensive memory lingers o’er 
'J'hosc scenes to be enjoy’d no more, 

Those scenes regretted ever ; 

The measure of our youth Is full. 
iJfe’s evening dream is dark ancl dull. 

And we may meet— ah ! never 1 

As when one parent spring supplies 
Two streams which from one fountain rise. 
Together ioin’d in vain ; 

How soon, m verging from their source, 

Each murmuring, seeks another course. 

Till mingled in the main. 

Our vital streams of weal or wo, 

Though near, alas ! distinctly flow. 

Nor mingle as before ; 

Now swift or slow, now black or clear. 

Till death’s unfathom’d gulph appear. 

And both shall quit the shore. 

Our souls, my friend ! which once supplied 
One wish, nor breathed a thought beude. 
Now flow in different channels ; 
Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

'Tis yours to mix in polish’d courts. 

And sliine in Fashion’s annals. 

'Tis mine to waste on love ray time. 

Or vent my reveries In rhyme. 

Without the aid of Reason ; 

For sense and reason (Critics know It,) 

Have quitted every amorous Poet, 

Nor left a thought to seize on. 

Poor Little ! sweet, melodious bard ; 

Of late esteem’d it monstrous hard. 

That he who sang before all. 

He who the lore of love expanded. 

By dire Reviewers should be branded, 

As void of wit and moral, f , 

And yet, while Beauty’s praise Is thine, 
Bwnmonlous favourite of the Nine, 

Repine not at thy lot; 


bitten Lord H. P y has h 

— *I*'’*«<l»Wntly, (I had almost said cc 
I honour of representing the Uniw 

B^^vlug requires no comment, 
i >**»•*•"*“ written soon after the i 
* severe Critique in a Northern J 
view, on a new pubUcatlon of the British Anacre< 


Thy soiithing lays may still be rca 1, 

VV'heii Persecution’s arm is dead, 

.And Critics are forgot. 

Still I must yield those worthies merit. 
Who chasten with unsparing spirit. 

Bad rhymes, and those who write them ; 
A nd though myself may be the next. 

By Critic sa’ n to be vex’d, 

I really will hot fight them.* 

Perhaps they would do quite os well. 

To break the rudely sounding shell. 

Of such a young beginner; 

He who offends at pert nineteen, 

Ere thirty, may become, I ween, 

A very hardened sinner. 

Now, 1 must return to you, 

And sure apologies ate due. 

Accept then my concession ; 

In truth, dear , in fancy’s flight, 

1 soar along from left to right, 

My Muse admires digression. 

I think I said 'twould he your fate 
To add one star to royal state. 

May regal smiles attend you ; 

And should a noble monarch reign, 

You will not seek his smiles in vain, 

If worth can recommend you. 

Yet, since In dan^r courts atiound. 
Where specious rivals glitter round. 

From snares may Saints preserve you ; 
And grant your love o* friendship ne’er 
From any claim a kindred care. 

But those who best deserve you. 

Not for a moment may you stray 
From Truth’s secure, unerring way, 

May no delights decoy ; 

O’er roses may your footsteps move. 

Your smiles be ever smiles of love. 

Your tears be teats of joy. 

Oh ! if you wish that happiness 
Your coming days and years may bless. 
And virtues crown your brow ; 

Be still as you were wont to be. 

Spotless as you’ve been known to me. 

Be still as you oie now. 

And though some trifling share of praise. 
To cheer my last declining days 
To me were doubly dear: 

Whilst blessing your beloved name, 

I’tl wave at once, a Poet’s fame. 

To prove a Prophet here. 


GRANTA, 

A MEDLEY. 


xou rxvTte, 


On ! could Le Sage’s! demon’s gift 
Be realized at my desire ; 

’This night my trembling form he’d lift. 
To place it on St. Mary’s spire. 

Then would, unroof’d, old Granta’s halls 
Pedantic inmates full display ; « 

Fellows who dream on lawn, or stalls. 
The price of venal votes to pay. 


• A Bard (Horresco referens,) defied hto re- 
viewer to mortal combat: if this example becoznea 
prevalent, our periodical Censors must be dipped 
in the River Styx, for what else can secure them 
from the numerous hott of their enraged assailants ? 

f The Diahle Boiteux of Le Sage, where Asmo- 
deus, the Demon, places Don Clcotas on an elevated 
situation, and unroofr the houses for hupectioo, 
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Then ■would I view each rival wight, 

P— tty and P—lm—A—n sirrvey : 

H'ho canva.sti there, with all tiieir might, 
Agoiniit tlie next elective day. 

Lo! candidates and voters lie 

All lull'd in sleep, a guudly number ! 

A T.ico renown’d I'ur piety. 

Whose conscience wont disturb their slum* 
her. 


lx)rd H , indeed, may not demur. 

Fellows are sage, reflecting men; 

They know preferment can o< cur 
Jiut very seldom, now and then. 

They know the Chancellor has got 
Hume pretty livings in disposal ; 

Fach h, pi-s {h,\i one may he Ids lot. 

And, therelbre, smiles on his pruiK>sal. 

Now, from the soporific scene 

I’ll turn mine eye, iis night grows later. 

To view unheeded, and unseen, 

The studious sons of Alma Mater. 

There, in apartments small and damp. 
The I'anilidate for college prizes. 

Sits poring hy the midnight lamp. 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

He surely well deservt« to gain them. 
With all the honours of his college, 

M^ho, striving hardly to obtain them, 
'J'hus seeks unprohiable knowledge. 

Who sacrifices hours of rest 
To scan precisely, metres attic; 

Or agitates his anxious breast, 

In solving problems mathetnatic. 


The organ’s soft celestial swell, 

Rolls deeply on the listening ear. 

To this is join’d the sacred song. 

The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ; 

Though he who hears the music long. 

Will never wish to hear again. 

Our choir would scarcely lie excust^d, 

Kven as a hand of raw beginners. 

All merev now must ht refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

If David, when his toils were cndeil^ 

Had heard these blockheads sing Wfore him. 

To us his psalms had ne’er descended. 

In furious moml he would have tore ’em. 


The luckless Israelites, wlien taken, 
Hy some inhuman tyrant’s order. 
Were ask'd fo sing, by joy forsaken. 
On Habylonian river’s border. 


Oh ’ had thev sung in notes like these, 
ln>plridlft -ii.it iL'f III ir f. ir ; 

Tli-'v iiiighi li.'iie M. I liii ir hi ir(« al 
TliedeMl a >uul had 'lay il to hear. 


Hut, If I scribble longer now, 

The deuce a soul will stav to read ; 
My pen is blunt, my ink is low, 

’Tis almost time to stop. Indeed. 


Therefiire, farewell, old Granta’s spires. 

No more like Cleofas I fly, 

No more thy theme my muse inspires. 

The reader’s tir'd, and so am 1. 

1806. 


Who reads false quantities in Sele,* 

Or puzzles o’er the deep triangle; 
Deprived of many a wholesome meal. 

In barbarous Laiinj doom'd to wrangle. 


From aulliors of historic use; 
Referring to the letter’d sage, 

^ The square of the hyjKilenute.t 


Still harmless are these occupations. 

That hurt none but the hapless student. 

Compared with other recreations, 
which bring together the Imprudent. 

Whose daring revels shock the sight, 
tV'hen vice and Infamy combine; 

Wheti drunkenness and dice invite. 

As every sense is steep’d In wine. 

Not so the methodistic crew 
Who plans of reformation lay ; 

In humtiie attitude they sue, 

And for the sins of others pray. 

Forgetting that their pride of spirit. 

Their exultation in their trial, 

Detracts most largely from their merit. 

Of all their boasted self-denial. 


'Tls mom : from these I turn my sight ; 

What scene it this, whic h meets the eye ? 

A numerous crowd array’d In white,} 

Across the green in numbers fly. 

Loud rings in air the chapel bell ; 

'Tls hush’d what sounds are these I hear ? 


• Helc’s publication on Greek metres, displays 
considerable talent and ingenuity, hut, as might be 
ex|iccted in to difficult a work, it not remarkable 
for accuracy. 

t The Latin of the tchoolt it of the canint tpeeiet, 
and not very intelligible. 

t The discovery of Pythagorat, that the tquare 
of the hypotenuse, it equal to the squares of the 
ether two sides of a right angled triangle. 

I On a Haint’i day, the ttudento wear turplicet 
in Chapel. 


LACHIN y GAIR. 


Lachiiv V Gair, or as it is pronounced in fhe Gaolir , 
Loch na (Jarr, towers proudlv pre-eminent in the 
Nortliern Higiiland.s, near Invercauld. One ot 
our tpcHiem tourists mentions it as the highest 
mountain, perlmps, in (ireat Hritain ; he this as 
it may, it is certainly one of the most sublime and 
picturesque, amohi^t otir “Caledonian Alps.' 
Its appearance is of a dusky hue, hut the summit 
is the seat of eternal snows. Near Laehin y Gair, 
I siK?nt some of the early part of my life, the re- 
collei tion of which has given liirth to the follow- 
ing stanzas. 


A WAT, ye gay landscapes,yo gardens of roses. 

In you let the minions of luxury rove; 

Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake re- 
poses, [love : 

Though still they are sacred to freedom and 

Yet, CuledoniH, beloved are thy mountains. 

Round their white summits though elements 
war; 

Though cataracts foam, 'stead of smooth flowing 
fountains, 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 


Ah there my young footsteps in infancy wander’d, 
My cap wn.s tho bonnet, my cloak was the 
plaid ;• 

On chieftains lung perish’d, my memory ponder’d, 
As tiaily I strode through the pine cover’d glatlf 
I sought not my home till the day’s dying glory 
Gave place to the ravs of the bright polar star: 
For fancy was cheer’d by traditional sfory, 
Disclosed by the natives of dark Loch na Garr 


“ Shades of the dead f have I not beard your voices, 
Rise on the nighbrolUng breath of the 
Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And tides on the wind, o’er his own 


• This word is erroneously pronounced H®'; 
' the proi>er pronunciation (according to the Scotch, i 
I is known by Uie Orlhograpliy. 


. HlKnla''<l 


I 
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Round Ijoch na Garr, while the stormy mist 
Winter presides In his cold icy car ; ljjatl»eis. 
Clouds there encircle the forms of tny fathers. 

They dwell in the tempest of dark Loch na (larr. 

“ 111 starr’d*, though brave, did no vision’s forebod- 
ing, 

Tell you that fate hati forsaken your cause 
Ah ! were you destined to die at CuIloden,t 
Victory crown’d not your fall with applause ; 
Still wgrc you happy in death’s earthly slumber. 
You rest with your clan, in the caves of Brao- 
niar:J 

ThePibroch§ resountls, to the piper’s loud number. 
Your deeds, on the echoes ol dark Jaich na Garr ! 

Years have roll'd on, Loch na Garr, since I left you. 
Years must elapse ere I tread you again; 

Nature of verdure and flowers has bereft you. 

Yet, still, are you dearer than Albion’s plain ; 
Kngland ! thy beauties are tame and domestic, 

To one who has roved on the mountains afar : 

Oh ! for the crags that are wild and majestic. 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Garr ! 


TO ROMANCE. 


Pabrnt of golden dreams, Romance! 
Auspicious Queen of childish joys ! 

Who lead’st along in airy datice, 

Thy votive train of girls and boys; 

At length, in spells no longer hound, 

I break the teiteis of mv yiiiiih ; 

No more I tread thy mystic round, 

But leave thy realms for those of Truth. 

And yet, ’fls hard to quit the dreams 
Wliich haunt the unsuspicious soul, 

Where every nymph a goddess seems. 
Whose eyes through rays immortal roll t 

UTille Fancy holds her boundless reign. 
And all assume a varied hue. 

When virgins seem no longer vain. 

And even Woman’s smiles are true. 

And must we own thee but a name, 

And from thy hall of clouds tlescend? 

Nor find a Hsluli in every dame, 

A Pyladcili in every friend ; 

But leave, at once, thy realms of air, 

To mingling bands of fairy elves ; 

Confess that woman’s false as fair. 

And friends have feeling for — tliemselves. 

With shame, I own, I’ve felt thy sway, 
Repentant, now ihy reign is o'er, 

No more thy precepts I obey. 

No more on fmcled pinions soar : 

Fond fool ! to love a sparkling eye, 

And think that eye to truth was dear ; 

To trust a passing Wanton’s sigh. 

And melt beneath a Wanton’s tear. 


• I allude here to my matenial ancestors, “ the 
Gordons," many of whom fought for the unfortu- 
nate Prince Charles, better known by the name of 
the Pretender. This branch was nearly allied by 
blood, as well as attachment, to the Stuarts. 
George, the second Earl of Huntley, raarried-the 
Princess Annabella Stuart, daughter of James 
the First of Scotland ; by her ho left four sons : the 
third, air William Gordon, I have the honour to 
claim as one of my progenitors. 

t Whether any perished in the battle Cullo- 
den, 1 am not certain : but as many fell in the in- 
surrection, I have used the name of the principal 
action, “ pars pro toto.” 

A tract of the Highlands so colled; there is 
also a Castle ofBraemar. 

II It Is hardly necessary to add, that Pyladcs was 
^'*****> a partner in one of 
those Irlendships, which, with those of Achilles 
Euryalus, Damon and 
handed down to posterity as 
nrohuM?!^^ instances of attachments, which in alt 
the imagination 

novcflst. historian, or modern 


Romance ! disgusted with deceit, 

Ftir from thy motley court I dy, 

AVhere Atfectation holds her scat. 

And sickly Sensibility ; 

Whose hilly tears can never flow. 

For any pan^ excepting Uiine; 

Who turns aside from real wo. 

To steep in dew tby gaudy shrine. 

Now join with sable Sympathy, 

With cypress crown’d, array’d in weeds. 
Who heaves with thee her simple sigh. 
Whose breast for every bosom ble^ ; 
And call thy sylvan female quire, 

To mourn a swain for ever gonCj 
Who once could glow with equal lire. 

But bends not now before thy throne. 

Ye genial Nymphs, whose ready tears^ 

On all occasions swiftly flow ; 

Wliose bosoms heave with fam ied fears. 
With fancied flames and frenzy glow ; 
Say, will you mourn my absent name, 
Aposlat^rom your gentle train ? 

An infant Bard, at least, m u- . 1 mn 
From you a sympaihctii.' ^ii.nii. 

Adieu ! fond race, a long adieu ! 

The hour of fate Is hovering nigh, 

Even now the gulph appears in view. 
Where unlainenled ynn must lie; 
(llilivlona blackening I.ike ls si-en, 

I'.invuUed by gales you cannot weather, 
Will re vou, and t ke your gentle queen, 
.\las.^ must perish altogether. 


ELEGY ON NEWSTBAD ABBEY.* 


IT is the voice qf years ihat are gone ! they roll before 
me tvHh all their dieds, 

OastA.v. 


Nbivstrad! fast falling, once resplendent dome, 
Beligion’s shrine! repentant Henry’sf pride!* 

Of Warriors, Monks, and Danes the cloister’d tomb ; 
Whose pensive shades around thy ruins glide. 

Hail to tliy pile ! more honour’d in thy fall. 

Than modern mansions in their pUlar’a state ; 
Proudly majestic frowns thy vaultea hall. 

Scowling defiance on the blasts of fete. 

No mail-clad serfs^ obedient to their Lord, 

In grim .array, the crimson crossS demand ; 

Or gay assemble round the festh'e board, 

Their chief’s retainers, an immortal band. 

Else might inspiring Fancy’s magic eye; 

Retrace their progress, through the lapse of 
time, 

M.'urking each ardent youth, ordain’d to die, 

A votive pilgrim in Judea’s clime. 

But not from thee, dark pile ! departs the chief. 

His feudal realm in other regions Kay; 

In thee, the wounded conscience cotirts relief, 
Retiring from the garish blare ot day. 

Yes. in thy gloomy cells and shades profoimd, 

The monk abjured a world he ne’er could view ! 
Or blood-stain'd^ilt, repenting solace found. 

Or innocence from stem Oppression flew. 

A monarch bade thee from that wild arisoy [prowl. 
Where Sherwood’s outlaws once were wont t^^ 
And superstition's enmes, of various dyes, 

Bought shelter in the Priest's protecting cowl. 


• A* one poem, on this subject is printed in the 
beginning, the author had originally no intention 
of inserting the following ; it Is now added at the 
particular request of some friends. 

f Henry II, founded Newstead, soon after the 
murder or Thomas a Beckett. 

± This word is used by Walter Scott, in his poem 
** 'The Wild Huntsman," synonymous with vassal. 

I 'Phe ted Cross was the badge of the Crusaders. 
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Where now the ^ass exhales a mnrlty dew. 
The humid pall of life extinjfuUh'd claj ; 
In sainted fame, the sacred Fathers grevf, 
Nor raised their pious voices, but to pray. 


There many a pale and ruthless robber’s corse, 
Nuifcome ana xhast, defiles thy sacred sod , 

O’er mingling man, and horse commix’d with horse* 
Corruption’s he5p, the savage spoilers trod. 


Where now the bats their wavering wings extend. 
Soon as the gloaming* spreads her waning 
shade ; 

The choir did oft her mingling vespers blend. 

Or matin orisons to Maryf paid. 


Graves, long with rank and sighing weeds o'er* 
spread , 

1tan*'ii k‘d, ii-sign, pi rfr-rre, their mortal mould ; 
■'r* III riill'.aii faiii:*, e-i ipi- not e’en tin- dead. 
K.iLed iruiii repi se, in seari li fnr burn d gold. 


Years roll on years ; to ages ages yield ; 

.A bbots to Abbots, In a line succeed : 
Religion’s charter their protecting shield. 
Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 


Ifudi'd ii the harp, nrsfrung the warlik«|yre, 

1 he iiiiiisirel'i jiiil'ied liiinl re» biu ■> iiT'di .ith • 
No inure be 'Ink. s the i]uiwniig i In ril* » Iih lire, 
l.)r 'ing* the glnlii > ol the inarilid wtealh. 


One holy ITenry^: rear’d the gothic walls. 
And bade the pious inmates rest in {leuce; 
Another Henry the kind gift recalls. 

And bids devotion’s hallow’d echoes cease. 


At length the saled murderers, gorged with prey. 
Retire, the clamour of the fight is o’er j 
Sileni-e again resumes her awful sway, 

And sable Horror guards the massy door. 


Vaii>.is each throat, or supplicating prayer. 

He drives them, exiles, from their bl^’d abode; 

1',- r-im a drenrv world, in def]i despair, 

fill lid, no hi..iiii, no refuge, but their God. 

Har’x ! how the hall, resounding to the strain, 
Shakts with the martial music’s novel din * 

The heralds of a warrior’s haughty reign. 

High crested banners wave thy walls within. 

Of changing sentinels the distant hum. 

The miith of feasts, the clang of burnish'd arms. 

The braying trumpet ihid the hoarser drum. 

Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

An Abbey once, a regal fortress§ now, 

Knclrcled by insulting relwl powers; 

W'ai’s dreatl maoliines o’erhang thy Uireatening 
brow, 

.Vnd dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

Ah 1 vain defence ! the hostile traitor’* siege. 

Though oft repulsed by guile, u’crcoincs tho 
brave ; 

His thronging foes oppress the faithful Liege, 
KebeJhun's reeking standards o’er him wave. 

Xt/v unavenged the raging Baron yields, 

The blood of traitors smears the purple plain ; 

Cnconquer’d still, his falchion there he wields. 
And days of glory yet for him remain. 

Still in that hour, the warrior wish'd to strew, 

Self gather’d laurels, on a Milf-sought grave ; 

But Cb.'irles’ protecting genius hither flgw, 

The monarch’s friend, the monarch’s hope to 
save. 

Trembling, she snatch’d himj from the unetjual 
strife, 

^ In other fields the torrent to repel ; 

For nobler combats, here, resorved hi* life. 

To lead the band where godlike Falkland^ fell. 

From thee, poor pile ! to lawless plunder given. 
While dying groans their painml requiem sound. 

Far ditlerent lnren*c now ascend* to ifeaven, 

Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 


• As “ Gloaming,” the Hcotish word for Twi- 
light, is far more (loetical, and has been recom- 
mendeil by many eminent literary men, particular- 
ly by Dr. Moore, In his Ivetters to Bums, I hare 
ventured to use it on account of its harmony, 
j The priory was dedicated to the Vir^ii. 
f At the dissolution of the Monasteries, Heniy 
Vlll. bestowed Newstead Abbey on iilr John 
Byron. ' 

} Newstead sustained a considerable siege in Uie 
war tietween Charles I. and his Parliament. 

I Lord Byron, and hi* brother Sir William, held 
high command* in the Hoyal army ; the former was 
General In Chief, in Ireland, Lieutenant of the 
Tower, and Governor to James Duke of y<irk, 
afterwards the unhappy James II. The latter had 
ii principal share in many actions. Vide Claren* 
don. Hume, &c. 

J Luciu* Cary, Lord Viscount Falkland, the most 
accomplished man of his age, was killed at the 
battle of Newberry, charging in the ranks of Lonl 
Byron's lUgiment of Cavalry, 


Here desolation holds her dreary court, _ 

What satellites declare her dumai reign ! 
Shrieking their dirge, ill-omen’d birds resort. 

To flit their virgils in the holy fane. 

Soon a new mom’s restoring beams dispel 
'The clouds of Anarchy from Britain’s skies ; 

The tierce usurper seeks his native; hell, 

And Nature triumphs, as the Tyiant dies. 

With storms slic welcomes his expiring groans, 
M'hirhvirids, responsive, greet his labouring 
breath ; 

Barth shuddi rs as her cave receives his bones, 
Loathing* the oliering of so dark a death. 

The legal Ruler , now resumt«« the helm, 

lie guides through gentle .seas Uic prow of 
stale ; 

Hope cheers, with wonted smiles, the peaceful 
realm. 

And heals the bleeding wounds of wearied hate. 

The gloomy tenants, Newstead ! of thy cells. 
Howling, resign their violated nest ; 

Again, the master on his tenure dwells, 

Knjoy’tl, ifoni absence, with enraptured zest. 

Vassals, within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousing, bless their Lord’s return 
Culture again adorns the gladdening vale, 

And matrons, once lamenting, cease to mourn. 

A thousand songs, on tuneful echo, float, 

Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees ; 

And hark I the horn* proclaim a mellow note, 

The hunter’s cry iiaiigs lengthening on tlie 
breeze. 

Beneath their coursers’ hoofs the vnllejs shake, 
What fears! what anxious hopes, attend tlu 
chase ! 

The dying stag seeks refuge in the lake, 

Bxultiiig shout* announce the iinish’d race. 

Ah I happy days ! too happy to endure, 

Such simple sports our plain forefaUiers knew ; 
No splenditi vices glitler’tV to allure. 

Their joys were many, a* their cares were few. 

From these desi cnding, sons to sires succeed. 

Time steals along, and Death uproars his dart, 
Another t'hief impels the foaming steed. 

Another Crowd pursue the panting hart. 

Newstead ! what saddening change of scene 
'• thine! 

Thy yawning arch betokens slow decay ; 


• This is an historical fact ; a violent teinnc't 
occurred immediately subsequent to the death nr 
interment of Cromwell, which occasioned niant 
disputes between his Bartizans and Cavaliers. Hotn 
interpreted the circumstance iqto divine Interposi 
tlon. but whether a* approbation or condemnation! 
we leave to the Casuist* of that age to decide ; ‘ 
have made such use of the occurrence as suited 
subject of my poem, 
t Charles ll. 
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Tho lasf and youngest of a noble line. 

Now holds thy mouldering turrets in Its sway. 

Deserted now, he scans thy gray worn towers ; 

Thy vaults wh»*re dead of fcidal iges »|i i n; 

Thy rlol-lcr . ju rvloiis to th.- u Iniry ilinwi r> ; 
TIum-, titi'i- 111- ami \n-«s Uifci.i hut to 

weep. 

Vet are ms tears no emblem of regret ; 
t’herish’d aftection oidv bids them flow : 

Pridt*, llope, and Love, forbid him to forget, 

Jlut warm his bosom with impassion'd glow. 

Vet he prefers thee to the gilded domes, 

()r gewgaw grottos of the vainly great; 

Yi t ling- r- 'mid thy d imp and moS'.y t<imhs, 

\..r I re iihci a nmniiur gam t the » id oi late. 

Haply tliy sun, emerging yet may shine. 

Thee to irradiate, with meridian ray; 

Hriur-, sp'b I'di.l a- the j'ast, rnav still hetiiinc. 

And bliia thy luiureas lliy lurmerUay. 


, THE DEATH 

OF 

CALMAR AND 0 R L A, 

AN XMtr.VTION OF 

MACPHERSON’S OSSIAN. 


DEAR are the days of youth ' Age dwells on their 
remembrance through the mist of time. In the 
twilight, he recalls tlie sunny hours of morn. He 
lifts Tvis spear with tremhllug hand. Not thus 
feeldy diil I raise the steel liefore my fathers ! Past 
is the race of heroes ! hut their fame rises on the 
harp; thi ir souls ride on the wings of the wind! 
they hear tlie sound through the sighs of the storm ; 
ana rejoic e in their hall of clouds ! huch isCalinar. 
'i'lip gray 'tone in tries hia narrow house. He looks 
d .lui fro.n rddiiiig lempesis ; ho rolls his fbrm in 
the whirlwind, and hovers on the blast of the 
mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the Chief; a beam of war to 
Fingal. His steps in the Held were marked in 
blood : Lochlin’s Sons had lletl before his angry 
s}^K?ar; but mild was the eye of Calmar: soft was 
the flow of his yellow locks ; they streamed like the 
meteor of the night. No maid was the sigh of his 
soul ; his thoughts were given to friendship, to 
dark-haired Orla, destroyer of heroes ! Ki|ual were 
their swords in battle ; but fierce was the pride of 
Orla : gentle alone to (Jaltnar. Together they dwelt 
in the cavo of Uithona. 


From Lochlin, Swaran bounded o’er the blue 
waves. Erin’s sons f»*ll beneath Ids might. Fingal 
rouseil his chiefs te combat. Their ships cover the 
ocean ! Their hosts throng on the green hills. 
They come to tho aid of Erin. 


Night rose In clouds. Darkness veils the armies. 
Rut the blazing oaks gleam tlirnugh the valley. 
The Sons of Lochlin slept; iheir dreams were of 
blood. They lift the spear, in thought, and Fingal 
mes. Not so the Host of Morven, To%ratch was 
the post of Orla. Calmar stixid by his side. Their 
swmrs were in their hands. Fingal called hi. 
chiefs ; they stood around. The king was in the 
midst. Gray were his locks, but strong was the 
Mm of the king. Age withered not his powers. 

f said the hero, “to-morrow we 

where is Cuthullin, the shield of 
FAin ? He rests in the halls of 'I'ura ; he knows not 

thoiJh observe that the story, 

taken the Catn8tro,»he, 

Euryalus.’’ of which Epl- 
yolume. ^ already given in the preseiit 


of our coming. Who wdl speed through Lochlin 
to the hero, and call the chief to arms. The path 
is by the swords of foes, but many are my heroes. 
They are thunderbolts of war, speak, ye chiefs t 
Wlio will arise ?" 

“ sson of Trenmor ' mine be the deed,” said datk- 
hain-d • irl.i, “ and mule .done. What is death to 
nil ■' 1 li.ve the -leeji ol' the mighty, hut little is 
the danger. The sons of Lochim dream. 1 will 
seek car-borne Cuthullin. if 1 fall, raise the song 
of bards ; and lay me by the stream of Lubar. ” — 

“ .\nd di.ilf thou fall alone said fair-haired Cal- 
nur. Will ilii-u leave thy frieml afar r" Chief of 
Oiih->iia' ii-'i lei-hie I.. mv a'rm in tight. Could I 
see tine die. and not lift the '(leir? Wo, Orla: ours 
hi» been the th l e of the rix-hui k, and the feast of 
•lull., oiir* he ih'‘ pith of iJangi r: ours has been* 
tlie cave of Oithona; ours he the narrow dwelling 
on the hanks of Lubar.” “ Calmar,” said the Chief 
of Oithona, “ why should thy yellow locks be dark- 
eneti in the dust of Erin ? Let me fall alone • My 
Father dwells in his hall of air; he will r»?joice in 
his boy ; hut the blue eyed Mora spreads the feast 
for her son in Morven, She listens to the steps of 
the hunter on the heath, and thinks it is the tread 
of Calm.ir. Let him not say * Calmar has fallen by 
the st«4 of Lochlin ; ho died with gloomy Orla : 
the Chief of the dark brow.’ Why should tears 
dim the azure eye of Mora ? Why should her 
voice curse Orla, tho destroyer of Calmar ? I>ive 
Calmar. Live to rai.se my stone of moss ; live to 
revenge me in the blood of Lochlin. Join the song 
of bards above my grave. Sweet will lie the song 
of death to Orla, from the voice of Calmar. My 
ehovi vji.-jii smile on the notes of pr.ii.se.” “ Orla,” 
-Ji-I till son of Mi.ra, “could I raise the song of 
ih.ith to my friend Could I give his fame to tho 
winds ? No, my heart would speak in sighs ; faint 
and broken are the sounds of sorrow. Orla ! our 
souls shall hear the song together. One cloud shall 
be ours on liigii : the bards will mingle the names 
of Orla and Cahnar.” 

They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their steps 
arc to the Host of Lochlin. The dying blaze of 
oak, dim-twinkles through the night. The nor- 
thern star points the path to Tura, Swaran.^the 
King, rests on his lonely hill. Here the troopsare 
mixed ; they frown in sleep. Their shields beneath 
their heads. Their swords gleam at distance in 
heaps. The fires are faint; their embers fail in 
smoke. All is bushed ; but the gale sighs on the 
rock.s above. Lightly wheel the heroes through 
the slumbering hand. Half the journey is past, 
when Mathon, resting on his shield, meets the eye 
of Orla. It rolls in fhamc, and glistens through the 
shade : his spear is raised on nigh. “ Why dost 
thou liend thy brow, chief of Oithona ?” sain fair- 
hair’d ('/almar; “ we are in the midst of foes. It 
this a time for delay “ It is a time for ven 
ge.mce,” said Orla, of the gloomy brow. “ Mathon 
of Lochlin sleeps : seest thou his spear ? lu ]»oint 
is dim with the gore of my father. The blootl of 
Mathon shall reek on mine ; but shall I slay him 
sleeping, iSon of Mora ? No ! he shall feel his 
wound ; .my fame shall not soar on the blood of 
•slumlK'r: rise! Mathon! rise! the son of Connal 
mils, thy life Is his; rise to combat.” Matlion 
starts from slew, but did he rise alone ? No; the 
gathering chiefs bound on tho plain. “ Fly ! Cal- 
inat ! fly !" said dark-haired Orla, “ Mathon is 
mine; I shall die in joy, but Lochlin crowds 
around ; fly through the shade of night.’ Orla 
turns, the nehn of Mathon is cleft ; his shield falls , 
fVom his arm ; he shudders in his blood. He tolls 
by the side of the blazing oak. Strumon sees him 
fiiil : his wrath rises : his weapon glittera on the 
head of Orla: but a spear pierced his ^e. HU 
brain gushes through the wound, and foams on tliet 
sjiear of Calmar. As roll the waves of the Ocean, 
on two mighty barks of tho North, so pour the men 
of Lochlin on the chiefs. As, breaking the stirge 
in foam, proudly steer the barks of the North ; so 
rise the chiefs of Morven, on the scattered cresu of 
Lochlin. The din of arms came to the ear of Pin- 
gal. He strikes his shield ; his sons throng around ; 
the people p->ur along the heath. Ryno Ixmnds in 
joy, Ossian stalks in his arms. Oscar sliakes the 
spear. The eagle wing of Fillan floats on the wind. 
Dreadftil Is the clang of death ! many are the wU 
dows of Lochlin. Morven prevails in its sttength. 



20 


STltOXr9S POBMS, 


Mom frlitnmen on the hills; no living foe is 
seen ; but the sleepers are many ; grim they lie on 
Brin. The breeze of ocean lifts their locks ; yet 
they do not awake. Tlie hawks scream above their 
prey. 

^Vhose yellow locks wave o’er the breast of a 
chief ' bri^t as the gold of the stranger they min- 
gle with the dark hair of his friend. 'Tis Calmar, 
he lies on the bosom of Orla. Theirs is one stream 
of blood. Fierce is the look of the gloomy Orla. 
He breathes not ; but his eye is still a flame. It 
glares in death unclosed. His hand is grasped in 
Calmar’s ; but Calmar lives ! he lives, thou^ low. 
“ Rise," said the king, “ rise, son of Mora, ’tls 
mine to heal the wounds of Heroes. Calmar may 
^ yet bound on the hills of Morven ” 

** Never menre shall Calmar chase the deer of 
Morven with Orla;" said the Hero; “what were 
the chase to me alone ? Who would share the spoils 
of baitle with Calmar ? Orla Is at rest ! Rough was 
thy soul, Orla ! yet soft to me as the dew of mom. 
It glared on others, in .lightning ; to me, a silver 
beam of night. Bear my sword to blue-eyed Mora ; 
let it hang in my empty hall. It is not pure from 
blood : but it could not save Orla. I.,ay me with 
my friend : raise the’ song when I am dark !" 

They arc laid by the stream of Lubar. Four 
gray stones mark the dwelling of Orla and Calmar. 

When Swaran was bound, oar sails rose on the 
blue waves. Tiie winds gave our barks to Morven. 
The bards raised the song. 

“ What Form rises on the roar of clouds ? Wl»osc 
dark Ghost gleams on the red streams of tempests ? 
his voice rolls on the thunder : 'tls Orla : the brown 
Chief of Oithoiia. He was unmatched in war. 
Peace to thy soul, Orla ! Thy fame will not perish. 
Nor thine ! Calmar ! Lovely wast thou, son of blue- 
eyed Mora; but not harmless was thy sword. It 
hangs in thy cave. The (ihosts of Lochlin shrh-k 
around Its steel. Hear thy praise, Calmar.' It 
dwells on the voice of the might^ Thy name 
shakes on the echoes of Morven. Then raise thy 
fair Jocks, Son of Mora. Spread them on the arch 
of tne rainbow, and smile through the tears of the 
storm."* 


TO E. N. L. Esq. 


Nil ego contulcrim jucundo sanus omico. 

Hor. E. 


Dsas I>— , in this sequester'd scene. 

While all around in slumber lie, 

The joyous days which ours have been. 

Come rolling fresh on Fancy's eye; 

Thus if amidst the gathering storm. 

While clouds the darken'd noon defurin. 

Yon heaven assumes a varied glow, 

I hail Ae sky’s cel^tial how. 

Which spreads the sign of future peac.e. 

And bids the war of temnesu cease. 

Ah ! though the present brings but pain, 

1 think those davs may come again ; 
i >r, if in melancholy mood, 

Rome lurking envious fear Intrude, 

To check my bosom’s fondest thought, 

And interrupt the golden dream — 

I crush the fiend with malice fraught, 

And^tiJl indulge my wonted theme; 

f..- - ■ ■ 

• I fear, Laing’s late edition has completely 
overthrown every hope that Maepherson’s Ossian 
might prove the Translation of a series of Poems, 
complete in themselves; but, while the imposture 
is discovered, the merit of the work remains undis- 
puted, though not without fiiults, particularly, in 
some parts, turgid and bombastic diction,— 'The 
porcsent humble imitation, will be pardoned by the 
admirers of the original, as an attempt, however 
inferior, which evinces an attachment to their fe- 
vowrite author. 


Although we ne’er again can trace, 

In Granta’s vale the pedant’s lore, 

Not through the groves of Ida chase 
Our raptured visions as before , 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion, 
And Manhood claims his stem dominion. 
Age will not every hope destroy. 

But yield some hours of sober joy. 

Yes, 1 will hope that time’s broad wing 
Will shed around some dews of spring; * 
But, if his sithe must sweep the flowers. 
Which bloom among the fairy bowers, 
Where smiling youth delights to dwell. 

And hearts with early rapture swell ; 

If frowning Age, with cold control, 

('onfines the current of the soul, 

Congeals the tear of Pity’s eye. 

Or checks tlie sympathetic sigh. 

Or hears unmoved Misfortune’s groan, 

And bids mo feel for self alone ; 

011 1 may my bosom never learn, 

To soothe its wonted licedless flow. 

Still, still despise the censor stern. 

But ne’er forget another’s wo. 

Yes, as you knewme in the days 
O’er which Remembrance yet delays, 

Still may I rove, untutor’d, wild, 

And even in :i«e, at heart a child. 

Though nou uii airy vi bnrni-, 

To you III) soul i> still the Miiiii-, 
t>fl has II Ken inv late to nii.iirn, 

Anil all Ills loiiner Joy. .ire (line; 

But, hence ! ye hours ot sable hue. 

Your frowns are gone, my sorrow’s o’er, 

By every bliss my cnildliood knew, 

I’ll tliink upon your shade no more ! 
Thus, when the whirlwind’s rage p I'^f. 

And ravi, their sullen mar i m lo-i. , 

^V’e betal no nn re the winirv l>lj,i, 

When lull d by repli.sr t.i ri-p.,K. 

Full often ha* my iniaht Mum.-, 

.\ttuned 10 Love her languid lire, 

But now, wiilioui a (heme ioi Iikosi., 

The str.vins in stolen sighs expire ; 

My youthful nymphs, alas! are flown, 

E is a wife, and C a mother. 

And Carolina sighs alone. 

And Mary’s ;pven to another ; 

And Cora’s eye which roll’d on me, 

Can now no more my love recall, 

In truth dear I>~— , ’twas time to flee. 

For Cora’s eye will shine on all. 

And theugh the sun with genial rays, 

His beanu alike to all (tisplays, 

And every lady’s eve’s a itin, 

These la.st should be contined to one. 

The soul's meridian don’t become her, 
Whose sun displays a gentle summer ! 

Thus faint is every former flame. 

And Fa.ssion's self is now a name ; 

As when the ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved their light. 
And bade.Bii’in burn with fiercer glow. 
Now quiches all their sjiarks in niglit ; 
Thus has It K*en with Passion’s fires. 

As many a boy and girl remembers, 

While all the force of love expires. 
Extinguish’d with the dying embers. 

But now, dear L . ’tis midnight's noon. 

And clouds ubscure the watery moon. 
Whose beauties I shall not rehearse, 
Described in every stripling’s verse ; 

For why should I the path go o'er. 

Which every bard has trod liefbre ; 

Yet ere yon sliver lamp of night. 

Has tftxice perform’d her stated round. 
Has thrice retraced her path of light, 

And chased away the gloom profound, 

I trust that we, my gentle Friend, 

Shall see her rolling orbit wend, 

Above the dear loved peaceful seat, 

Which once contain’d our youth’s retreat ; 
And then wltli those our childhood knew. 
We’ll mingle with the festive crew : 

'While many a tale of former (fey 
Shall wing the laughing hours away ; 

And all the flow ot louu shall penur. 

The lacred intellectual shower, 

Nor cease till Luna’s waning horn. 

Scarce glimmers through the mist of morn. 



BTROW’S POBMS. ‘il 


TO 

Oh I had my fate been joined with thine. 

As once this pledge appear’d a token ; 

Those follies liad not then been mine, 

Ft)r tlien my peace liad not been broken. 

To thee, tliese early faults I owe. 

To thee, the wise and old reproving: 

They know my sins, Imt do not know 
’Twas thine to break the bonds of loving. 

For once my soul like thine was pure. 

And all its rising fires could smother; 

Jiut now thy vows no mon? endure. 

Bestow’d by thee upon another. 

Perhaps his peace I could destroy. 

And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in jcv. 

For thy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

Ah ! since thy angel form is gone, 

!\fy heart no more can rest witlr any; 

But what it sought in thee alone. 

Attempts, alas ! to find in many. 

Then fare thee well, deceitful maid, 

’Twere vain and fruitless to regret theej 

Nor liope, nor memory, \ield the'r aid. 

But pride tnay teach me to forget tht'e. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years. 

This tiresome round of pallmg pleasures; 

These varied loves, these riatron's fears, 

Tht:su thouglitless strains to passion's mca 
sures; 

If thou wert ifilnc, had all been hush’d . 

This cheek now jiale from early riot, 

Witti passions hectic ne’er liad flusli’d. 

But bloom’d in calm domestic quiet. 

Yes, once the rural scene was sweet. 

For Nature seem'd to smile berore thee ; 

And .HIT rill l.re.ist aMiorr'il .K. eit, 

For then .t beat Inii to adore thtv. 

But now I seek for other Joys, 

'I’o think, would drive mv soul to madness; 

In thoughtless throngs, an f emiity noise, 

I c.jiiquiT lialfiny bov'in’s ».ul'iess. 

V'et, even in these a thought will steal. 

In spite of every vain endeavour ; 

And fiends might pity what I feel. 

To know that thou art lost for ever. 


STANZAS. 

I wotfT.n I were a careless child. 

Still dwelling in iny Highland cave. 

Or roaming through the dii.lry wild, 
tlr l.iiiindiiig <1 .-r (be <lai k blitc wave; 

The cumbrous pmiiji of Saxon* pride. 

Accords not with the freeborn soul. 

Which loves the mountain’s craggy side. 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 

Fortune’ take back these cultured land®, 

Tiiki.- tia. k till' .pb lulid >oiiiiii ! 

I hate ihi- l.-ii. h of ...’ivile haiuU, 

I hate the slaves that cringe around : 

Place me along the rocks I lovp, 

Which sound to Ocean's wildest roar; 

I nsk but this— again to rove. 

Through scenes my youth hath kno tn before. 

Few are my years, and yet I fiK-l 

The world was ne’er design’d for me— . 

Ah ! why do darkening shades conceal 
The hour when man must cease to be ? 

Once I Iwheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss ; 

Truth ! wherefore did thy hated beam 
Awake me tc^a world like this ? 


• Sassenagh, or Saxon, a Gaelic word, sigiiltying 
either Lowland or English. 


I lovetl— but those I loveo 

Had friends— mv early friends are fled ; 

How cheerless feels the heart alone 
When all its former hopes are dead ! 

Though gay companions, o’er the bowl 
^ Dispel awhile the sense of ill, 

Though pleasure stirs the maddening soul 
The heart — the heart is lonely still. 

How dull ! to hear the voice of those 

Whom rank, or chance, whom wealth or 
power. 

Have made, though neither friends nor foes, 
Associates of the festive hour: 

Give me again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings, still the same. 

And I will fly the midnight crew, 

Wlicre boisterous joy is but a name 

And Woman! lovely Woman, thoul 
My hope, my comforter, my all ! 

How cola must be my bosom now. 

When even thy smiles begin to pall ! 

Without a sigh would I reslgti 
This busy scene of splendid wo. 

To make that calm Contentment mine, 

Which Virtue knows, or seems to know. 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men, 

I seek to shun, not hate mankind, 

Mv breast requires the sullen glen, 

Whose gloom may suit a darken’d minds 

Oh ! that to me the wings were given. 

Which beat the turtle to her nest ! 

Then would 1 cleave the vault of heaven, 

'Po lice away, and be at rest.* 


LINES, 

Written beneath an Elm, in the Church Yard qfffar- 
rent on the Hill, Seyt. i, 1807 

Spot of my youth ! whose hoary branches sigh. 
Swept by the breeze that fans the cloudless sky. 
Where now alone I muse, who oft have trod. 

With those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod ; • 
With those who, scattered far, perchance deplore. 
Like me. the happy scenes they knew before ; 

Oh ! as I trace again thy winding hill. 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still. 
Thou drooping Elm ! beni'aih whose boughs I lay, 
And frequent mused the twilight hours away ; 
Where, as they once were wont, my limbs recline. 
But, ah! without the thoughts which thcnweie 
mine ; 

How do thy branches, moaning to the blast. 

Invite the nosom to recall the past. 

And seem to whisper as they gently swell, 

“ 'I'ake, while thou canst, a lingering, last fare* 
well." 

When fate shall chill, at length, tills fever'd 
breast, 

And call its cares and passions into rest ; 

Oft have I thought 'twould soothe my dying hour, 
If aught may soothe, when Life resigns her power ; 
To know some humbler grave, some narrow ceil, 
Would hide my bosom where It loved to dwell. 
With this fond dream methlnks 'twere sweet to die. 
And here it linger’d, here my heart might lie. 
Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose, 
Scene of my youth, and couch of my repose : 

For ever stretch’d beneath this mantling shade, 
I’ress’d by the turf where once my childhood play’d ; 
Wrapt by the soil that veils the spot I loved, 

Mix’d with the earth o'er which my Hbotstepu 
moved ; 

Bless’d by the tongues that charm’d my youthfUl 
Mourn'd by the few my soul acknowledged here. 
Deplored by those, in early days allied, 

And unreraember'd by the world beside. 


• r^alm Iv. verse 0 "And I said. Oh! 

that I had winm like a dove, then would I fly away, 
and be at rest.’* This verse also eonstitutes a part 
of tlie most beautiful anthem in our language. 




ENGLISH BARDS, 


AND 


SCOTCH REVIEWERS, 

A SATIRE. 


I liad rather be a kitten, an«l cry, mew ! 

I han one of these same metre ballad-mongers* 
SUARBrSAHJi- 

Such Sbamelcas KanU we have; and yet *iiA tnie* 
There are as tnad, abandon’d Critics too. 

PoTO. 



PREFACE 


TO THE 


THIRD EDITION. 


Ai-ii mj friends, learned and unlearnetl, have urflod 
me not to publish this satire with my name, it 
I were to 'be ** turned from the career of my hu- 
mour by quibbles quick, and paper bullets of the 
brain," I should have complied with their counsel. 
But I am not to be terrified by abuse, or bullied by 
reviewers, with or without arms. lean safely H,\y 
that I have attacked none jiertonallxf who did not 
commence on the ofTenslve. An .tuthor’s works 
are public property : he who purchases may jutige, 
andgpublish his opinion if he pleases; and the Au- 
thors I have endeavoured to commemorate may do 
by me as I have done by them: 1 dare say they will 
succeed better in condemning my scribblings, than 
in mending their own. But my object is not to 
prove that 1 can write well, but, if pottilAe, to 
make others write letter. 

As the Poem has met with far more success than 
1 expected, I have endeavoured in this Edition to 
make some additions and alterations to render it 
more worthy of public perusal. 

In the First Edition of this Satire, published 
.inotiymously, fourteen lines on the subjert of 
Bowleses Pope, were written and inserted at the re- 
quest of an ingenious friend of mine, who has now in 
the press a volume of Poetry. In the present Edition 
they are erased, and some of my own substituted in 
their stead; my only reason for this being that 
which I conceive would operate with any other 
person in the same manper : a determination not to 
publish with my name any production which was 
not entirely and exclusively my own compoiiition. 


With regard to the real talents of many of the 
poetical persons whose performances are mentioned, 
or alluded to in the following )>ages, it is jiresumed 
hy the Author that there can be litUc dillerence ot 
opinion in the Public at large ; thougb, like other 
sectaries, ea<‘h has his separate tabernacle of pro- 
selytes, by whom his abilities arc overrated, his 
f.tults overlooki“d, and his metrical canons received 
without scruple and without l onsidcration. Hut 
the unquestionable possession of considerable genius 
by several of the writers here (ensured, renders 
their mental prostitution more to be regretted. 
Imiiecility may be pitied, o;', at worst, laughed at 
and forgotten ; pervoited iiowcrs demand the most 
decided reprehension. No one can wish more than 
the Author, that some known and able writer had 
undertaken their exposure; but 3Mr. (jilibrd has 
' devoted himself to Massinger, and m the absence 
of the regular physician, a country practitioner 
may, in rases of absolute necessity, be allowed to 
prescribe his nostrum to prevent the extension of 
so deplorable an epidemic, provided there he no 
quackery in his treatment of the malady. A c<m>- 
tic Is here ofTered, as it is to be feared nothitig 
short of actual cautery can recover the numerous 
patients afllicted with tne present prevalent and 
distressing rabie$ for rhyming — As to the Edin- 
burgh Rmitniert, It would, indeed, require a Her- 
cules to crush the Hydra ; but if the Author suc- 
ceeds in merely *' bniising one of tlie heads of the 
serpent," though his own hand should suffer in 
the encouhtcr, he will be amply satisfied. 



ENGLISH BARDS 


AND 


SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


must I hear ?— shall hoarse * Fitzgerald bawl 
Hlatmaking c<iujilets in a tavern hall, 

And T not sing, lest, haply, Scotch lU* views 
Should dub me scribbler, aod denounce my Muse ? 
I’renare for rhyme -I’ll publish, right or wrong: 
Fools are my theme, let Satire be niy song. 

Oh ! Nature's noblest gift— my pprav goosc-quill ! 
Slave of my thoughts, obedimit to my will. 

Torn from thy parent bird to form a pen, 

'i'hat mighty instrument of little men ! 10 

The pen ! foredoom'd to aid the mental throes 
Of brains that labour, big with Verse or Prose, 
Though Nymphs forsake, and Critics may deride 
Tlie Lover's solace, and Author’s pride. 

What Wits ! what Poets dost thou daily raise! 

How frequent is thy use, how small thy praise ! 
Condemn'd at length to be forgotten quite, 

With all the pages which twas thine to write. 

But thou, at feast, mine own especial pen ! 

Once laid aside, but now assumed again, itO 
Our task complete, like Haroet’sf shall be free; 
Though spum’d by others, yet beloved by me ; 

Then let us soar to-day. no common theme. 

No Eastern vision, no distemper'd dteau 
Inspires— our path, though full of Utoms, is plain ; 
Smooth l>c the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sovereign 
sway. 

And men. through life her wiiUng slaves, obey ; 
When folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 

U nfulds her inoUev store to suit the time ; flO 
When Knaves ana Fools combined o’er all prevail. 
When Justice halts, and Right begins to fan ; 

Even then the boldest start flrom public sneers. 
Afraid of Shame, unknown to other fears, 

More darkly sin, ^ Satire kept in awe. 

And shrink from Ridicule though not from Law. 

Such is the force of Wit ! but nqt belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song : 

The royal vines of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 40 

Still there are follies, even for me to chase. 

And yield at least amusement In the race : 

Liugn when I laugh, I seek no other fame. 

The ciy it up, and scribblers are my game : 

Speed Pegasus !— ye strains of great and small, 

Ode! Epic! Elen !— have at you all ! 

I, too, con scrawl, and once ujMn a Umg 
I pour’d along the town a flood of rhyme. 

A school • boy ireak, unworthy praise or blame; 

I i>rinted— older children do the same. 50 


I 'Tis pleasant, sure, to see one’s name in print; 

A Rook'n a Rook, although there's nothing in’t. 
Not that A Title’s sounding charm to save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave: 

This Lanibe must own, since his patrician name 
Fail'd to preserve the spurious Farce from shame. 
No matter, George continues still to write,! 
Though now the name is veil’d from public sight. 
Moved by the great example I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review ; GO 
Not seek great Jeffrey’s, yet like him will be 
Self-constituted Judge of Poesy. 

A man must serve his time to every trade , 
Save Censure,— Critics all are ready-made. 

Take hackney’d jokes from Miller got by rote. 
With just enough of learning to misquote ; 

A mind well skill’d to And or forge a fault, 

A turn for pimnlng, call it Attic salt; 

To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 

His pay is Just ten sterling pounds per sheet : 70 

Fear not to lie, 'twill seem a lucky hit, g, 
Shrink not from blasphemy, ’twjU pass for wit ; 
Care not for feeling— pass your proper Jest, 

And stand a Clitic hated yet caress'd. 

And shall we own sucl! Judgment ? no — as soon 
Seek roses In December— ice in June ; 

Hope constancy in wind, or com in cbafl^ 

Believe a woman, or an epitaph, 

Or any other thing that’s False, before 
You trust in critics who themselves are sore ; 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey's heart, or Lunbe's Bceotion head.^ 

To these voung tyranu,} by themselves mis. 
placet^ 

Combined usurpers on the Throne of Taste ; 

To these when Authors bend in humble awe, 

And bail their voice as Truth, their word as Law ; 
While these are Censors, 'twould be sin to spare ; 
While such are Crttica, w)^ khould 1 forbear ? 

But yet so near all modem worthies run, 90 
’Tis doubtful whom to seelf, or whom to shun ; 

Nor know we when to kpare, or where to strike, 
Our Bards and Cmuoia are so much alike. 

D Then should you as* me. why I venture o’er 
The path that Pepe and Olftbrd trod before i* 

If not yet sicken'd, you can still proceed ; 

Qo on ; ray rhyme will tell you as you read. 

Time was, ere yet. In these degenerate days,. 
Ignoble themes oDtiun’d mistaken praise, w 


• IMITATION. 

'* Semper ego auditor tantum ? nunquamne re- 
VexatuB totfes rauci Theseide Codrl [ponam 
JuvmrAt.. Sat. 1. 

Mr. Fitzgerald, facetiously termed by Cobbett 
fhe “ Small BeerPoet,” intlicU his annual tribute 
of verse on the "Literary Fundi” not content with 
writing, he spouts in person after the company 
have imbibed a reasonable quantity of bad ^ 

enable them to sustain the operation. 

t Cid Hamet Benengeli promises repose to his 
PMt in the lost chapter ^ Don Quixote. Oh! that 
^ur voluminous gentry would fillow the example of 
Cld Hamet Benengeli. 


* This ingenious youth is mentioned more parti . 
cularly with his production, in another |^oe. 
f In the Edinburgh Review. 

^ Messrs. Jeffrey and leunbe are the Al^a and 
Omega, the first and last of the Edinburgh Review: 
the others are mentioned hereafter. 

( " Stnlta est Clementfa, cum tot ubique 

— occurras perltnrm parocre chartse." 

JnvsNAt., Sat. I 
n IMITATION. 

** Cur tamen hoc libeat potius decurrere campo 
Per quern magnusequosAunmeteflexit alumnus* 
Si vaoat, et placldi ratlonem admittitis, edam.’* 
JuvxwAi., Sat. I« 


36 


BTitoxr’s vomifs. 


XVhen Benae and Wit with Poesy allied, 

No fabled Graces, douriah’d side by side, 100 
From the same fount their insi^ratlon chrew. 

And, rear'd by Taste, bloom’d fairer as they grew. 
Then, in this nappy Isle, a Pope’s pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul to charm, nor s<night in rain ; 
A polish'd nation’s praise aspired to cl^dra. 

And raise the people's, as the poet's fame. 

Nike him great Dryden pour’d the tide of song. 

In stream leas smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong. 
Then Congrere’s scenes could sheer, or Otway’s 
melt; 

For Nature then an English audience felt— 1 10 
But why these names, or greater still, retrace, 
When all to feebler Bsrds resign their place ? 
xet to such times our lingering looks are cast, 
irhen taste and reason with tnose times are past. 
Now look around, and turn each trifling page, 
hurrer the precious works that please the age ; 

This duth at least let Satire's self allow. 

No dearth of Bards can he complained of now ; 

The l(wded I^esa beneath her labour groans. 

And printers’ devils shake thdr weary bones, 120 
While Southey’s Epics cram the creaking shelves. 
And little's Lyrics shine in hot-iwess'd twelves. 


Thus salth the Freicher; ** nought beneath 
the sun 

Is new yet still from change to change we run : 
What varied wonders tempt us as they pass ! 

The Cow.pox, Tracton, Galvanism and Gas, 

In turns appear to make the vulgar stare 
Till the swoln bubble bursts— and all is air ! 

Nor less new schools of poetry arise, 

IVhere dull pretenders napple for the prize : 130 

0’er*Taste awhile these Pseudo-bards prevail ; 
Each country Book-club bows the knee to Baal, 
And, hurling lawful Genius from the throne. 
Erects a shrine and idol of its own ! 

Some leaden calf— but whom it matten not. 

From soaring Southey down to grovelling Stott.f 


Behold! in various throngs the scrIbUing crew, 
For notice eager, pass In long review : 

Each spurs his j^cd Pegasus apeoe. 

And &iiyme and Blank maintain an equal race 2 140 
Semiets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode ; 

And Tales of Terror jostle on the road; 
Immeasurable measures move along, 

For simpering Folly lovevn varied eeng. 

To strange raysteri^ Dullneu still the fViend, 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 

Thus Lays of Minscrelsi— may they be the last I 
On half-strung harps whine moumhsl to the blast. 


* Ecclesiastes, Chap. 1. 

t Stott, better known in the Morning Post” by 
the name of Hafiz. This person Is at pri'sent the 
most profound explorer of the Bathos. 'I remem- 
ber, when the reigning family left Portugal, a spe- 
cial ode of Master Stott’s beginning thus : 

(Stott loquitur quoad Hibernia.) 

*« Princely ofFspiing of Braganza, 

Erin tpwu thee with • Statua,” fee. fee. 

Alto a Sonnat to Rata, wall worthy of the subject ; 
and a most thundering ooa, commencing as ftiL 
lows: 


” Oh ! fora Lay i loud n the sorne 
That lathes Lapland's lounding snore.” 


Lord have mercy on ns! the ’’Lay of the Last 
Minstrel’’ ,was nothiitt to this. 

1 See the ** Lay of the Last Minstrel” ptutim, 
I «ever was any plan so lno<Hngmoos and amurd os 
thegroond woric of this production. The entrance 
of Thundor and lig^tiung prologuiting to Bmee* 
Tragedy, unfortunately takes away the merit of or- 
iginiUty flrom the dlaioftue between Messieurs the 
S^ts of Flood and Fw in the first canto. Then 
wo have the amiable William of Deioralno, ” a 
atart moss-troopar,” vldaticat; a happy compound 
of poacher, fos^stadan and highwayman. The 
propr ie ty of his magfoUl lady's injunction not to 
read can only be equalled by his candid aoknow- 
ledamant of his indapendenoe of the trammels of 
apdllnf, although, to use his own elecant phrase, 
'twas his naci'vetse at hairlbee,” i. a. the gal- 
Iowa. 


While mountain spirits prate to river sprites. 

That dames may Usten to the sound at ni^hih ; 
And goblin brats of Gilpin Horner’s brood* 161 
Decoy young Border-nobles through the wood, 

And skip at every step, Lord knows bow hi^rli. 

And frighten foolish babes the Lord knows why. 
While blgh-bom ladies in their magic cell, 
Forbidding Knights to read who cannot spell. 
Despatch a courier to a wizard’s grave, 

And fight with honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in state, proud prancing oti his 
roan. 

The golden-crested haughty M armlon , 1 < <0 

Now forgingscrolls, now foremost in the fight. 

Not quite a Felon, yet but half a Knight, 

The idbbet or the field prepared to grace ; 

A mighty mixture of the great and base, m 
And thlnk’st thou, Scott ! by vain conceit per- 
chance. 

On public taste to foist thy stale romance. 

Though Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy rouse just half-a-crown per line ? 

No: when the sons of song descend to trade, , 
Their bays are sear, their former laurels fade., 170 
Let such forego tlie poet’s sacred name. 

Who rack their brains for lucre, not forfamv ; 

Ixiw may they sink to meiifed contempt, 

And scorn remunerate thb mean attem)>t ! 

Such be their meed, such still ihefost reward 
Of prostituted Muse and hireling, bard ! 

For this we spurn Apollo’s venal son. 

And bid a long, " good night to Marmion.”f 

These are the themes that claim our plaudits now ; 
These are the Bards, to whom the Muse must bow ; 
While Milton. Drydesi, Pope, alike forgot, 1 s I 

Resign their hallow’d Bays to Walter Scott. 

The time has been, when yet' the Muse was 
young, 

When Homer swept the lyre, and Maro sung. 

An Epic scarce ten centuries could claim, [.name ; 
While awe-atmok nations hail’d the magic 
The work of each immortal fiard appears 
The single wonder of a thousand jears.t 
Empires have moulder’d from the face of earth. 
Tongues form npired with those who gave them 
’ Mrth/ l!to 

Without inch a Strain can give, 

As even m nua mds the language live. 

Not so wlfo at, though nfinor Bards, content, 

On one great work a life of labour spent. 

With cute pinion soaring to the skies. 

Behold toe Ballad-monger Southey rise ! 

To him let Camoens, Milton, Ta8.so, yield, 

WhoM annual straim, like armies, take the field. 


• The biography of Gilpin Homer, and the 
marvellous pedeslrian page, who travelled twice us 
fluit as his master's horse, without the aid of seven- 
leagued boots, are cAe/iTarwvrMln theimprovcinont 
of taste. For incident we have the invisitile, hut 

a no means sparing, box on the ear, bestoweil on 
e page, and the entrance of a Knight and Charger 
into the castle, under the very natural disguise of a 
wain of hay. Marralon, the hero of the latter 
romance. Is exactly what William of Deloraiue 
would have been, had he been able to read and 
write. The Poem was manufactered for Messrs. 
Constable, Murray, and Miller, worshipful Book- 
sellers, in consideration of the receipt of a sum of 
money, and truly, considering the inmiration, it Is 
a very onAlHable production. If Mr. Hcott will 
write for hire, let him do his best for his paymah- 
ters, but not disgrace bis genius, which is unaouht- 
edly great, by a repetition of black letter Ballad 
imitations. 

t *' Good night to Marmlon”— the pathetic and 
also prophetic exclamation of Henry Blount, 
Esquire, on the death of honest Marmlon. 

I As the Odyssey Is so closely connected with tJir 
etory of the Iliad, mey may almo(U be classed as one 
grand historical poem. In alluding to Milton and 
Tasso, we consider the " Paradiso Ijost,” and 
'* Gteruialemme LlberaUu” at their standard 
eflbrts, since neither the *' Jemsalcm conquered” 
of the Italian, nor the " Paradise Reg^ned’’ of the 
English Bard, obtained a proportionate relebrltv to 
tbenr former poems. Query * Wliich o*’ Mr. hTm^ 
tfaey’s will survive ? 
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First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 

Tile Si-ourire of Kncland, and the hf.a^t r.f i'ranre ' 
'riiouRli luirnt liy wi. ki.d Ui il»..rd r>r a wii. li, .<01 
]<i-h'i'<l li -r siiiiuo I'lai <.-i in ijlurv's niirli,. . 

Her tV-iKT*. liiitM, nrni jusi T^‘l^a^L•ll Ir-uu pri -iii, 

A virgin Pliirnix from her n-hcs ri^en. 

NcM " ve ireiiiv'ul.ius Th ilalia l■l>me jii.* 

A I I'-ia'-. inoiibtr.iMo, uiiil, and womir .us son; 
iioindaniel’s dread destroyer, who o’l-rihrow 
IVIore mad magicians than tlie world e’er knew. 
Immortal Hero ! all thy foes o’ercome. 

For ever reign — the rival of Tom Thumb ! 210 

Since starlled metre tied before thy face, 

^Pell wort thou doom’d the last of all thy race ! 
Well might triumphant Genii hear iJiee hence. 
Illustrious conqueror of common sense! 

Now, last and greatest, l\Iadoc spreads his sails, 
t'.aciiiuo in Mexico, and Prince in Wales ; 

Tells us strange tales, as other travellers do, 

"lore f'ld than Mand»vil]e’;, and not «f> true. 

• Hr 't.iiiilK v. .'t.iuihi-v 't re ue nil V rrii.<l >Lng ' 

.\ ISiid 111 ly . hunt r.' i ofi.m and i-v long 220 

.\ ? ill 'll .iri 'imrig in ler^r, m mer. y sp ne ! 

\ |■■.lmIll. 'll 1 .! wen- iiiore than i.oul.1 IxMr. 

Hut if. in -jiiie of .all ih.- uorld i an s.a>, 

Thou still wilt verseward plod thy weary way; 

If still in Berkley B.allarls most uncivil. 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devil, f 
The halx? unborn tliy dread intent may me; 

“ God help thee," Houthey, and Ury readers too.§ 

Next comes the dull disciple of thy school. 

That mild apostate from poetic rule, 230 

'The simple Wordsworth, framer of a lay 
As soft as evening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend “ To shake off toil and 
trouble, 

And quit his Ixioks for fear of growing double ;”|1 
Who both by precept and example, snows 
That prose is verso, and verse is mendy prose, 
Convitu ing all by demonstration plain. 

Poetic souls delight in prose insane ; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme. 
Contain the essence of tlie true sublime : 240 

Thus when ho tells the tale of Betty Foy, 

The idiot mother of “ an idiot Boy 
A moon-struck, silly lacC who lost his way. 

And, like his bard, confounded night with day,^ 


• Thalaba, Mr. Southey’s second poem, is writ- 
ten in open defiance of precedent and poetry. M r. 
S. wished toprotluce something novel, and .succeed- 
ed to a miracle. Joan of Arc was marvellous , 
enough, but Thalaba was one of those poems 
“ which," in the words of Person, “ will be read 
■when Homer and Virgil are forgotten, but— not till 
t/icn." 

f We beg Mr. Southey’s pardon: “ Madoc dis- 
dains the degraded title of Euic." See his preface. 
Why is Epic degraded ? and hv whom ’ Cert.tinly 
the late Komaunts of Masters Cotlle, I.nire.it I’ye, 
Ggilvy, Hole, and gentle Mi'jliis.s fowl.'v, h.i\e 
not exalted the Epic Muse; but .as Mr. Southey’s 
jio<>m “disdains the appellation," allow us to ask — 
ii.as he substituted any thing better in its stead? 
or must he ho content to rival .Sir llichard Black- 
more, in the quantity as well as in the quality of 
his verse ? 

See the Old Woman of Berkley, a Ballad by 
Mr. Southey, wheri’in .an agetl gcntlewoimm is 
carried away by Beelzebub, on a “ high trotting 
horse." 

$ The last line, “ God help fhee," is an evident 
plagiarism from tlie Anti-jacobla to Mr. Southey, 
on his Dactylics : 

“ Gotl help thee, silly one."— Poetry of the Anti- 
j.icobln, page 23. * 

II Lyrical BalLuls, page 4 The tables 

turnea." Stanza 1. 

“ Up, up, ray friend, and clear your looks. 

Why all this toll and trouble ? 

Up, up, my friend, and ouit your books. 

Or surely you’ll grow double," 
if Mr. W. in his preface labours hartl to prove 
that prose and verso are much the same, and cer- 
tainly his preqppts and practice are strictly con- 
forraable. 

** And thus to Betty’s question he 

Made answer, like a traveller bold. 


So close on each pathetic part he dwells. 

And each adventure so suoliinely telK, 

That all who view the “ idiot in his glory," 
Conceive the Bard the hero of the storj . 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed iiere, 
T.i tur».-id ode, and tomid st-m/a diMr 
Tii<.ii,;li iliL'iu-? <if inn<.'...‘ni-e Hiiui i Min I.l ■, 
Yet still obscurity’s a wL-iconie guosl. 

If inspiration should her aid refuse, 

To him who takes a Pixy for a JMuse,* 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The Bard wlio soars to eulogize an ns.s. 

How well the subject suits liis noble mind ! 

“ A fellow-feeling makes us wondrous kind." 


Oh! wonder-working Lewis ! Monk, or B.ir 1, 
AVho fain wouldst make Pariia.ssus a cl.ui 



Thy Muse a ‘Sprite. .1 polio’s sexton thou ' 

U hellier oil au..ii.nt l.Jlllhs Ul'iU l.ik'sl ll.y I, 

Ht giblN-iiiig sjiei ires li Ill'll, thv kiiiJriii'baiii.l , 

< ir ir 1. Lst lii.iste >J. scnpii. Ills oil thi pvge, • 

T.. pleise ihefenial.-s ..I'onr m -ie>i .ace. 

All liail, M. P. If from whose infernal brain 
1'hin .sheeted phantoms glide, a grisly train ; 

At whose command “ grim women’’ throng in 
crowds, 

And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds, 2T;’ 

With “ Sm.all gray men,”— “ wild yagers,” a.ul 
what-not. 

To crown with honour, thee, and Walter Scott : 
Again .ail hail ! if tales like thine may please, 

.St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease ; 

Even Satan’s self with tnee might dread to dwell. 
And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 

Who in soft mtise, surrounded bv a choir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s nre, 

With sparkling eyes, and cheek by passion flush’d. 
Strikes his wild Lyre whilst listening dames are 
hush’d.^ 280 

’Tis Little ! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but os immoral in his lay I 

Grieved to condemn, the Muse must still be just. 

Nor spafe melodious advocates of lust. 

Pure U the flame which o’er her altar hums; 

From cro»M>r incense wnh (Ll<ust she turns 
Vet, kind loyuiiih, tins expiaiion o'er, I 
she bids Uiee, " mend thy line and djii no rnTre." 

■ For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 

To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 2')0 
Hibernian Strangferd ! with thine eyes of blue, ^ 
And bon.ste<l locks of red, or auburn hue, 

Whose plaintive strain each love-sick Miss admires, 
And o’er harmonious fustian half expires, 
l.e.xrn, if U>ou canst, to yield thino author’s sense. 
Nor vend thy .sonnets on a false pretence. 

Think'vf thou to gain thy verse a higher place 
Bv dro'-mg t' im.x ns in a suit of l.s< e ■* 

Itfcnd, Strangford ! mend thy morals and thy taste ; 
Be warm, but pure, l>e amorous, but he ch.aste : 50il 
Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer’d harp restore. 

Nor tcacli the Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

I In many marble-cover’d volumes view 
Hayley, in vain attempting something new : 

' Whether he spin his comedies in rhyme. 

Or scrawl, as Wood and Barclay walk, ’gainst time, 


The cock did crow to-whoo, trt-whoo. 

And tlie sun did shine so cold,’’ &c. &c. 

Lyrical Ballads, page 129. 

• Coleridge’s Poems, page 11. Songs of the 
Pixies, i. e. Devonshire Fairies: page 42, we have, 
“ Lines to a Voung Lady,:’’ and pagp 52, “ Lines 
to a Voung Ass.” * 

t “ Fot every one knows little Matt’s an M. 5^" 

See a poem to Mr. Lewis, in The Statesman. 

supposed to be written by Mr. Jekyll. 

4: The reader who may wish for an explanation 
of this, may refer to “ Strangford's Camoens,” page 
127, note to page .56, or to the last page of the 
I Edinburgh Review of Strangford's Camoens. 

It i.s also to be remarked, that the things given to 
the public as Poems of Camoens, are no more to be 
found in the original Portuguese, than in.the song 
of Solomon. 

C 2 
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His stjile in vouth or age is still the same ; 

For ever feeble and for ever tame. 

Triumphant first see “ Temper’s Triumphs" shine ! 
At least I’m sure they triumph’d over mine. 310 
t)f “ Music’s Triumphs’’ all who read may swear 
'That luckless Music never triumph’d there. • 

Moravians rise ! bestow some meet reward 
On dull Devotion — lo ! the Sabbath Bard, 
Sepulchral Grahame, pours his notes sublime. 

In mangled prose, nor even aspires to rhyme, 

Breaks into blank the Gospel of St Luke, 

And boldly pilfers from the Pentateuch ; 

And, undlsturb’d by conscientious qualms, 319 
Perverts the Prophets, and purloins the Psalms, f 

Hail Sympathy 1 thy soft idea brings ' 

A thousand visions of a thousand thln«, 

And shows, dissolved in thine own melting tears, 
®*'he maudlin Prince of mournful sonneteers. 

A ntl art thou not thtir Prince, harmonious Bowles ! , 
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls ? 

^Vhether in sighing winds thou scck'st relief, 

< )r coSiaolation in a yellow leaf ; 

\V''hether thy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry sounds proceed from Oxford bells, 

Or, still in bells dclignting, finds a friend, 331 
In every chime that jingle from Ostend ? 

Ah ! how much juster were thy Muse's hap, 

] f to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap ! 
Delightful Bowles t still blessing and still blcss’d. 

All love thy strain, but children like it l>est. 

Tls thine with gentle Little’s moral song. 

To soothe the mania of the amorous throng ! 

With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears. 

Ere Miss, as yet, completes her infant years ; 3H) 

But in her teens thy whining powers are vain ; 

She quits poor Bowles, for Little’s purer strain. 

Now to soft themes thou scomest to confino 
The lofty numbers of a haro like thine : 

** Awake a louder and a loftier strain,’’ J 
Such as none heard before, or will again ; 

Where all discoveries jumbled from the flood, 

Since first the leaky ark reposed In mud. 

By more or less, are sung in every book. 

From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook. 350 
Nor this alone, but pausing oo the road. 

The Baud sighs fortli a gentle episode ; 

And gravely tells— attend each beauteous Miss I— 
Wbeth first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowl^ ! in thy memory let this precept dwell, 

Sli<rk to thy Sonnets, man ! at least they sell. 

But if some new-born whim, or larger bribe 
Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scrilie. 
If 'chance some bard, though once by dunces fear’d. 
Now, prone in dust, can only be revered; 3G0 
If Pope, whose fame and genius from tiie first 
Have foil'd the best of critics, needs the worst. 


• Hayley’s two most notorious verse productions, 
are “ Triumphs of Temper,’’ and “ Triumphs of 
Music.’’ He has also written much Comedy in 
rhyme. Epistles, &c. ike. As he is rather an elegant 
writer of notes and biography, let us recommend 
Pope’s Advice to Wycherley, to Mr. H’s. consider- 
ation: viz. "to convert nis poetry into prose,’’ 
which may be easily done by taking away the final 
syllable of each couplet. 

t Mr. Grahame has poured forth two volumes of 
Cant under the name of ** Sabbath Walks," and 
“ Biblical Pictures." 

jr See Bowles's Sonnets, ttc “Sonnet to 

Oxford," and “Stanzas on hearing the bells of 
0^tend," 

§ “Awake a louder," &c. &r. is the first line in 
Bowles’S “ f^irit of Discovery a very spirited and 
pretty dwarfEpic. Among other exquisite lines we 
nave the following: 

“Akiss 

,^tole on the listening silence, never ret 

llere heard ; they trembled even at it the power,” 
&c. See. 

That is, the woods of Madeira trembled to a kits, 
very much astonished, as well they might be, at such 
a phenomenon. 

JjThe Episode above alluded to, is the story of 
“ Robert a Machin,” and “Anna d'Arfet,” a pair 
of constant lovers, who performed the kiss above- 
menUoned, that startled the woods of Madeira. 


POBIMCS. 

Do thou essay ; each fault, each failing scan ; 

The first of poets was, alas ! but man ! 

Rake from each ancient dunghill every pearl, 
C/onsult Lord Fanny, and confide iu Cutll,* 

Let all the scandals of a former age, 

Perch on thy pen, and flutter o’er thy page ; 

Affect a candour which thou canst not feel, 

Clulho envy in tlie garb of honest zeal ; 370 

Write, as if St. John’s soul could still inspire. 

And do from hate, what Mallet f did for hire. 
f»h! hadst thou lived in that congenial time, 

To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhyme, | 
Throng’d with the rest around his living hbad. 

Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead, 

A meet reward hatl crown’d thy glorious gains. 
And link’d thee to the Dunciad for thy pams.§ 

Another Epic! who inflicts again 
More books of blank upon the sons of men ? 3. SO 

Bu;otian Cottle, rich Bristowa’s boast. 

Imports old stories from the Cambrian c^st. 

And tends his goods to market— all aliveS 
Lines forty-thousand. Cantos twenty-five! 

Fresh fish from Helicon ! who’ll buy ? who’ll buy ? 
The precious bargain’s chcaji— in faith, not I. 

Too much in turtle Bristol’s sons delight, 

Too much o’er bowls of Rack prolong the night ; 

If Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the braui. 
And Amos Cottle strikes the Lyre in vain. ;>.»0 
In him an author’s luckless lot behold ! 

(Condemn’d to make the hooks which once he sold. 
Oh ! Amos Cottle — I’lurbus I what a name 
To fill the sj»eaklng trump of future fame I — 

ONI Amos Cottle : for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink ' 

W hen Ihiu de'oled to |»iM.*iic ilri.mi-, 

Who w ill yK.-iiiM.' thy priisiiiuied rt niit ’ 

Oh’ pen peT\eriid ! paper imsappliiil I 

Hod CotiMl still adom’il the counin , Mile, 4iX) 

Bent o’er the desk, or, born to uselui toils, 

Jieen taught to iiiakt. the pa|>er '*hi. h he .i'll., 
Pl.iugli'il, diUtd, or iilied the liar unhluiiiy liinh, 
lie had not sung ui \vali>, nor J of him. 

As Sisyphus against the infernal steep 
Rolls tli'e huge rock, whose motions ne'er may 
sleep, 

So up thy hill, ambrosial Richmond ’ heivr . 

Dull Ma'uricel ill hisgr.nine Meik’lit el ir .vl. 
.Smooth, solid lnonumllll^ ofineni.il pam ' 

'i htf petrifactions of a plodding hram, 410 

Thai ere they reothtlio top fall luml'trmg bark 
again. 

With broken lyre and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo! sad Alcaeus wanders down the valel [last, 
Though fair they rose, and might have bloom’d at 
His hopes have perisli’d by the Northern bkisl . 
Nipp’u in the bud by Caitjdonian gales, 

His blossoms wither as the blast prevails ! 


• Curll is one of the Heroes of the Dunciad, anil 
was a hookfeller. Lord Fanny is the poetical name 
of Lerd Hervey, auUior of “ Lines to the Imitator 
of Horace." 

t I.ord Bolingbroke hired Mallet to traduce Pope 
after his decease, because the Poet had retained 
some conies of a work by Lord Bolingbroke, (the 
Patriot king) which that splendid, but malignant 
genius, had ordered to be destroyed. 

^ Dennis, the critic, and Ralph, the rhymester. 

“biience, ye wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia 
howls. 

Making night Iddcous, answer him ye owls !'* 
DiiNciAn. 

S See Bowles’s late edition of Pope’s works, for 
which he received .300 pounds: thus Mr. B. has 
expericnccdkhow much easier it is to profit by the 
reputation or another, than lo elevate his own. 

II Mr. Cottle, Amos, or Joseph,. I don’t know 
which, but one or both, once sellers of hooks, they 
did not write, and now writers of books that do not 
sell, have published a pair of Epics. “ Alfred,’’ 
(poor Alfred ! Pye has b^n at him too !) Alfred’* 
and the “ Fall of Cambria." 

Y Mr. Maurice liath manufactured the compo- 
nent parts of a ponderous quarto, upon the beauties 
of “ Richmond Hill,” and the like*!— it also takes 
In a charming view of Tumham Green, Hammer- 
smith, Brentford, Old and New, and the parts ad- 
Jacenu 
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O’er his lost works let clattic Sheffield weep : 

May no rude hand disturb their early sleep ! • 

Yet, say ! why should the Bard, at once, resim 
His claim to favour from the sacred Nine, 421 
For ever startled by the mltialod howl 
Of Northern wolves that still in darkneSs prowl ; 

A cnwird brood which nnnjrle as they jirev, 

My hellish insiincl, nil ib ti rro^s ihe-r w.iy 
■-■r y.iMiitf, (hi- li« iii_- <.r the do i-l. 

No nipfi-y liiiil, — ilirie It iiiuit be fid. 

^Yhy do (he iiijun-d uiirr-.iiiin*{ mo'iI 

The' ( al n possc'Mon ofni, ir nadve u.-l.l 

\Fh% I iiiiolv lliiii lll.■■.re Ihi ir rinus ri ifi a'. 1"'l 

Nor hum the bla Kl-liuunil) back to .\rilmr a m ii - { 

Health to immortal JefTrcy ! once, in name, 
Bncbmil c.-i;l,l Iw.iit a judee dmoit the - iiiie . 

]n -'Mil like, so nicri ifiil, .m-i in i. 

^llnle think that Sitan ha^ ro'ittml hi- iiu^l. 

And (jiven the Spini to ilie woiM airiln. 

To > . nteiK e I.eiler-, ts he .enlence-l i-.i o. 
tViili hand niirihis, but with hr iri xs bl.t. k, 
1\'iib suice ni wilimc lo deer* e the r.i k ; 

Jlri d III till' Couria Iielirnea, ihou^i all that l.'iw 
A s yet hath taught him is to rind a> flaw. 411 
Since, well instructed in the patriot sclioal 
'I'or.ii! at pari.-. thoii,r>i i jurty t.. ■!, 

AN'Iio knows, if ili .c e hii I'liron- ‘h.nild restore 
Rack to the sway they forfeited before, 

His scribbllnff toils some recompense may meet. 
And raise ihis Ilaniel to the .Tndu'mcnt si-it '■> 

I.i'l Ji-irejS shade inUiiIue (b«- iiii'ii, lini-i-, 

A'l'l creel'illK thus, [iteM lit biili Vviili l 
“ Heir to my virtues ! tnan of e<jual mind ! 450 

Skill’d to condemn a^ to traduce mankind. 

This cord receive ! for thee reserved w-iih care, 

To wield in judgment, and at longtli to wear.” 

Health to groat .TetlVcv ' ffeaven preserve hb lib-, 
’I’ll ilouridi on the tVriile ‘hi.n « f-f I ii--, 

.\nd KMiril It «niri»<l m hi > future u.irs, 
since authors sometimes w-elc the held of Mats ! 
(ian none remember that eventful day. 

That ever-glorious, almost fatal fray. 

When Little’* Icadless pistol met his eve, dfiO 
.And Bow -street myrmidons stood laughing by 
( Ih ! day disastrous ! on her firm-set rock, 
Dtniedin’s castle felt a sacred shock; 

Hark roll’d the gyrapathetic waves of Forth, 

T.,ow gro,an’(l the surtled whirlwinds of the North ; 
Tweed ruffied half his waves to form a tear. 

The other half pursued Its calm career j§ 

Arthur’s steen summit nodded to its base. 

The surly Tolbootli scarcely kept her place ; 

The Tolbootli felt— For marble sometimes can. 

On sucii occasions, feel as much as man — 471 

The Tolhooth felt defrauded of his charms. 

If JetTrey died, except within her arms: [] 

Nay, last not least, on that portentous morn 
The sixteenth story, where himself was born. 


• Poor Montgomery ! though praised by every 
English Review, has boon bitterly reviled by the 
Edinburgh. After all, the Bard of Shcftielti is a 
man of considerable genius: his “Wanderer of 
Switzerland” is worth a th<ms.ind “Lyrical Bal- 
lads,” and at le.ist fifty “ Degraded Epics. 

t Arthur’s seat ; the hill which overhangs Edin« 
burgh. 

’in ISOfi, Messrs. Jeffrey and Moore, met at 
Fhalk-Farm. The duel was prevented by the in- 
lerference of the Magistracy: and, on examination, 
(he balls of the pistols, like 'the courage of the com- 
hatants, were found to have evaporated. This In 
cident gave occasion to much waggery In the Daily 
I’rints. 

§ The Tweed here behaved with proper deco- 
rum , it would have lieen highly reprehensible in 
the English half of the River to have shown the 
smallest symptom of apprehension. 

II This disjday of sympathy on the part of the 
Tolbooth, (tlie principal jirison in Edinbnrgh) 
which truly seems to have been most affected on 
tills occasion, Is much to he commended. It was 
to be apprehe’jded, that the many unhappy crimi- 
nals executed in the front, might have renderetl 
(he Edifice more callous. She is said to be of the 
softer sex, because her delicacy of feeling on this 
day was truly feminine, though, like most femi- 
iilue iinpuUes, iierhaps a little selfish. 


His patrimonial garret fell to CTound, 

And pale Edina slmdder’d at tiie sound ; 

Strew’d were the streets around with milk wiiit. 
reams, 

Fl-i'i-’d all the f'vinong.ite wKh intv streams; 

Till . i-f III. candour -cemM the vibb- dew, 4S0 
Til ii i.t l.i. valour vhoWii ihe bio -die.- hue, 

,\nd all with justice deem’d the two combined 
'I'he mingled emhleins of his migiity mind. 

But r-il'-doni-i's noddesi h.over’fl o’er 
T l.c I. I-I. .miU.iv. d liiiii Iruui ihe v.raih of ‘'Lm.ii., 
Fr .o, . ii'i.-r pi'i.jl .Piiclril [be v. rigL-'uI let.l. 

And «Trnght restored it to hr r favourite’s head. 

I h ii 1. 1 i-l, v. nil gri lU-r lb in m lu'nciiP p..Wrr, 
f-mn <1 It. 1. Hiiiif ■ nigbl the g.jid -n t.b.-w, t, 

.Arid, though the ihukeiiing dro» will >, irrp 
rt'line, 1‘)f) 

Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. ^ 

“ My son,” she cried, “ne’er thirst for gore again. 
Resign the jiisinl, and resume the pen ; 

(t'l r polili. s aiul p.ii-.y pri-iilp, 

It-.i-tofthy coimirv,'.iii.| Hrit.inniV. niidu^ 
r.ir long .as A Ibi -n s htedic.; s,.n. .ulmiii, 
t'lr oli.li i.i'le lit- ides on Kngli.h wii , 

's.j l.nig shall last iliine iinmulcsti'd reign, 

V- r .any dare to take ihv name in vain. 

lb b-rld' a I hosen l.and shall .lid tbv |ilm, 5(i0 

.And own Uiee rlib-iiain of ibe irlii. cl ri. 

Fir,t in the r.ank* lllu.irious shall Im- n 
The irnvcll il Thane! ..Viheman Aui liin ■ 

Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammer, f and sonn - 
times 

In gratitude thou’lt praise his rugged rhymes. 

Smug Sydney^ too thy hitter page shall seek, 

And classic Hallamj much renoWn’d for fircek. 

Scott may porchanee his name and influence lend. 
Anri ]talirv Pilhnsll shall tradii.'* Iii. frieiul. 

V\ lull- gay Thalia', luckless voiars, I. mibe,^ .AlO 
As b.- biin^lf w.as d tinn'd, shall iry t.» ilium. 

Known be thy name, unbounded be thy sway ; 

Thy HoUand^s banquets shall each toil repay ! 

AVliile grateful Britain yields the praise she otvcj. 

To Holland’s hirelings, and to Ijearning’s foes. 

Yet mark one caution, ere thy next Review 
Spread its light wings of Sallron and of Blue, 
Beware Jest blundering Brougham** destroy the 
sale, 

Turn Beef to Bannocks, Cauliflowers to Kay." 

• His lordship has befcn mvich abroad, is a mem- 
ber of the Athenian Society, ami Reviewer c!' 

“ (icH’s Topograpliy of Troy." 

I Mr, Herbert is a translator of Icelandic and 
other iwetry. One of tlu* principal pieces is .i 
“ Song on the Recovery of Thor’s Hammer the 
translation is a pleasant chaunt in the vulgar 
tongue, and endeth thus :— 

“ Instead of money and rings, I wot, 

The hammer’s brubes were her lot. 

Thus Odin’s son his hammer got.” 

^ The Rev. Sydney Smith, the reputed Author of 
Peter Plymley's Letters, and sundry criticisms 
« Mr. Hallam reviewed Payne Knight’s Taste, 
and wo* exceedingly severe on some Creek verses 
therein : it was not discovered that the lines wer.- 
Pindar’s till the Press rendered it im]»o8sible to 
cancel the critique, which still stands an everlast- 
ingmonument of Hallam’s ingenuity. 

The said Hallam is incensed, Ijecaiise he i* false- 
ly accused, seeing that ho never dinc-th nt Holland 
House — It this be true, I am sorry— not for having 
said so, but on his account, as I understand hi. 
liordship’s feasts are preferable to his compositions. 
—If he aid not review Lord Holland’s jierformancf, 

1 am glad, because it must have lieen painfhl to • 
read, and irksome to praise it. If Mr. Hallam 
will tell me who did review it, the real name shall 
find a place In the text, provided nevertheless the 
said name be of two orthodox musical syllabus, 
and will come into the verse, till then, Hallam 
must stand for want of a better. 

Pillans is a tutor at Eton. 

The honourable G. Lambe reviewed “ Beres- 
ford’s Miseries," and Is moreover Author of a Farce 
enacted with much applause at the Priory, .Stan- 
more ; and damned with great eimedltion at the 
late Theatre, Covent Garden. It was entitled 
Whistle for It." 

•* Mr. Brougham, in No. XXV. of the Edinburgh 
Review, throughout the article concerning Don 
Pedro de Gevallos, has displayed more politics than 
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Thus havinesaid, the kilted Goddess kiss’d 640 
Her SOS, and vanished in a Scotlsli mist.* 

Illusjprions Holl.nnd ! hard would be his lot 
His hirelings mention’d, and himself forgot ! 
Holland, with Henry Petty at his back. 

The whipper-in and' liunUman of the pack. 

Kless’d he the banquets spread at Holfiurd House, 
^Vhe^e Scotch men fee<l, and Critics may carouse ! 
Long, long beneath tliat hospitable roof, 

.Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept aloof. 
.See honest Hallam lay aside his fork, 530 

Resume his pen, review his Lordship's work. 

And grateful to the founder of the feiLst, 

Declare his landlord can translate, at least if 
Dunedin ! view thy children with delight, 

Tiiey write for footl, and feed Iwcause they write : 
^nd lest, when heated with th’ unusu.al grape, 
rmme glowing tlioughts should to the press escape. 
And tinge with red the female reader’s check. 

My lady skims the cream of each critique; 

Breathes o’er the page her purity of soul, 640 

Reforms each error and rciincs the whole. f 

Now to the Drama turn— oh ! motley sight ! 
What precious scenes the wondering eyes invite ! 
Puns, and a prince within a barrel i>eat,5 
And Dilxlin's nonsense yield complete content. 
7'hough now, thank Heaven ! the Rosciomanla’s o’er, 
.And nill-grown actors are endured once more; 

Vet, what avails tlscir vain attempts to idease, 
^Vhil<^ British critics suffer scenes like these ? 

While Reynolds vents his “ dammes, poohs, and 
“ zounds, ”11 550 

And common filace, and common sense con- 
founds ? 

While Kenny's World just suffered to proceed. 
Proclaims the audience very kind indecti ^ 

And Beaumont’s pilfer’d Caratach ailbrds 
A tragedy complete in all but words ?1[ 

Who out must mourn, while these are all the rage. 
The degradation of our vaunted stage ? 

Heavens ! is all sense of shame, and talent gone ? 
Have we no living Bard of merit ? — none ? 

Awake, George Colman, Cumlierlaiul, awake ! 
Ring the alarum bell, let folly quake 561 
Oh rSherldan ! if aught can move thy pen. 

Let Comedy resume her throne again, 

Abju#; the mummery of German schools, 

Ivcave new Pizarros to translating fools; 

(Jive, as thy last memorial, to the age, 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 


policy ; many of the worthy Burgesses of Edinburgh 
neing so incensed at the infamous principles it 
evinces, as to have withdrawn their suhsi ripiions. 

It seems th.it Mr. Brougham Is not a Plct as I 
supposed, but a Borderer, and his name is pro- 
nounced Hrooin, from Trent to Tay So lie it. 

* I ought to apologize to the worthy Deities for 
introducing a new Gmdess with short petticoats to 
their notice ; but, alas ! what was to be done ? I 
i;ould not say Caledonia's Genius, it being well 
known there is no Genius to be found from 
Clackmannan to Caithness, yet without superna- 
tural agency, how was Jeffrey to be saved ? The 
nationm "Kelpies,” 6cc. are too unpoctical, and 
the “ Brownies” and "gude neighbours,” (spirits of 
a good disposition) reiused to extricate him. A 
Goddess therefore has been called for the jiurpose, 
and great ought to be the latitude of Jeff rev, see- 
Ing It Is die only communication he ever held, or is 
likely to hold, with any thing heavenly. 

t Lord H. has translated some specimens of 
Jxipe De Vega, inserted In his life of the Author: 
hoih are bcpralsed by his ditintertsled guests. 

i Certain it is, her ladyship is suspected ofhav- 
ving displayed her matchless wit in the Edinbusgh 
Review : however that may t>e,i we know from good 
afthority, that the manuscripts are submitted to 
her perusal— no doubt for correction. 

I In the melo-drama of Tekeli, that heroic 
j rince is clapt into a barrel on the stage, a new asy- 
lum for distressed heroes. 

1 AI1 these are favourite expressions of Mr. R. 

prominent in his Comedies, living and defunct. 
YMr. T. Bheridan, the new Manager of Drury- 
I.ane Theatre, stripped the Tragedy of Bonduca of 
the Dialogue, and exhibited the scenes as the spec- 
tacle of Caractacus— Was tbU worthy of his sire ? 
or (^himself? • 


Gods ! o’er those boards shall Folly rear her head 
Where Garrick trode, and Kemble lives to tread ? 
On those shall Farce display buffoonery’s mask. 

And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask' ? 570 

Shall sapient managers new scenes prcKluce 
From Cherry, Hkemngton, and Mother Goose ? 
While Bhakspeare, Otway, Massinger, forgot. 

On Stalls must moulder, or in closets rot P 

1 . 0 ! with what pomp the daily prints proclaim. 

The rival candidates for Attic fame! 

In eriin array though Lewis’ spectres rise, , 

Mill skctfington and Goose* iliGde the prize. 

And sure i'rr.if >«kt ihrigt-iii mu-t claim our pr-iM-. 
For skiriies- runii, annskeletiins of plays j>\ I 

Renown d alike ; whose genius ne'er coniines 
Her flight to garnish Greenwood’s gay designs ;• 
Nor sleeps with " Sleeping Beauties,” but anon 
In five facetious acts comes thundering on,f 
While poor John Bull, bewilder’d ifith the scene, 
Stares, wondering what the devil it can ; 

But as some hanm applaud, a venal few ! 

Rather than sleep, why John applauds it too. 

Such arc we now, ah 1 wherefore should we turn 
To what our fathers were, unless to rr.oum ? 591 

Degenerate Britons! are ye dead to shame. 

Or, kind to dullness, do you fear to blame ? 

Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi's face ; 

Well may they smile on Italy’s liufl’oons. 

And worship Catalani’s pantaloons,; 

Since their own Drama yields no fairer (rare 
Of wit than puns, of iiuinour than grimace. 

Then let Ausonia, skill’d in every art 600 

To soften m.inncts, but corrupt the lieart, 

Pour her exotic follits o’er tlie town. 

To sanction Vice and hunt decorum down : 

Let wc«i<le<l strumpets languish o'er Desh.iyes, 

And bless the piomise which his form disjilays 
While (jiyrton bounds before the enraptured looks 
Of hoary Marquises and stripling Dukes : 

Let high-bom lechers eye the lively l’r< sle 
Twirl her light limbs that spurn tlie needless veil ; 
Let Aiigbiliiii hare her breast of mioa . 610 

W ive 11*0 wlnle arm .ind point flu* pliant ii-e ; 
Golliiii irill fu r Inv,? m*»pirmg ■'■■ni.', [throng ! 

.''train her lair neck and liiirm the li,iening 
Rais<? not yonr slihe, Suupn n-nrs of nur \'ice 
Reforming Saints! Ueln atelv nice! 

By whose dtvri>es, our sinful b0ii1% to save, 

No 'Sunday tankards foam, no barl'crs .have ; 

And beer undrawn and beards unknown display 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day. 

Or, hail at.once the patron and the pile 620 

Of vice and folly, Grevllle and Argyle !§ 

• Mr. Greenwootl is, wo believe, Scene-Paint/ r 
to Drurv-Lanc Theatre — as such, Mr. S. is much 
indebted to him. 

f Mr. S is the illustrious author of the " Sleep- 
ing hemiy and Mime ('omeilies, particularly 
‘■M.ii<lv and Bavhelori.” Bai.iilaurli baculu magis 
quam hiuro dlgni. 

t Naldi .inu Catalanl require little notice— for 
the visage of the one, and the salary of the other, 
will enable us long to recollect tliese amusing vaga- 
bonds; liesidcs, we are still black and blue from the 
squeeze on the first night of the lady’s appearance 
in trowsers. 

§ To prevent any blunder, such as miiMking n 
street for a man, I ticg leave to state, that it Is the 
Institution, and not the Duke of that name, which 
is here alluded to. 

A gentleman, with whom I am slightly ac- 
quainted, loft in the Argyle Rooms several thou- 
sand pounds at hnckgaimnon ; it is hut justice to 
the manager in this instance to say, that .some de- 
gree of disapprobation was manifested, but why are 
the Implcmcnta-ofimming allowed in a place devo- 
ted to tne society ofboth sexes ? a pleasant thing for 
the wives and daughters of those who ore blcsseil 
or cursed with such connections, to hear the bil- 
liard-tables rattling in one room and the dice in 
another I That this is the case I mfself can testify, 
as a late unworthy member of an Institution which 
materially affects tlie morals of the higher orders, 
while the lower may not even move to the sound of 
a tabor and fiddle without a chance of indictment 
for riotous behaviour. 
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Where yon pr^d palace, Fashion's hallow’d fane. 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley train, 
Keitold the new Petionius* of the day. 

The Arbiter of pleasure and of play 1 

There tlie hired Eunuch, the Hesperian choir. 

The melting lute, the soft, lasciTious lyre. 

The song fVom Italy, the step from France, 

The midnight orgy, and the mazy dance. 

The smile of beauty, and the flu^ of wine, 630 
Fur fops, fools, gamesters, knaves, and Lords com- 
• bine ; 

Each to his humour,— Comus all allows; 
Champaign, dice, music, or your neighbour’s 
spouse. 

Talk not to us, yc starving sons of trade ! 

Of piteous ruin, which ourselves have made ; 

In Plenty’s sunshine Fortune’s minions bask. 

Nor tliink of Poverty, except “ en masque,” 

When, for the night, some lately titled ass 
Appears the beggar which his j^andsire was. 

Tiie curtain dropp'd, the gay Burletta o’er, 610 
The audience take their turn uiion the floor ; 

Now round the room the circling dow’gers sweep. 
Now in loose waltz the thin-claa daughters leap ; 
The first in lengthen’d line majestic swim, 

The last display the free, unfetter’d limb ; 

Those for Hibernia’s lusty sons repair, 

With art, th«! charms which Nature could not 
spare ; 

These after husbands wing their eager flight, 

Nor leave much mystery tor the nujitial night. 

Oh l.lcii’d retreats of infimy nnd ease 650 

W ill !<■. .ill tiirci'iu n but tile ixtu, r to iili jve, 

F II ii III ml ni.iv t'''!' a I k'm' to gi,iii„l il>iiii^lil, 

F !■ Ii Ml lilt m i> U I< li ni-ui fVnleins, -ir be t itlglit • 
'Jluie ilie bliihe s.iui g'ltrj jUii triutued from 
Spain, ' 

(hits the light }>ack, or calls the rattling main ; 

'I'he jovial Caster’s set. and seven’s the nick, 

Or— done!— a thousand on the coming trick 
If, mad with loss, exi.slcnce ’gins to tire, 

And all your lioiio or wish is to expire, 

lUre'i I’.ivi.'l'-. pi-i.,1 ri.a.1) for vour life, 660 

,\Mil, kiiiJf.r ^llll.a I'.igei t'. r luiir uKe. 

Fit consummation of an cartlily race 
Hegun In folly, ended In disgrace. 

W'hile none lint menials o’er the bed of death, 
Wash thy red wounds, or watch thy wavering 
breath ; 

'Prailuced Iiy liars, and forgot by all, 

'J’he mangled victim of a drunken brawl. 

To live like Clodius,f and like Falkland^ fall. 

Trutli 1 rouse some genuine Bard, and guide his 
hand 

To drive this pestilence fVom out the land. 670 
Even I— least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 

.fust skill'd to know the right'and choose the wrong. 
Freed at that age when reason’s shield is lost. 

To hght my course through Passion's countless 
host, 

>Vhom every path of pleasure’s flowery way 
Has lured in turn, and all have leil astray — 

E'en I must raise my voice, e’en I must feel 
Much scenes, such men destroy the public weal : 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 

“ What art thou better, meddling fool, than they ?” 
And every Brother Hake will smile to see 681 
That miracle, a Moralist in me. 

No matter— when some Bard in virtue strong, 
Uiffurd, perchance, shall raise the chastening song. 


♦ Petronius ** Arbiter elcgantlarum” to Nero 
“ and a verv pretty fellow in ms day,” os Mr. Con- 
greve’s Old Bachelor saith. • 

t Mutalo nomine de te 
Fabula narratur. 

^ I knew the late Lord Falkland well. On Sun- 
day night 1 beheld him presiding at his own table, 
in all tne honest pride ot hospitality ; on Wednes- 
day morning, at three o’clock, I saw stretched be- 
fore me all that remained of courage, feeling, and a 
host of passions. He was a gallant, unsuccessful 
officer; his fauUs Were the faults of a sailor; as 
such, Britons will forgive them. He died like a 
brave man in a better cause ; for had ho fallen in 
like manner on the deck of the frigate to which he 
was just appointed, his last moments would have 
been held up by his countrymen as an example to 
^oeeding heroes. 


Then steep my pen for ever ! and my voice 
Be only heard to hail him and rejoice ; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feel the lash that virtue must apply. 

As for the sm'iller fry, who swarm in shoaF 
From •iilly Hanz* up lo .iiinple Bow lei, |■<J^) 

Why i.hoiild we i .all them from ineir d.irk utuil,-, 

III liriiad .ir. (iiks'i, or in Toiunliam Koad r 
<»r isiiice lOiiic men of failili.;ii nobly dare 
To M.rawl in verse) troiii Bund-street ur ibe 
Mluare •> 

If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 

Most wisely doom’d to shun the public sight. 

What harm ? in spite of every critic elf. 

Sir T. tnay read his stanzas to himself ; 

Miles Andrews .still his strength in couplets try, 
And live in prologaies, though liis dramas die. Tf#* 
Lords too are BarAs, such things at times Iiefall, 
And 'tis some praise in Peers to write at all. 

Yet, did or taste or reason sway the times. 

Ah ! who would take their titles with their rbasnes 
Rosoominon ! Sheffield ! with your spirits fled , 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 

No Muse will cheer, with renovating smile, 

The p.tr.ilytic puling of Parliile ' 

The piinv’.Si ho.j|t>ov and his early lay 

Men pardon, if hi» follie* pa-i awa, ; 7 l>> 

But who forgives the .Senior'- 1 ea»tltsi ver-e. 

Who-e hairi grow hoary as his rtivnii'B gruik v'lin.. ’ 
\\ hat heter<'Kenei.>iii honours de* k the I’l er ' 

Lonl, rhyinster, peiit-rnaiire, ]ianiplileiei r | 

So dull m youth, so drivelling in his age, 

Jill 1. enes 'done bud damn’d i-iir sinkmc siage ; 

But M.iii.n,‘i ri tor I'Hi e criisl, “ IImIiI, fiioiigli " 

Ni r drugs'll iheir .aiidii'iii.'e wiih ibe iiagu iiiol. 

Vti at their judgment let liu l.ordil>i|j laugh. 

And case Ins volumes in congenial calf ; 7 zO 

Yes ! doifthat covering where Morot;co shines, 

And hang a calk-skin^ on those recreant lines. 

With you, ye Druids ! r’ch in native lead. 

Who daily scribble lor your daily bread ; 

With you 1 war not: tiilford’s heavy hand 
Hascnt.sh’d, without remorse, your numerous haiol. 
On “ all the Talents” vent your venal spleen, 

Want your defence, lot Plty.be your screen. 

J>el Monodies on Fox regale your crew, _ 

And Melville’s Mnntle$ piove a blanket too ! 7."t) 

One common Lethe waits each hapless Bard, 

And peace lie with you ! 'tis your test reward. 

Such damning fame as Dunciads only give 
Could bid your lines bevond a morning live ; 

But now at once your fleeting labours close, 

\Yith names of greater note m Mess’d repose. 

Far be’t from me unkindly to u)>braid 
The lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade, 

Wliose strains, the faithful echoes of her mind, 
Leave wondering comprehension far behind . |1 710 
Though Bell has lost his nightingales and owls, 
Matilda snivels still, and liahz howls, 


• What would be the sentiments of the Persian 
Anacreon, Hafiz, could he rise from his splendid 
sepulchre at Kheeraz, where he reposes witli Fcr- 
dousi and 8adi, the Oriental Homer and Catullus, 
and behold his name assumed by one Stott of Dro- 
niore, Uie most impudent and execrable of literaiy 
poachers for the Daily Prints ! 

t The earl of Carlisle has lately pulillshetl an 
eighteen-penny pamphlet on the state of the Stage, 
and offers his plan for building a new theatre ; it is 
to be hopeil his Lordship will be permitted to bring 
forward any thing for the Stage, except his own ^ 
tragedies. 

^ ** Doff that lion’s hide. 

And hang a calf-skin on those recrea«t limbs.’- 
SuAK. KikoJohn. 

0 

Lord C’s. works, most resplendently bound, form 
a conspicuous ornament to his book-shelves : 

" The rest is all but leather and prunella.” 
j Melville’s Mantle, a parody on “Elijah’s 
Mantle,” a poem. 

8 This lovely little Jessica, the daughter of the 

noted Jew K , seems to be a follower of the 

Della Crusca School, and has publislied two vol- 
umes of very respectable absurdltios in rhym^ as 
times en ; besides sundry novels, in the style of the 
&8t eoition of the Monk. 
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And rnisca’s spirit, risinpr from the dead, 
licTivet in Laura, Quiz, and X. Y. Z.* 

When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, 
Ktnplcys a pen less pointea than his awl. 

Leaves his snug shoj), forsakes his store of shoes, 

St. Crispin quitf, and cobbles for the liluse, 
Heavens! how the vulgar stare! how crowds ap- 
]>Iaud ! 

How latlifs read ! and Literati lattd ! 750 

If chance some wicked wag should na.S3 his jest, 

'I'is sheer ill nature; don’t the world know best ? 
(jenius itiust guide vrhen wits adiniro the rhyme. 
And Capcl Lofl'tf declares 'tis quite sublimel 
Hear, then, ye happy sons of needless trade ! 

Swains ! quit the plough, resign the useless s]inde ! 

4 0 ! Bums and Bloom field, ^ nay, a greater tar, 
IfFord was l>om beneath an adverse star, 

Forstwk the labours of a servile state, 

Stemm’d the rude storm, and triumph'd over 
. Fate : 7C0 

Thert^ hv no more ? if Phoebus smiled on yon, 
lllooinficlcl ! why not on brother Nathan too ? 

Him too the Mania, not the Muse, has seized; ■ 
Not inspiration, hut a mind diseawsl ; 

And now no Boor ran w ek his last abode. 

No common l>e enclosed without an ode, 

t)h ! since increased refinement deigns to smile 

On Britain's sons and bless our genial Isle, 

J.et I’oesy go forth, pervade the whole. 

Alike tlio rustic, and mechanic soul ; 770 

Ve tuneful oobblen ! still your notes prolong; 
(’om|K)S€ at Ance a slipper and a song ; 

So shall the fair your handy-work peruse, 

Vour sonnets sure shall please— mferhaps your shoes. 

' May Moorland weavers} boast Pindaric skill, i 
And taylors’ lays l>e longer than their bill ! , 

While punctual It^ux reward the grateful notes, { 
.(Vnd pay for jioems — when tltey pay for coats. 

To the famed throng now paid the tribute due, 
Neglected Genius ! let me turn to you. "hO 

Come forth, O Cumphell !|I give thy talents scope; 
Who dares aspire it thou must cease to hope ? 

And thou, melodious Rogers ! rise at last. 

Recall the pleasing memory of the past ; 

Arise ! let bless 'd remembrance still inspire, 

And strike to wonttal tones thv hallow'd lyre ; 
Restore Apollo to his vacant throne, 

Assert thy country’s honour and thine own. 

What ! must dc!«*rted Poesy still weep 789 

Wheiehcr last hojies with pious (!ow}»er sleep ? 
Ifniess, perchattce. from his cold hler she turns, 

'I'o de« lc the turf that wraps her minstrel, Hums ! 

No ! though contempt hath mark’d the spurious 
brood, 

'Phe race who rhyme from folly, or for food ; 

Vet still some genuine sons 'tis hers to boast. 

Who least affecting, still affect the must ; 

Feel as they write, and write but as they f«?el— 

Bear witness, Gifford, Sotheby, Macneii.^ 


• Tliese are the simiatures of various worthies I 
who figure in the poetical departments of the news- 
papers. 

t Capel LofTtf Esq. the Mtcccnas of shoemakers, 
and Preface-writer -general to distressed versemen ; 
n kind of gratis Accoucheur to those who wish to be 
delivered of rhyme, bgt do not know bow to bring 
it forth. 

* See Nathaniel Bloomfield's ode, elegy, or what- 
ever he or any one else choost^s to call it, on the en • 
closure of “ Honington Green.” 

$ Vide “ Rechllections of a Weaver in the Moor- 
lands of Staffordshire." 

|] It would be superfluous to recall to the mind 
of the reader the authors of The Pleasures of Me- 
mory” and “ The Pleasures of Hope,” tlie most 
olautiful didactic poems in our language, if wc ex- 
cept pope's Essay on Man : but so many poetasters 
have started up, that even the names or Campbell 
and Rogers are become strange. 

^ Olnbrd, author of the Baviad and Mieviad, the 
first satires of the day, and translator of Juvenal. 

Sotheby, translator of Wieland's Oberon, and 
Virgil's Georgies, and author of Saul, an epic 
poem. 

Macneil, whose poems are deservedly popular ; 
particulaily “Scotland's Scaith, or the Waes of 
War,” of which ten thousand copies were told in 
one month. 


“ Why slumbers Gifford?” once was ask'd in vain • 
tVliy slumbers Gilford ? let us ask again. hO'J 
Are there no follies for his pen to purge ? 

Arethere no fools whose bacKsdomajiu tliescourge? 
Are there no sins for Satire’s Bard to greet ? 

Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street ? 

Shall Peers or Princes tread pol'lution’s path. 

And 'srape alike the Law’s and Muse’s wrath ^ 

Nor blaze with guilty glare through future titne, 
Paternal beacons of consmmnate crime ? 

Arouse tltce, Gilford ! be tliy i)romise claim’d. 
Make bad men better, or at least ashamed. 810 

Unhappy White !f while life was in its spring, 
And thy young Muse just waved her joyous wing, 
The spoiler came ; and all thy promise fair 
Has ‘niiglit file rrnve, to sleep for ever there. 

< ih ■ « b ri a n.-l Ic tu «ti uii. here undone, 
iVben lenci-' ^l It di -irio’d her f.rvourliMon ' 

^ e», she lii.i iiiui ii irululged ihy fond pursiM, 

.Sin- (be St-ed , but ileatb hii« rt ap d (lit ffiio. 
'Tu.cil nil i-h n ( . 1 - 1 . iu> gave the liii.il M jh, 

And Inlptl topl.riii the wi.iiud (but I iid Cl n li-'' 

So the siiui k hjgle stn-ti h'd uis.u the plj'ii. " . I 
No mure thii usb rolling i louds to s.nr .ig uii, 

I V levk'd IiihOwii feather on the laial d.iri, 
j ,inil uiiig'd the sh'ili (h ii r|UiverM m bi- lie.ii' 

■ Keen were bis p.iug’*, but kei-m r I ir to fm 
He nursed the |iii>i"n ivliii It nupi ll'd ilie s' it I . 

. if bile the iriii- plumage ili.n b.iil u nn.i d bi« ni i, 

! l)r.ink the ln,t lift -di op of bis blia ding irejsi. 

There he who R.iy, in these enlighten'd days 
That splendid lies are all the poiit's praisif ; S.'id 
That strain’d invention, ever on the wing, 

Alone impels the modern Bard to sing : 

'Tis true, that all who rhyme, nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal word to Genius — J'riii- . 

Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest lins, 
And decorate the verse herself inspires : 

This fact In Virtue’s name let Crahlie alfc.t, 
Though Nature’s sternest Painter, yet the best. 

And here let Sheet genius find a jibue, 
Whose pen and pencil yieltl an equal ip-ace ; MO 
To guide whose nand the sister .■krts '•onibine, 

And trace the Poet's or the I'ainter's line ; 

Whose magic touch can bid the canvass glow, 

Or pour the easy rhyme’s harmonious flow , 

Wliilc honours doubly merited attend 
The Pott’s rival, but the Painter's friend. 

Rless’d is the man who dares apiTiMi h tl i b-. v. . r 
Where dwelt the IVfuse^ it liit'ir n it d In'Ui , fi' ■. 
Wlio^ steps have press’d, ivhu'e ese !■ ' mi'ii m 
'I' lie elime that nursed the Si-us i>f song .iiid 
The scenes whltli gl-iry hiill must hover o rt , ^ -i 
Her place of birth, tier own Arhalan shon 
But doubly hicss'd he, who-e hi-.irl evpiiii'U 
Wnh li.vllow'd fe. lines for tho'e i I lu-l- , 

Who rend' ihe ved ofau'is b og gone by. 

.\iul VI, V ^ ihi ir ninnanis wnii a pin'i', cm 
W rtghi 'Iw.is Ihy happy lot .ti once i.j view 
1 hn>e si ijies of gb ry, Hiid l,i Mng Ibi-n t-'O , 

.And sure no cvimmnn Muse inspired lb> pm 
To hail the land of Gods and Godlike inen. hi 0 

And you, associate Bards !|1 who snatch'd to light. 
Those Gems too long withheld firom modern sight ; 


• Mr. Gifford promised publicly that the Baviad 
and Mieviad should not be his last original works, - 
let him remember ; “ Mox in reluctantes Drn- 
cones.” 

f Henry Klrke White died at Cambridge in Oc- 
tober, 1806, in conv^uence of too much exertion in 
the pursuit •bf studies that would have malnretl i 
mind which disease and poverty could not impair, 
and which Death itself destroys rather than sub- 
dued. His poems abound in such beauties us must 
impress the reader with the liveliest regret that rc 
short a period was allotted to talents, which would 
have dignified even the sacred functions he was 
destined to assume. 

t Mr. Khe^ author of “ Rhymes on Art,” «ud 
“Elements or Art.” _ 

f Mr. Wright, late Consul general for the S^ veii 
Islands, Is author of a very beautifttl poem just pul>- 
Hshed: it Is entitled, “Horie lonicte,” and is de- 
scriptive of the Isles and the adjacent coast of 
Greece. 

B The translators of the Anthology have pul^* 



BTXtOlir’S 

Whose mingling taste combined to cull the wreath 
Where Attic flowers Annian odours breathe. 

And all their renovated fragrance flung. 

To grace the beauties of your native tongue ; 

Now let those minds that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious Sjiirit of the Grecian Muse, 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow’d tone : 
design Achaia's lyre, and strike your own. 870 

Let these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Ri’Store the Muse’s violatcsl laws; 

JJut not in flimsy Darwin’s pompous chime. 

That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme ; 

Whose gilded cymbals more adorn’d than clear, 

'I'he eye delighted, but fatigued the ear, 

1 n show the simple lyre could once surpass. 

Hut now worn down, appear hi native brass; 

While all his train of hovering sylphs around, 
Evaporate in similes and sound : 880 

ilim let them shun, with him let tinsel die; 

Folse glare attracts, but more oflends the eye.* 

Vet lot them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, 
The meanest object of the lowlv group. 

Whose verse, of all but childish prattle void, 

Seems blessed harmony to Lambe and Lloyd ;f 
Let thera~ but hold my muse, nor dare to teach 
A strain, far, far beyond thy humble reach ; 

The native genius with their feeling given 
Will point the patli, and peal tlieir notes to 
heaven. 890 

And thou, too, Scott !:f resign to minstrels rude. 

The wilder slogan f>f a Ilorder feud ; 
l.el olhtrs spin ilitir meagre lines for hire! 

Knough tor Genius if itself inspire ! 

Jet Si.nihcv sliirf, although iiis teeming mu-as 1 
Tiolilii ever\ s|.ring, be l■ln protnse ; 

Ijoi sirnplo VVorilswoiih chime his childish verse, ] 
And brotlier Coleridge lull the balie at nurse ; 

Let Spcclre-mongcring Lewis aim, at most, 

T o rouse the Galleries, or to raise a ghost ; 900 

l^et Moore be lewd; let Strangford steal from 
Moore, 

And swear that Camoons sang such notes of yore: 
i.et Havlcy iiolihle on ; Montgomery rave ; 

And gi.illv tir.il’ ime chant a slupitf slave; 

I. et Si.inrn leering Howlci his strains rctino, 

And vlilncjiiil u hnnjirr to tiu fuiirteenih lino ; 

J. ei Si"ii, C.u-lide.S ^r iiild.i, and ilio n-st , 

tji' (irub-sireel, aiiJ ui Gtosvenur-placc the bt->l, i 


lished separate poems, which evince genius that 
only requires ojtp'Ttnniiy to attain eminence. 

* Tile h, giei I ilie ” lioianic Garden,” is some 
pionf uf reiiirniiig tasio - the scenery is its sole 
reoommendafion. 

t Messrs. I<anil)e and Lloyd, the most ignoble 
followers of Southey and Co. 

^ By tlie liye, I liope that in Mr. Scott’s itext poem 
his hero or heroine will Ik? less addicted to “ Gra- 
inarye,” and more to (Jramm.ar, than the Lady of 
tile Lay, and her Bravo William of Deloraine. 

§ It may lie asked why I have censured the Earl 
of Carlisle, my guardian and relative, to whom I 
dedicated a volume of puerile poems a few years 
ago. The guardianship was nominal, at least as far 
I have been able to discover ; the relationship I 
cannot help, and am very sorry for it ; but as nis 
I.K>rdship seemed to forget it on a very essential oc- 
oasion to me, I shall not burthen my memory with 
the recollection. I do not think th.at [wrsonal dif- 
ferences sanction the unjust condemnation of a 
lirother scribbler; but I see no reastm why they 
sliould act as a preventive, when the author, noble 
or ignolile, has for a series of years beguiled a “ dis- 
cerning public" las the advertisements have it) j' 
with divers reams of most orthodox, irrmerial non 
sense. Besides, I do not step aside ttr vituperate 
the Earl ; no— his works come fairly in review with 
those other Patrician Literati. If, before I es- 
caped from my teens, I said any thing in fbvour of 
nis I.ordshm'8 paper books, it was in the way of 
dutiful dedication, and more from the advice of 
others than my own Judgment, and I seize the first 
opjKjrtunity ot pronoundng my sincere recantation. 

1 have heard tnat some persons conceive me to be 
under obligatloris to Lord Carlisle : if so, I shall be 
most particularly happy to learn what they are, and 
when conferred, that they may be duly appreciated, 
and publicly admowledgra. What I have humbly 
advanced aa an opinion on hia printed things, 1 am 


POSMS. 3.1 

Scrawl on, ’till death release us from the strain, 
t)r common sense assert her rights again ; !M <» 
I But thou, with powers that mock the aid u; 
praise, 

Shouldst leave to humbler Bards ipioble lays. 

Thy country’s voice, the voice of all the Nine, 
Demand a hallow’d harp — ^that harp is thine. 

Say ! will not Caledonia’s annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler field. 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan. 

Whose ]>ronde-.t deeds disgrace the name of p.Tn 
Or M.iriiiii.ii'> III Is lit darknc's, litter fo<Kl 'M'.! 
For outlaw'd ^herwo'-d's tales of lluhlii Mnoi 
Scoilnitl, still ptiiudlv claim thy native Bard, 

..Vnd be thy praise hi.'iirst, his best reward ! 

Vet nut with ibee alone his name shonlil liv,-, 

But o«n the vast renown a world can gi'e; 

Be known, pen hanee, when .iXlbion Is no inoir, 
And tell the tale of wnat she was before; 

To future times her faded fame recall, ' ‘ 

And save her glory, though his country fall. 

Yet what avails the sanguine Poet’s hope 
To conquer ages, anil with Time to cope ! 'J.'O 

New eras spread their wings, new nations rise, 

And other Victors* fill th’ applauding skies , 

A few brief generations fleet along, 

Whose sons forget the Poet and his song ; 

Even now, what once-loved Minstrels scarce may 
claim 

The transient mention of a dubious name ! 

Wlien Fame’s loud trump hath blown its noblest 
blast. 

Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last. 

And glory, like the Phoenix ’midst her fires. 
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 910 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons. 

Expert in science, more expert at puns ? 

Khali these approach the Muse? ah no! site 
flies, 

And even spurns the great Seatdhian prize. 
Though Printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic blank by Hoyle : 
Not him whose page, if still upheld by whist. 
Requires no sacrea theme to bid us list.) 

Ye ! who in OranU’a honours would surpass 
Must mount her Pegasus, a full grown ass ; yW 
A foal well worthy of her ancient dam. 

Whose Helicon it duller than her Cam. u 

There Clarke, still striving piteously.*' to please/* 
Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees, 

A would-be satirist, a hired Buffoon, 

A montlily scribbler of some low Lampoon, 
Condemn’d to drudge the meanest of the mean. 
And furbish falsehoods for a magazine. 

Devotes to scandal his congenial mind ; 

Himself a living libel on mankind.^ 909 

O dark asylum of a Vandal race !8 
At once the'boust of learning, and uisgrace ; 


prepared to support if necessary, by quotations from 
Elegies, Eulogies, Odes, Episodes, and i-ertain 
firetious and dainty tragedies bearing his name 
and mark ; 

“ What can ennoble knaves, orfooU, or cow.irds ? 

Alas ! not all the blood of all the Howards !’’ 

So says Pope. Amen ! 

* Tollere humo, victorque virum volitare twr ora. 

Vinoii. 

t The*‘ Games of Hoyle,’’ well known to tlie 
votaries of Whist, Chess, 4x:. are not to l>e 
superseded by tlie vag.aries of his poetical namesake, 
whose poem comprise, as expressly stated in the 
advertisement, all the “ Plagues of Egypt." 

^ This person, who has lately betrayed the most 
rapid symptoms of confirmed autbonhip, is writer 
.of a poem denominated the “ Art of Pleasing," as 
“Lucus a non lucendo,’’ containing littlepleasantrV, 
and IcbS iioetry. He also acts as monthly stipen- 
diary aim collector of calumnies Ibr the Satirist. 
If this unfortunate young man would exchange the 
magazines for the mathematics, and endeavour to 
take a decent degree in hia university, it might 
eventually prove more serviceable than hia present 
salary. 

§ “ Into Cambridgeshire the Emneror Probus 
transported a considerable body or Vandals." — 
Oibbon’a Decline and Fall, page 83. vol. -i. There 
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So sunk In dullness, and so lost in shame. 

That Smythe and Hodgson* scarce redeem thy 
fame ! 

Hut where fair Isis rolls her purer wave. 

The partial Muse delighted loves to lave, 

On her green hanks a greener wreatli is wove. 

To crown the Hards that haunt her classic grove. 
Where Richards wakes a genuine noet’s fires. 

And modem Britons justly praise their Rires.f 970 

For me, who thus unask'd have daretl to fell 
My country, what her sons should know too well, 
J^eal for her honour bade me here engtige 
'i’he host of idiots that infest her age. 

Noju-;t apj'lime her hotmur’d n iiiu* shall lose, 

.\s first in tin diim, deare-t to the 

(ih ' wmiM thy Liird.-) but emulate Iby fame, 

.f rid rist.-, more worths, dlhlon, of Iby n iriie 
Wh.ri .Xibens ww m »rlenie, Riinie in p.>»er, 

What 1 \re appear'd in her meriiLan h- nr, 980 
•Tis ihin'e at orn e, fair .Albion, to liusv Is en. 
Earth's chief dictatress. Ocean's mighty queen. 

But ^me decay’d, and Athens strew’d tlie plain. 
And Tyre’s proud piers iie shatter’d in the main ; 
Idke these thy strength may sink in ruin hurl’d. 
And Britain fall, the Imlwark of the World. 

But let me cease, and dread Cassandra’s fate, 

IVith warning ever scoff’d at, till too late; 

To themes less lofty still my lay confine. 

And urge thy BartU to gain a name like thine. 990 

’Then, hapless Britain ! be thy rulers blesa’d. 

The senate’s oracles, the people's jest 1 
Still hear thy motley orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense. 

While Cannings colleagues hate him for his wit. 
And old dame Portland? tills the place of FitU 

Yet once again adieu 1 efe this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in the gale ; 

And AMc’s coast and Caliie’s} adverse height. 

And Stambf/ul’sJI minareU must greet my sight : 
Thence shall 1 stray through beauty’s ^ native 
clime, 1001 

Where Kaff *• is clad In rocks, and crown’d-witlr 
snows sublime. 

But should 1 hack return, no letter’d ra^ 

Shall drag my common. place book on the stage: 


H no?eason to doubt the truth of this assertion ; 
the breed is still in high pcrfecUon. 

• This gentleman’s name requires no praise : the 
man who in translation displays unquestionable 
genius, may well be expected to excel in original 
composition, of which it is to be hoped we shall 
soon see a splendid specimen. 

f The " Alwrlglnal Britons,” an excellent pootn 
by Richards. 

? A friend of mine being asked why his (Jrare of 
1’. was likenctl to an old woman ? replkal, “ he 
supposed it was because he was past bearing." 

I Calpe is Uie ancient name of Gibraltar. 

I Htamboul it the Turkisli word for Constanti- 

Georgia, remarkable fur the beauty of its in- 
habitants. 

•• Mount Caucasus. 


l>et vain Valentis* rival luckless Carr, 

And equal him whose work he sought to mar ; 

Let Aberdeen and Elginf still pursue 
The shade of fame througli regions of Virtu ; 

Waste useless thousands on their Phidlan freaks. 
Misshapen monuments, and maim’d antiques ,1010 
And make their grand saloons a general mart 
Fibr all the mutilated bloi'ks of art : 
t)f Dardan tours, let Dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to classic Gell 

And, quite content, no more stiatl interpose. 

To stun mankind with Poesy, or Prose. 

Thus far I've held my undisturb'd career, 
Prepared for rancour, steel'd 'gainst selfish 
fear : 1 0 1 >s 

This thing of rhyme I ne’er disdain’d to own— 
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown. 

My voice wiis lioiird ng.-iiii ; though not so lonJ, 

My paj'e, though iiamrlci'', iic‘’er di.aiou'd. 

Arid now at once 1 fear ihe veil away : 1| 

f'heer on the park ! the Ouarrv Mandiat iW , 
Ibuirnri-d by all llie din or MelUuinie house. 

By I.ainhe's n-senln'tiii, or bv lioHaiid's sp(>u..e. 

By .lellrey's harniles, pistol, Hallam's rage, 

Edina’s brawny sons and brimstone page. 

Our men in Buckram shall have blows enougli. 
And feel they too are “ penetrable stiilF:’’ ‘ lO-IO 
And though I hoi>e not nonce unscathed to go. 
Who conquers me, shall find a stubborn foe. 

The time hath lieen, when no harsh sound would 
fall, 

Prom lips that now may seem imbued with gall, 
Nor fools nor follies tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing that crawl’d beneath my eyes, 
But now so callous grown, so changeil since youth, 
I’ve leametl to think, and sternly simak the iruUi ; 
Leametl to deride the critic's starch decree, 

Ami break liim on tlie wheel he meatit for me ; 

To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss, 10 f I 
Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss. 

Nay more, though all my rivjil rhynisters frown, 

I t<io can hunt a Poi taster dosvn : 

And, arm’d in proof, tlie gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to Southern dunce. 

Thus much I’ve ilared to do; how far my Jay 
Hath wrong’d these righteous times, let others say : 
This, let tlie world, which knows not how to spare. 
Yet rarely blames unjustly, now declare. 1060 


* Ixird Valontia (whose tremendous travels .are 
forthcoming with due decorations, graphical,, tojw- 
graphioal. and tyjHigraiihiral) deposed, on Sir Jomi 
Carr’s unlucky suit, that Dubois’s satire j'revcnteH 
his purchase of the “ Stranger in Ireland.’’~Oh fy, 
my lyord ! has your Lordshiii no more feeling for a 
fellow-tourist ? but “ two of a trade,” they say, Jkc. 

j Lord Elgin would fain jK.u'Suade us tliat all the 
figures, with and without noses, in his slone-shop, 
;ire the work of Phidia'i: “ f'ri^lat Judaus.” 

} 'Ir. fiell’a 'J'uixarraiih) i.l Iro) and Iiha. i 
cannot fill to cn-uie the apprnbai ion of every iiiti 
|K> s<ie..,ed of ila-.i. al lasie, as w, II f.pr the Ini'oi in.i- 
iion Mr. G. convey. |n the minil of llu- reail.-r, -i. 
lor the ability anil the ruBpeciivc u.ak* 

dlspljy 



POSTSCRIPT. 


2 HAVB been informed, since the prcbont edition 
vent to the Press, that my trusty and welI-l>eluTcd 
cousins, the Edlnlmrgh B^rlcwers, are preparing a 
most vehement critique on my poor, gentle, un- 
rftudtiff Muse, whom they have already so bede- 
viled with their ungodly ribaldry : 

“ Tantecne animis ca>Icstlbus Ir«c !” 

I suppose I must say of Jcfl'rey as Sir Anthony 
Agucchcek saith, “ an’ I had known he was so 
cunning of fence, I had seen him damned ere 1 had 
fought him.” What a pity It is that 1 shall be 
beyond the Bospliorus, taifore the next number has 
passed the Tweed. But I yet hope to light my 
pipe with it in Persia. 

My Northern friends have accused me, with 
justice, of personality towards their great literary 
A ntliropophogus, Jeffrey ; but what else was to be 
done with him and his dirty pack, who feed by 
“ lying and slandering," and slake their thirst by 

evil speaking?”! have adduced facts alre.ndy 
well known, and of JeflVey’s mind I have stated my 
free opinion, nor has he thence sustained any in - 
jury;— what scavenger was ever soiled by being 
])eited with mud ? It may be said that I quit 
England because I have censured there " persons 
of honour and wit about town," but I am coming 
back again, and their vengeance will keep hot till 
my return. Those who know rao can testify that 
my motives for leaving England are very different 
from fears, literary or personal ; those who do not, 
may one day be convinced. Since the publication 
of this thing, tpy name has not been concealed ; I 
have been mostly in J.>ondon, ready to answer for 
my transgressions, and in daily expectation of sun- 
Arj cartels *, but, alas ! “ the age of shivalry is 


over," or, in the vulgar tongue, there is no spirit 
now-a-days. 

There Is a youth yclcped Hewson Clarke (Sub* 
audi, Esquire,) a Sizer of Emanuel College, and I 
believe a Denizen of Berwick u|K>n Tweed, whom 
I have introduced in these pages to much better 
company than he has been accustomed to meet- 
he is notwithstanding, a very sod dog, and for no 
reason that I can discover, except a personal quarrel 
with a bear, kept by me at Cambridge to sit for a 
^ fellowship, and whom the Jealousy of his Trinity 
cotemporaries prevented from success, has been 
abusing me, and what is worse, the defencelesi* 
innocent above-mentioned, in the Satlri.st, for one 
year and some months. I am utterly unconscious 
of having given him any provocation j indeetl, I am 
guiltless of having hc.vrd his name coupled tlrith 
the Satirist. He has therefore no reason to com* 
plain, and I dare say that, like Sir Fretful Plagiaiy, 

I he is rather pleated than otherwise. 1 have now 
mentioned all who have done me the honour to 
notice me and mine, that is, my Bear and my Book, 

I cx 9 ept the Editor of the Satirist, who, it seems, is 
a gentleman, God wot 2 1 wish he could impart a 
little of his gentility to his subordinate scribblers. 
I hear tliat Mr. Jemingham is about to take up the 
cudgels for his Moeccnas, Lord Carlisle; I hope 
not ; he was one of the few, who, in the very short 
intercourse 1 had wiUr him, treated me with kind- 
ness when a boy, and whatever he may say or do, 
“ pour on, I will endure." 2 have nothing further 
to add, save a general note of thanksgiving to read- 
ers, purchasers, and publisher, and in the words of 
Scott, I wish 

i ** To all and each a fair good night, 
i And roty dreams and slumbers light." 



POEMS 


ON 

DOMESTIC CIRCUMSTANCES, 

iJfC. .Jc. 


FARE THEE WELL. 


Fa» 8 thee well ! and If for eTer— 
btill for ever, fare thee weU— 

Even Uioush unfbr^vinff, never 
‘Gainst wee shalTmjf neart rebel— 

Would that breast were bared before thee 
Where thy head so oft hath lain, 

U'hlle that placid sleep came o'er thee 
Which thou ne’er canst know again ; 

Would that breast by thee f^anc'd over, 
Every inmost thought could show ; 

Then, thou wouldst at last discover 
"I'was not well to spurn it so — 

Though the world for this commend thee-. 

Though it smile upon the blow, 
kVun Its praises must offend thee, 

Foundra on another's wo— 

Though my many faults defaced me ; 

Could no otlier arm be found 
Than the one which once embraced mo 
To Inflict a cureless wound ? 


Yet— oh, yet— thyself deceive not— 

Love may sink by slow decay. 

Hut by sudden wrench lielieve not, 

Hearts can thus be tom away ; 

Still thine own its Ufo retaineth — 

Still must mine—though bleeding— boat, 

And th’ undying thought which paiwth 
la— that we no more may meet— 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Tlum the wail above the dead : 

Both shall live, but every mojrow 
Wake us from a widow'd dm— 


And when thou wouldst solace gather— 
When our child's first accents flow— 
Wilt thou teach her to say,—** Father \" 
Though his care ahe must forego ? 


When her Utile hand shall prws^e— 
When her lip to thlno is prees’^T 
Think of him whose prayer shaU btesa thee— 
Think of him Ihy love hath Uesi'd. 


Should her Unearoents r<«cmble 
Thoae thou never more may'st see— 
Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true to me— 


All my faults— perchance thoa knowest— 
All nay madnesa— none can know ; 

All my hopes— where'er thou goest— 
U'ither— yet with filer they go— 


h not a world could bow— 

Hows to theo— by thee forsaken, 

Even my soul forsakes me now— 


But ‘tis done— all words are idle— 

Words from me are vainer still ; 

But the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. 

Fare thee well !— thus disunited— 

Torn ft-om every nearer tie— 

Sear'd in heart — and lone— and blighted— 
More than this! scarce con die— 


A SKETCH 
ntoM 

PRIVATE LIFE. 


** Honest— Honest lago ! 

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee." 

bHAkal’l:.AUK. 


Hokn in the garret, in the kitchen bred, 

Promoted thence to deck her mistress’ head ; 
Next— for some gracious service unexpress'd. 

And from its wa^s only to be guess'd— 

Raised from the toilet to Uie table,— where 
Her wondering betters wait behind her chair. 

With eye unmoved, and forehead unabash'd, 

She dines from off the plate she lately wash’d. 
Quick with the tale, and ready with the lit,-— 

The genial confidante, and general spy— 10 

Who could, ye gods I her next employment guess— 
An only in wt's earliest governess ■ 

She taught the child to read, and Uught so wt II, 
That she herself, by teachini^ learned to spell. 

An adept next in penmanship she grows. 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows : 

What she had made the pupU of ner art 

None know— but Utat high ooul secured the heart, 

And panted for the truth it could not hear, 

Wltli longing bieact and uudeluded ear. !ilO 

Foil'd was pervenion by that youthfhl mind, 
Which Flattery fool’d not— Baseness could not 
bUnd, 

Deceit infect not— ne'er Qonta^on soil— 
Indulgence weaken— nor Example ^>oil— 

Nor master’d Science tempt her to look down 
On humbler talents with a pitying frown— 

Nor Genius swell— nor Beauty render vain— 

Nor Envy ruffle to retaliate pain — 

Nor Fortune change— Pride raise— nor Passion 
bow. 

Nor Virtue teach austerity till now. SO 

Serenely purest of her sex that live. 

But wanting one sweet weakness, to for^ve« 

Too shock’d at feulU her soul can never know. 

She deems that all could he like her below : 

Foe to all Vice, yet hardly Virtue’s friend, 

For Virtue pardons those she would amend. ^ 

But to the theme I how laid aside too long* 

The balefril burthen of this honest song— 
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B-ntOK’S POBMS. 


Though aH her fi>Rnrr funcUoni are no more, 

She rule* the circle which she served before. 40 
If mothers— none know why— before her quake ; 

If daughters dread her for the mother’s sue ; 

If early habits — those false links, which bind 
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind — 

Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deadly will ; 

If like a snake she steal within your walla. 

Till the black slime betray her as slie crawls ; 

If like a viper to the heart she wind. 

And leave the venom there she did not find , 50 

What marvel that this bag of hatred works 
Kternal evil latent as she lurks. 

To make a Pandemonium where she dwells. 

And reign the Hecate of domestic hells? 

Skill'd bv a touch to deepen scandal’s tints 
With all the kind mendacity of hints. 

While mingling truth with falseho^— sneers with 
smiles— 

A thread of candour with a web of wiles ; 

A plain, blunt show of brieflv-spoken seeming. 

To hide her bloodless heart’s sobl-hardcned 
scheming ; 60 

A lip of lies — a face form’d to conceal ; 

And, without feeling, mock at all who feel ; 

With a vile mask the Gorgon wt.uld disown; 

A cheek of parchment— and an eye of stone. 

Mark, how the channels of her yellow blood 
Ooze to her skin, and stagnate there to mud. 

Cased like the centipede In saffron mail. 

Or darker greenness of the scorpion's scale — 

(For drawn from reptiles only may we trace 
Congenial colours in that soul or face)— 70 

Look on her features, and behold her mind 
As in a mirror oHuelf defined : 

Look on the picture; deem It not o’ercharged— 
There is no trait which might not be enlarged 
Vet true to " Nature's journeymen,” who made 
This monster when their mistress left off trade,— 
This female dog-star of hM little sky. 

Where all beneath her influence droop or die. 

Oh ! wretch without a tear— without a thought 
Save Joy aliove the ruin thou hast wrought — 80 

The time sliall come, nor long remote, when thou 
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now j 
Feel for thy vile, self-loving self in vain. 

And turn thee howling in unpiUed pain. 

May the strong curse of crush'd affections light 
Back on thy bosom with reflected blight 1 
And make thee in thy leprosy of mind 
As loathsome to thyself as to mankind ! 

Till all thy self-thoughts curdle into hate. 

Black— as thy will fur others would create, 90 
9'ill thy hard heart he calcined into dust. 

And thy soul welter in its hideous crust. 

Oh, may thy CTave be sleepless as the bed,— 

The widow'd couch of fire, that thou hast spread ! 
Then, when thou fiUn vrouldst weary Heaven with 

r prayer, 

Ivook on thine earthly victims— and despair! 

Hown to the dust ! — and, as thou rdtt’st away. 

Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay. 

But for the love I bore, and still must hear. 

To her tUy malice foom all ties would tear— 100 
Thy na.me— tiu human name— to every eve 
The climax of all scorn, should hang on nigh. 
Exalted o'er thy less abhorr'd compeers — 

And festering in the infamy of years. 

' AfarcASO, 1810. 


farewell TO ENGLAND. 

Oil ! land of my fathers and mine. 

The noblest, the best, and the bravest; 
Heart-broken, and lorn, I resign 
The joys and the hopes which thou gavest ^ 

Dear mother of Freedom ! fkrewell ! 

Even Freedom is irksome to me; 

Be calm, throbbing heart, nor rebel. 

For reason approves the decree. 

Bid I love ?— Be n ?3 witness, high heaven 1 
' That mark’d all my frailties and fears ; 

'2 ador’d— but the magic is riven i 

Be the moBflejr expunged by my tears I 


The moment of rapture how brljlht. 

How dazzling, how transient its glare | 

A comet in splendour and flight. 

The herald of darkness ana care. 

Recollections of tenderness gone. 

Of pleasure no more to return ; 

A wanderer, an outcast, alone. 

Oh ! leave me, untortured to mourn. 

Where — where shall my heart find repose ? 

A refuge from memory and grief? 

The gangrene, wherever it Roes, 

Disdains a fictitious rcliet. 

Could I trace out that fabulous stream 
Which washes remembrance away 
Again might the eye of Hope gleam 
The dawn of a happier day. 

Hath wine an oblivious power? 

Can it pluck out the sting from the brain ? 
The draught might beguile for an hour. 

But stiu leaves behind it tile pain. 

Can distance or time heal the heart 
That bleeds flrom the innermost pore ? 

Or intemperance lessen its smart ? 

Or a cerate apply to its sore ? 

If I rush to the ultimate pole. 

The form I adore will he there, 

A phantom to torture my soul 
And mock at my bootless despair. 

The zephyr of eve, as it flies. 

Will whisper her voice in mine ear. 

And, moist with her sorrows and sighs. 
Demand for love’s altar a tear. 

And still in the dreams of the day, 

And still In the visions of night, 

Will fancy her beauties display, 

Disordering, deceiving the »ght. 

Hence, vain, fleeting images, hence ! 

Orim phantoms that 'wilder my brain, 
Merc frauds upon reason and sense. 
Engender’d by folly and pain! 

Did I swear on the altar of Heaven 
My fealty to her I adored ? 

Did she give hack the vows J had given. 

And plight hack the plight of her lord? 

Iff err’d for a moment from love. 

The error I Hew to retrieve ; 

Kiss’d the heart I had wounded, and strov 
To soothe, ere it ventured to grieve. 

Did I bend, who had ne’er bent before ? 

Did I sue, who was usetl to command ? 
Love fi>rc’d me to weep and implore. 

And pride was too weak to withstand 

Then why should one frailty, like mine. 
Repented, and wasli’d with my tears. 
Erase those impressions divine. 

The faith and afFection of years ? 

Was^ well, between anger and love, 

That Pride the stem umpire should be ; 
And that heart should its Ointiness proi* 
On none, till it proved it on me t 

And, ah ! was it well, when I knelt, 

Thy tenderness so to conceal, 

That witnessing all which 1 felt. 

Thy sternness forbade thee to fieel ? 

Then, when the dear pledge of our love 
Look’d up to her mother and smiled. 

Say, was there no impuldt'jthat strove 
To back the appeal of the child* 

That bosom so callous and chill. 

So treacherous to love and to me> 

Ah ! felt it no heart-rending thrill. 

As it turn’d firotn the innocent’s plea ? 

That ear which was open to all, 

Was ruthlessly closed to its lord ; 

D 
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BTli01f9S 

Those accents srhich fiends would enthral, I 
Refused a sweet peace-giving word. 

And think’st thou, dear object — for still 
To iny bosom thou only art life, 

And 9|)ite of my pride and my will, 

I bless thee, 1 woo thee, ray wife ! 

Oh ! think'st thou that absence shall bring 
The balm which wiil give thee relief- 
Or time, on its life-wasting wing, 

An antidote yield for thy grief? 

Thy hopes will be ftrail as the dream 

U'^hich cheats the long moments of night. 

But melts In the glare ot the beam 

Which breaks from the portal of light* 

For when on thy bahe’s smiling face 
Thy features and mine intertwined. 

The finger of Fancy shall trace. 

The spell shall resistiessiy bind. 

'■^he dimple that dwells on her cheek. 

The glances that lieam from her eye. 

The lisp as she struggles to speak. 

Shall dash every smile with a sigh 

Then I, though whole oceans between 
Their billowy barriers may rear. 

Shall triumph, though far and unseen. 
Unconscious, uncall'd, shall be there* 

The cruelty sprang not from thee, 

•Twas foreign and foul to thy heart. 

That level I'd its arrow at me, 

And fil’d the incurable smart. 

Ah, no ! twas another than thine, 

The hand which assail’d my repose. 

It struck—and too fatally mine 

The wound, and its offspring of woes. 

They hated us both, who destroy'd 
The buds and the promise of spring ; 

For who, to replenish the voidi 
New ties, new affections can bring ? 

Alas ! to the heart that Is rent, 

What nostrums can soundness restore ? 

Or what, to the bow over-bent. 

The spring which it can led before ? 

The rent heart will fester and bleed, 

And fade like the leaf in the blast; 

The crack'd yew no more will recede. 

Though vigorous and tough to the last. 

I wander— it matters not where ; 

clime can restore we my peace. 

Or snatch from the frown of despair, 

A cheering— a fleeting release I 

How slowly the moments will move * 

How tedious the footsteps of years ! 

When valley and mountain and grove 
Shall change but the scene of my tears. 

The classic memorials which nod. 

The spot dear to science and lore. 

Sarcophagus, temple, and sod, 

Excite me and ravish no more. 

The stork on tibe perishing wall 
Is better and happier than I, 

Content in his ivy -built hall. 

He hangs out his home in the sky. 

But houseleu and heartless I rove. 

Mv bosom all bared to the wind. 

The victim of pride, and of love, 

1 seek— but ah i where can 1 And ? 

I seek what no tribesman bestow ; 

1 ask what no clime can impart ; 

A charm which can neutralize wo. 

And dry up the tears of the heart* 

1 ask it— I seek It— in vain— 

From Ind to the northernmost pole, 

Unheeded — unpiUed complain. 

And pour out the grief of my soul. 


VOBMS. 

What bosom shall heave when I righ ? 

What tears shall respond when f weep ? 
To my wailings what wail shall reply ? 

What eye mark the vigils I keep ? 

Even thou, as thou leamest to prate. 

Dear babe— while remotely I rove— 

Shall count it a duty to hate 

Where nature commands thee to tove. 

The foul tongue of malice shall peal 
My vices, my faults, In thine car. 

And teach the(^ with demon-like zeal, 

A father's affection to fear. 

And oh ! if in some distant day, 

Thine ear may be struck with my lyre. 
And nature’s true index may say, 

“ It may be— it must be my sire 

Perchance to thy prejudiced eye 
Obnoxious my form may ap^ar, 

Bven nature be deaf to my sigh. 

And duty refuse me a tear. 

Vet sure in this Isle, where my songs 
Have echo’d from mountain and dell. 
Some tongue the sad tale of my wrongs 
With grateful emotion may tell. 

Some youth who had valued my lay, ■ 

Ana warm’d o'er the tale as it ran, 

To thee even may venture to say, 

“ His frailties were those of a man.” 

They were ; they were human, but swell’d 
By envy and malice and scorn, 

Each feeling of nature rebell’d. 

And hated the mask it had worn. 

Though human the fault— how severe, 

How harsh the stern sentence pronounced; 
Even pride dropp'd a niggardly tear 
My love as it ^‘imly denounced. 

'Tls past : the great struggle is o’er; 

The war of my bosom subsides : 

And passion’s strong current no more 
Impels its impetuous tides. 

rris past : my afTections give way. 

The ties of my nature are broke. 

The summons of pride I obey. 

And break love’s degenerate yoke. 

fly, like a bird of the air, 

In search of a home and a rest; 

A balm for the sickness of care, 

A bliss for a bosom unbless'd. 

And swift as the swallow that floats. 

And bold as the eagle that soars. 

Vet dull as the owlet, whose notes 
The dark fiend of midnight deplores! 

Where gleam the gay splendours of East, 

The dance and the bountiful board; 

I’ll liear me to Luxuiy’s feas^ 

To exile the form I adored. 

In full brimming gpblets I’ll quaff 
The kweets of the Lethean spring. 

And join In the Bacchanal’s laugh, 

And trip in the fairy-forra’d ring. 

Wliere pleasure Invites will I roam. 

To drown the dull memory of care. 

An exile from hope and from home., 

\ ^gitive chased by despair. 

Farewell to thee, land of the brave ! 

Farewell to thee, land of my birth ! 

When tempests around thee shall rave. 

Still— still may they homage thy worth I 

Wife, Infant, and country, and ftiend. 

Ye wizard my fancy no more, 

I fly from your solace, and wend 
To weep on some kindlier dbore. 

The grim-visaged fiend of the storm, 

That raves m this agoniyed broast. 



S7K02f98 POSM8. 


39 


Still raises his pestilent form, 

Till Death oalm the tumult to r«t« 


TO MY DAUGHTER, 


Oh the Morning of her Birth. 

Hau, tothis teeming stage of strife J 
Hail, Invi-ly miniature ot life' 

Filr^rim i-t' inanv i .irr^ unicM ' 
l.Kinli ol the worltl'» l•sI»•lIlle<l tbiil ' 
Fountain of hopes and doubts and fears I 
Sweet jirombe ofexlatic years ! 

How could I f.iinly bend the knee. 

And turn idolater to thee ! 

'*Tis nature’s worship— felt — confess’d. 

Far as the life winch warms the breast : 

The sturdy savage, 'midst his clan, 

The rudest portraiture of man, 

In trackless woods and ijoundlcss jdains. 
Where everlasting wildness reigns, 

Owns the stdl throb— the secret start— 

The hidden impulse of the heart. 

Dear babe ! ere yet upon thy years 
The soil of human vice appears. 

Ere passion hath disturb’d thy cheek. 

And prompted what tliou da'i’sl not speak. 
Ere that pale lip is l)lanch’d witlt care, 

Or from those eyes shoot fierce despair. 
Would I could wake thy untuned ear, 

And gust it with a father's jirayer. 

Hut little reck'st thou, 0 my child. 

Of travail on life’s thorny wild ! 

Of all the dangers, all the woes, 

Each tottering footstep which inclose ; 

Ah. little reck’st thon of the 'i.-pno 
S'l d.irkiv wrought, that -pri- id^ Uiweeii 
The little all we here can luul, 

And the dark myttia sphere behind ! 

Little reck’st thou, my earliest bom, 

Of clouds which gather round thy mom, 

Of acts to lure thy soul astray, 

Of snares that intersect thy way. 

Of secret foes, of friends untrue, 

Of fiends who stab the hearts they woo— 
Little thou reck'st of this snd store— 

U'ould thou fiilghi'st neier re. k them more I 

But thou wilt burst this transient sleep. 

And thou wilt wake, iny babe, to weep : 

The tenant of a frail aliode. 

Thy tears must flow, as mine have flow’d ; 
Beguiled by follies everv day. 

Sorrow must wash the faults away. 

And thou may'st wake perchance to prove 
The pang of unrequited love. 

Unconscious halw, though on that brow 
No half-fledged misery nestles now, 

•Scarce round thy placid lips a smile 
Malernil fipndnes, shall lieguile 
Kre the moist I'ootsieps of a tear 
Shall plant thetr dewy traces there. 

And prematurely pave the way 
For sorrows of a riper day : 

Oh I could a father’s prayer repel 
The eye’s sad grief, the bosom’s swell ; 

Or could ft father hope to liear * 

A darling Child's allotted care, * 

Then thouamy b.abc, shouhlst slumber still. 
Exempted from all human ill, 

A parent’s thv peace should free, 

And ask Its wounds again for thee. 

Sleep on, my child ; the slumber brief 
Too soon shall melt away to grief. 

Too soon the dawn of wo shall break, 

And briny rills |j^ew that chetk ; 

Too soon shall sadness quench those eyes, 
That breast be agonized with sighs. 

And anguish o'er the beams of noon 
Lead clouds of care,— ali, much too soon ! 


Soon wilt thou reck of cates unknown, 
Of wants and sorrows all tlieir own. 

Of many a pang, and many a wo. 

That thy dear sex alone can know— 

Of many an ill, untold, unsung, 

Thai uill not— may iiiit nnd a tongue. 
But kepi eoiiceal'd wiihuut (.uiitrul, 
Spread the fell cancers of the soul. 

Yet be thy lot, my babe, more bloss’d. 
May joy still animate thy breast ; 

Still, 'midst thy least propitious days. 
Shedding its rich inspiring rays; 

A father's heart shall dally bear 
Thy name upon its secret prayer. 

Anil as he seeks his 1 i-t repo-e. 

Thine image ease life's porling ihroi-s. 

Then hail, sweet miniature of life! 

Hail to this teeming stage of strife I 
Pilgrim ■•f many i arcs iintc I J ! 

I. aiiib of Ilf vs.iild’s evien.!.-.! fold' 

Fouiii.im i-f h>-pi.s anil .I'nJ fears 

>wcei promise III i-xi.iiii. vears ' 

II. iw sMulii I f.imly bend the knee, 

And turn idolater to ilu-e.' 


TO JESSY. 

The following Stanzas were addressed by Lord Byron 
to his Lady, a jew months b^ore their separation. 

TnRRR is a mystic thread of life 

So dearly wreath'd with mine alone. 

That Destiny’s relentless knife 
At once must sever both or none. 

There is a. form on which these eyes 
Have otii n g ui d with fonil delight ; 

By d.iv III It fotiii Ifie.r loy ftUpplio. 

.\nd dre.iins le^iore li ihrough the night. 

There is a voice whose tones inspire 

•Such thrills of rapture througn my breast ; 

I would not hear a seraph choir 

Unless that voice could join the rest. 

There Is a face whose blushes tell 
Affection’s tale upon the cheek 

But pallid at one fond farewell, 

Proclaims more love than words can speak. 

There Is a lip which mine hath press’d. 

And none had ever press’d hfloro. 

It voweil to make me sweetly bless’u, 

And mine — mine only, press it more. 

There is a bosom — all my own — 

Hath pillow’d oft this aching head ; 

A snouth which smiles on me alone, 

An eye whose tears with mine are shed. 

There are two hearts whose movements tliriU 
In unison so closely sweet ! 

That, pulse to pulse responsive still, 

Tliey both must heave — or cease to beat. 

There arc two souls whose equal flow 
In gentif* streams so calmly run, 

'I’bal when ilu-y pari— //ir>/ ;«r/ '—ah, no! 

They cannot pan— t/ii >f i^/uls aie cm. 


TO 

Whxw we two parted 
In silence and tears. 

Half broken-hearted. 

To sever for ydlto*, 

Pale grew thy idieA. and cold— 
Holder thy kiss; 

Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the morning | 

Sunk chill on my brow— 

It felt like the warning 
Of what 1 feel now. 

D2 
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Thy TOWS are all broken. 
And light is thy fame, 

I hear thy name spoken, 
And share in its shame. 

They name thee before me— . 
A knell to mine ear ; 

A shudder comes o’er me— 
Wl»y wort thou so dear ? 

They know not I knew thee, 
Who knew thee too well : 

Lone, long shall 1 tue thee, 
'l\)o deeply to tell. 

In secret we met— 

In silence I griere. 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee. 

After long years. 

How should I greet thee ! 

W ith silence and tears. 


FAREWELL. 


Hygeian breezes shaH fan thee. 

Island of glory resplendent 1 
Piljmms from nations far distant shall man thee. 
Tribes, as thy waves, indei>endent ! [him. 

On thy far gleaming strand the wandeicr shall stay 
To snatch a brief glance at a spot so renown’d — 
Each turf and each stone, and each clifi' shall delay 
him. 

Where the step of tliy exile hath hallow'd thy 
nound 1- 

Prom him shalt thou borrow a lustre divine. 

The wane of his sun was the rising of thine. 


Whose were the hands that enslaved him i* 
Hands which had weaklv withstood him — 
Nations which while they had oftentimes braved 
him. 

Never till now had subdu’d him I 
Monarchs, who oft to his clemency stooping, 

Received back their crowns from the plunder of 
war — [ing. 

The vanquisher vanquislt’d, the eagle now drooji- 
W oulu quench with their sternness the ray of his 
star ! V 

But clothed in new splendour the gloy appears. 
And rules the ascendant, the planet of years. 


Farxwell ! if ever fondest prayer 
For otlier’s weal avail’d on high, 

Mine will not all be lost In air, 

Hut waft thy nante beyond the sky. 

*T was vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh ! more than tears of Wood can tell, 
When wrung from guilt’s expirini^ye. 

Are in that word— Farewell !-^arewell I 

These lips are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

But in my breast, and in my brain. 

Awake the pangs that pass not by, 

The thought that ne^er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 
Though grief and passion there rebel ; 

I only know we loveti in vain — 

I only feel— Farewell !— Farewell I 


SONG TO INEZ. 

T. HEN late I saw thy ftivourite child, 

I thought my jealous heart would break ; 
But when th’ unconscious Infant smiled, 

I kiss'd it— for iu mother's sake. 

I kiss’d it— and repress’d my sighs. 

Its father in its face to see; 

But then it had its mother’s eyes— 

And they were all to love and me. 

Fair one, adieu ' I must away ; 

Since thou are bless’d, I’ll hot repine ; 

But near thee I can never stay, 

My heart again would soon be thine. 


ODE TO THE ISLAND OF ST. HELENA. 

PxACR to thee, isle of the ocaan ! 

Hail to thy breezes and billows f 
Where, rolling its tides, in perpetual devotion. 
The white wave its plumy surf pillows ! 

Rich shall the chaplet be history shall weave thee ! 
Wliose undying verdure shall bloom on Uty 
brow, 

Idlien nations that now in obscurity leave thee, 

'I'o the wand of oblivion alternately how ! 
Unchanged in thy glory, unstain'd in thy fame— 
The homage of ages shall hallow thy name. 

Hail to the chief who reposes 
On thee the rich weig* t of his glory ! 

When fill’d to its Hmit/iife’s chronicle closes. 

His deeds shall be sacred in story ! 

His prowess shall rank with the ftrst of all ages, 
And monarchs hereafter shall bow to bis wortli- 
The songs of the po^ts— the lessons of sages— 

Shall hold hlmLiite wonder and grace of the 
earth. 

The meteors of history before thee shall fall. 
Eclipsed by thy splendour, thou meteor of Gaul. 


Pure be the health of thy mountains ! 

Rich be the green of thy pastures ! 

Limpid and bisUng the streams of thy fountains ? 
Thine annals unstain’d by disasters ! 

Supreme in the ocean a rich altar sweUing 

Whose shrine shall be hail’d by the prayers ot' 
mankind — 

rock-beach the rage of the tempest repeUino — 
'The wide-wasting contest of wave and of wind— 
Aloft on thy battlements long be unfurl’d 
The eagle that decks thee, the pride of the world. 

Fade shall the lily, now blooming, 

Where is the hand which can nurse it ? 
Nations v»ho rear’d it shall watch its consuming. 
Untimely mildews shalt curse it. 

Then shall the violet that blooms in the valleys 
Impart to the gale its reviving perflime. 

Then when the spirit of Liberty rallies 

To chant forth its anthems on Tyranny’s tomb, 
Wide Europe shall fear lest thy star should break 
Eclipsing the pestilent orbs of the north. [forth. 


TO 

Whxiv all around grew drear and dark. 

And Reason half withheld her ray — 

And hope but shed a dying spark, 

Which more misled my lonely way ; 

In that deep midnight ol the mind. 

And that internal strife of heart. 

When dreading to be deem’d too kind. 

The we^ dc'spair, the cold depart ; 

When fortune changed and love fled far. 
And hatred’s shatls flew thick and fast, 
Thou wert the solitary star 

Which rose and set not to the last. 

Oh ! hless’d be thine unbroken light ! 

That watch’d me as a seraph’s eye, 

And stood between me and the night, 

For ever shining sweetly nigh. 

And when the cloud upon us came. 

Which strove to blacken o’er thy rg,/— 
Then purer spread its gentle flame, , 

And tash’d the darkness all away. 

Still may thy spirit dwell on mine, 

And teach it what to brave or ^ook— 
There’s more In one soft word oi thine, 

Than m the world's defied rebuke. 

Thou stood’st, as stands a lovely tree. 

Whose branch unbroke, but gently bent. 
Still waves with fond tideiity 
its lw>ugha above a monumerfh 

The winds might rend, the skies might pour, 
But there thou wert, and still wouldst be 
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Deroted, In tho stormiest hoxur, 

. To shed thj weeping leaves o’er mO. 

But thou end thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever fate on me may fall : 

Por heaven In sunshine will requite 
The kind — and thee the most of all. 

Then let the ties of baffled love 

Be broken — tKine will never break ; 
Thy heart can fed— but will not move ; 
Thy soul, though soft, will never shake. 

And these, when all was lost beside. 

Were found and still are fix’d in tlJee— 
And bearing still a breast so tried, 

Karth is tio desert — even to me. 


Would the sycophants ot mm. 

Now so deaf to duty’s prayer. 

Were his borrow’d glories dim. 

In his native darkness share ? 

Were that world this hour his own. 

All thou calmly dost resign, 

Could he purchase with that throne 
Hearts like those which still are thine ? 

My chief, my king, my friend, adieu ! 

Never did I droop before j 
Never to my sovereign sue, 

As his foes I now implore. 

AH 1 ask is to divide 

Kvery peril he must brave— 

Sharing by the hero’s side, 

Hia tall,' his exile, and his grave. 


Brtoiit be the place of thy soul ! 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E'er burst from its mortal control. 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine i 
On earth thou wen all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be ; 

And our sorrow mav cease to repine, 

When we know tfiat thy God is with thee. 

Light be the tuif of thy tomb ! 

May its verdure like emeralds be ; 

There should not be tho shadow of gloom. 

In aught that reniimU us of thee. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest; 

But not cypress nor yew let us see ; 

For why should we mourn tor the bless’d? 


TO 


VnOM TKB rRBNOU. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC.* 

TnxRx’s not a joy the world can give like that ?t 
takes away. 

When the glow of early thought declines In feeling’s 
dull decay ; 

*Tis not on youth's smooth check the blush alone, 
which fades so fast. 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth 
itself be past. 

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of 
happiness, 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess ; 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points 
in vain ^ 

The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall never 
stretch again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul, like death 
itself comes down { 

It cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream 
its own ; [tears. 

That heavy chiil has froxen o’er the fotintain of our 

And, though the eye may sparkle still, 'tis where 
the ice appears. 


All wept, but particularly Savarij, and a Poliik 
agicer who had been exalted from the ranks by 
Buonaparte. He clunif to his master's knees— wrote 
a letter to Lord Keith, entreating permission to 
accompany him, even in the most menial capacity, 
which could not be admitted. ’ 


M VST thou go, >ny glorious Chief, 
Sever’d from thy faithful few ? 
Who can tell thy warrior’s grief. 
Maddening o’er that long adieu ? 
Woman's love and fricndshi(i’s zeal. 
Dear as both' have been to me — 
What are they to all I feel. 

With a soldier’s faith for thee ? 


Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth 
distract the breast, , 

Through midnight hours that yield no more tlielr 
former hope of rest : 

'Tis but as ivy leaves around the ruin’d turret 
wreath. 

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and 
gray beneath. 

Oh ! could I feci as 1 have felt— or be what I have 
been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept, o'er many a 
vanish’d scene, 

As springs in deserts found seem'd sweet, all brack* 
ish though they be, 

So ’midst the wither’d waste of life, those tears 
would flow to me. 


Idol of the soldier’s soul ! 

First in fight, but mightiest now ; 
Many could a world control ; 

Thee alone no doom can bow. 

By thy side for years I dared 

Death, and envied those who fell. 
When their dying shout was heard, 

. Blessiiu him uiey serv’d so well.* 

Would thjt I were cold with those 
Hince tlhs hour I live to see ! 

When theloubu of coward foes 
Scarce intre trust a man with thee. 
Breading eacia.,should set thee free. 
Oh! althouj^n dungeons pent, 

,'v All their claims were light to me, 
Oazing oit thy soul unbent. 


At Waterloo, one man was seen, whose left 
was shattered w a cannon-ball, to wrenohit 
n with me other, Ad throwing it up in the air, 
Ip^med to his comrades, ' Vive L’Empereur, 
Ipaa'a la mort l’ There were many other Instances 
like ; this you mi^, however, depend on as 
A private Letter from Brueeels. 


TO THE LILY OP FRANCE. 

Erk thou scattercst thy leaf to the wind. 

False emblem of innocence, stay. 

And yield, as thou fad'st, for Ute use of mankind. 
The lesson that marks thy decay. 


Thou wert fair as the beam of the mom. 

And rich as the pride of the mine : 

Thy charms are all faded, and hatred and scorn. 
The curses of freedom, are thine. 


■ Thou wert gay In the smiles of the world, , 

Thy shadow protection and power. 

But now thy bright blossom is shrivell’d and curl’d. 
The grace of thy counti^o more. 


For corruption hath fed on thy lcal> 

And bigotry weaken'd thy stenr. 

Now those who have fear’d tha'i shall smile at 
thy grief, ^ 

And those who adore thee cond 


• These verses were given by Loxv^Byron to Mr. 
Power. Strand, who has published them, with very 
beauUtul music by Sir Jo^ Stevenson. 

B3 
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The valley that gave thee thy hifth 
Shall weep for the boiw or iu soil, 

-The legions that fought for thy beauty and worth, 
lyiasten to share in thy spoil. 

As a bye-word tlw blossom shall be, 

A mock and a Test amona men. 

The proverb of slaves and the sneer of the free. 

In city, and mountain, and glen. 

Oh ! ’twas tyranny’s pestilent gale 

That scatter'd thy buds on the ground. 

That threw the blood-stain on thy virgin-white veil. 
And pierced thee with many a wound 

Then thy puny leaf shook to the wind, 

Tl^ stem gave its strength to the blast. 

Thy full bursting blossom its pronnUe resign’d. 

And fell to the storm as It pass’d. 

For no patribt vigour was there, 

, No arm to 8up}K>rt the weak flower, 

Destruction pursued its dark lierald—Despair, 

And wither’d its grace in an hour- 

Vet there were who pretended to grieve. 

There were who pretended to save, 

Mere shallow etnpyrics who came to deceive. 

To revel and sport on its grave. ^ 

thou land of the lily, in vain 

Thou strugglest to raise its pale head ! 

The faded bed never shall blossom again, 

The violet will bloom In Its stead. 

As thou scatterest thy leaf to the wind. 

False emblem of innocence, stay, 

And yield, as thou fad'st, for the use of mankina, 
This lesson to mark tby decay 2 


THB 

FOLLOWING LINES 
Were written extempore l>y Lord Byron to hi* friend 
e T. Moore, Etq. the author vf Lalta Rookh, 

Mt boat is on (be shore, 

And my bark is on Che sea ; 

But, before I go, Tom Moore. 

Here’s a double health to tnec 2 

Here’s a sigh to those who love niC; 

And a smile to those who hate. 

And whatever sky’s above me, 

Here’s a heart for every fate 2 

Though the ocean roar around me, 

Yet it still shall bear me on ; 

Though a desert should surround me, 
it hath springs that may be won. 

Were’t the last drop In rim well. 

As J gasp’d upon the brink, 

Ere my Tainting spirit fell. 

'Tis to thee uiat 1 would drink. 

In that water, as this wine. 

The libation I would pour 
Khould be— Peace to thine and mine. 

And a health to thee, Tom Moore 2 


So the spirit bows before thee, 

To listen and adore thee, 

With a full but soft emotion. 

Like the swell of Summer's ocean. 


ON THB STAR 

OF 

«THE LEGION OF HONOtJR.” 

1 . 

Star of the brave I— wliose beam hath shed 
Such glory o’er the quiek and dead— 

Thou radiant and auored deceit 2 
Which millions rush’d in arms to greet, — 
Wild meteor of Immortal birth ! 

Why rise in Heaven to set on E^th P 

Souls of slain heroes form’d thy rays ; 

Eternity flash'd through thy blaze; 

The music of thy martial sphere 
Was fame on high, and honour here ; 

And thy light broke on human eyes. 

Like a Volcano of tlie skies. 

3 . 

Like lava roll’d thy stream of blood , 

And swept down empires with its flood ; 
Earth rock’d beneath thee to her base. 

As thou didst lighten tlirough all space ; 

And the shorn Sun grew dim in air, 

And set while thou wert dwelling there. 

4 . 

Before thee rose, and with thee grew, 

A rainbow ofrihe loveliest hue. 

Of three bright colours* cash divine, 

And fit for that celestial sign ; 

For Freedom’s hand had bleiHlcd tlio.Ti 
Like tints in an immortal gem. 

». 

One tint was of the sunbeam's dyes ; 

One, the blue depth of Seraph’s eyes; 

One, the pure Spirit’s veil of white 
Had rolled in radiance of iU light • 

The three so mingled, did lieseem 
The texture of a heavenly dream. 

6 . 

Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale. 

And darkness must agiUti prevail ! 

But, oh, thou Rainbow of • e free ! 

Our tears and blood must ' w for thek. 
When thy bright promise ' des away, 

Our life Is but a load of cl- ■ . 

lA 

And Freedom hallows w»‘ cr tread 
The silent cities of the ; 

For beautifbl in death are they 
Who proudly fall in her arra^ ; 

And won, O Goddess 2 may we be 
1- or evermore with them or thee 2 


ODE. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Trekh he none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic Rfc thee t 
And like muttc ar^'Ihe waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me. 

When, as if IJts sound were causing 
The charmb'i ocean’s pausing. 

The waves still and gleaming, 
And the lul^f winds seem dreaming : 

And the n^dnh^t moon Is weaving 
Her br^t chain o’er the deep. 
Whose breast Is gently heaving. 

As an infimfl asleep i-~ 


Oh, shame to thee. Land of tlie 2 
Oh, shame to thy children and » yee I 
Unwisriin thy glory, and base in thy lall. 

How wretched thy portion shat 'be ! 
Derision shall strike thee forlorn. 

A mockei^ that never shall : 

The curses of'Hete, and the hir ats of Scorn 
Shall burden the wind., of thy sky ; 

And, proud o’er thy ruin, for eviar be hurl’d 
The laughter of Triumph, the Jeers of the Weri 


Ob, whore is thy spirit of yore, 

The spirit that breathed 111 (hy dead; 
When gallantry’s star was the beacon before, 
And honour the passion that led 


* The tJT.coiour. 



WATERLOO. 


sntcw’d POUMG, 


4i 


Tht itormthaTe awaken’d their sleep. 

They noan Arom the place of their rest, 

And wrathnilly murmur, and sullenly weep 
To see the foul stain on thy breast : 

For where is the glory they left thee in trust ? 

*Tis scatter’d In darkness, ’tis trampled in dust ! 

Go, look through the kingdoms of earth, 

From Indus, all round to the Pole, 

And something of goodness, of honour and worth, 
Shall brighten the sins of the soul : 

But Uiou art alone in thy shame, 

The world cannot liken thee there; 
Abhorrence and vice hare disfigured thy name 
Beyond the low reach of compare ; 

Stupenaous in guilt, thoashalt lend us through 
time 

A proverb, a bye-word, for falsehood and crime 1 

While conquest illumme<l his sword. 

While yet in his prowess he stood, 

Thy praises still follow’d the steps of thy Lord, 

And welcomed the torrent of blood ; 

Though tyranny sat on his crown. 

And wither’d the nations afar. 

Yet bright in thy view was that despot’s renown. 
Till Fortune deserted hla car ; 

Then, back from the Chieftain tliou slimkest 
away— 

Ttie foremost t’ Insult, the first to betray ! 


Fonrot were the feats he had done, 

’Tne toils he had homo in thy cause; 

Thou tumedst to worship a new rising sun. 

And waft other songs of applause; 

But the storm was beginning to lower. 

Adversity clouded tne beam ; 

And honour and faith were the brag of an hour. 
And loyalty’s self but a dream ; 

To him tltou nadst banish'd thy vows were re- 
stored ; 

And tlte first that had scofrd, were the first that 
adored ! 

Wlnl tumult thus burthens the air, 

\\ hat ihroiig that en. IrLies hit throne? 

'Ti' the sh..ul of delight, Hi the millions that 
swear 

His sceptre shall rule them alone* 

Reverses shall brighten their zeal, 

Misfortune shall hallow his name, 

And the world that ptirsues him shall mournfully 
feel 

How quenchless the spirit and fiame 
That Frenchmen will hreatlie, when their hearts 
are on fire. 

For the Hero they love, and the Chief they admire. 

Their hero ha ish’d to the field : 

His laurels at cover’d with shade— 

But where is the a, jnt that never should yield. 

The loyalty ' t.r to fade ! 

In a moment ' nion and guile 
Abandon’d n, up to the foe; 

Tlte dastards tlu :;3urish’d and grew at his 
smile, 

Forsook and renounced him in wo ; 

And the millions that swore they would perish to 
save, 

Beheld him a fugitive, captive, and slave! 


The savage all wild in his glen 
Is nobler and better than thou ; 

Thott standest a wonder, a marvel to men. 

Such perfidy blackens thy brow ; 

If thou'^ert tne place of my birth. 

At oi^ from thy arms would 1 sever; 

I’d fly to tre uttermost ends of the eartlf 
And q^t thee for ever and ever ; 

And thinkll of thee in my long after-years, 
■hould but k»^e my Mushes and waken my tears. 

Oh, shame to tfesf. land of the Gaul ' 

'■'I Oh, shame to thWhlldren and thee ! 

Unwise in thy glory aii\iiase in thy fall. 

How wretched thy ^rtion shall be 1 
^ Derision shall strike thee forlorn, 

K , A mockery never shall die ; 

L' The curses of Hate and the hisses of 8com 
Z-' Shall burthen the winds of thy sky ; 
r And proud o’er thy ruin fi>r ever be hurl’d 
EThe laughter of Triumph, the jeers of the World. 


The French have their Poem* and Odet ^ ta- 
raous Battle of Waterloo as well as oSSrselve*— 
Nay, they seem to ejorj in the battle, as the 
soutce or great events to come. We have re- 
ceived the following poetical version of a poem , 
tlie original of whlcn is circulating in Pans — and 
which IB ascribed, we know not with what jus- 
tice. to the muse of M. De Chateaubriand. • If 
so, It may be inferred that, in the Poet’s eye, a 
new change Is at hand — and he wishes to prove 
his secret indulgence of old principles, by refer- 
ence to this eifusion. 

MoamMo Chroniclb. 


FRENCH ODE. 

Said to be done into EngHth Verae by R. , 

L. Matter nf the Royal Spanish Inqu. <Vc. 6(c, 


Wk do not curse thee, Waterloo, 

Though freedom’s blood thy plain bedew; 
There ’twas shed, but is not sunk— 

Rising from each gory trunk — 

Like the water-spout from ocean. 

With a strong and growing motioiv— 

It soars and mingles in the air. 

With that of lost Labedoyere— 

With that of him whose honour’d grave 
Contains ihe “ bravest of the brave 
A crimson cloud it spreads and glows. 

But shall return to whence it rose ; 

When 'tis full ’twill burst asunder — 

Never yet was heard such thunder 
As then shall shake the world with wonder— 
Never yet was seen such lightning 
As o’er heaven sliall then be bright’ning. 


The chief has fallen, hut not by you, 
Vanquishers of Waterloo; 

■When the soldier-citizen, 

Sway’d not o’er his fellow-men— 

Save in deeds that led them on 
Where glory smil’d on Freedom’s son— 

Who of all the despot’s banded, I 

With that youthful chief competed ^ 

Who could lioast o'er France defeated 
Till lone tyranny commanded ? 

Till, goadw by ambition’s sting. 

The Hero sunk Into the ICing 
'Then he fell, so perish all, 

Who would men by man enthral ! 

And thou too of the snow-white plume, 
Whose realm refused thee even a tomb • 
Better hadst thou still been leading 
France o’er hosts of hirelings bleeding. 

Than sold thyself to death imd shame 
For a meanly royal name ; 

Such as he of Naples wears, 

Who thy blood-bought title hears. — 

Little didst thou deem, when dashing 
On thy war-horse through the ranks. 

Like a stream whloh bunts its banks. 

While helmets cleft and sabres clashing 
Shone and shiver'd fast around thee— 

Of Uie fate at last which found thee ! 

Was that haughty plume laid low 
By a slave’s dishonest blow ? 

Once it onwerd bore the brave. 

Like foam upon the highest wave.— ‘ 

There, where death’s brief pang was quickest, 
And the battle’s wreck lay thickest. 

Strewed lion oath the advancing bannef 
Of the Eagle’s burning crest— 

(There with thunder clouds to fan her,. 

Who could then her wing arrest — 

Victory beaming from hgr breast) 

While the broken lii%aNnrglng 
Fell or fled along ti^^ain ; 

There, be sure, was Mumt charging ! 

There he shall ne’er cha%e again : 

O'er glories gone, the invt ' 

Weeps Triumph o’er each U 
But let Freedom rejoice. 

With her heart tn her voice 

* Murat'r remains are said t 
from the grave and ImntL 
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But her band on her sword. 

Doubly shall she be ador’d. 

France hath twice too well been taught 
moral lesnon" dearly bought— 

Her . i'ty aits not on a throne, 

With'Capet or Napoleon ; 

But in equal rights and laws, 

Hearts and hands in one great cause— 
Freedom, such as God hath given 
Unto all beneath his heaven. 

With their breath, and from their birth. 
Though guilt would sweep It from the earth. 
With a fierce and lavish hand. 

Scattering nations’ wealth like sand; 
Pouring nations’ blood tike water. 

In imperial seas of slaughter ! 

But the heart, and the mind. 

And the voice of mankind. 

Shall arise in oommunion— 

And who shall resist that proud union ? 

The time is past when swords subdued ; 
Man may die— the soul’s renew’d : 

JE^en in Uiis low world of care, 

Freedom' ne’er shall want an lieir. 

Millions breathe but to inherit 
Her unconquerable spirit — 

■When once more her hosts assemble 
Let the tyrants only tremble 
Smite they at this Idle threat ? 

Crimson tears will follow yet. 


MADAME LAVALETTE. 


Lbt Edinburgh Critics o’erwhelm with their praises 
Their Madame de Stael, and their &med L'Epi- 
.naaset 

Like a meteor at best, proud Philosophy blares, 
And the fame of a Wit is as brittle as glass : 

But cheering the beam, and unfading the splendour 
Of thy torch. Wedded Love ! and it never has yet 
Shone with lustre more holy, more pure,; r more 
tender. 

Than it sheds on the name of the fair Lavalctte. 


Then fill high the wine-cup, e’en V'irtuc shall 
bless it, 

And hallow the wblet which foams to her name; 
The warm lip of ^auty shall piously press it, 

And Hymen shall honour the plc<lge to her fame : 
To the health of the Woman, who freedom and 
life too [debt ; 

Has risk’d for her Husband, we’ll pay the just 
And bail with applauses tlie Heroine and wife too. 
The constant, the noble, the fair Lavalctte. 


Her foeahave awarded, In impotent malice, 

To their captive a doom, which all Europe 
abhors, [palace. 

And turns from tne Slaves of the Priest-hauntca 
While those who replaced them there, blush for 
their cause : 

Bat, in ages to come, when the blood-tamtsh'd 

Of Dukes.^n? of Marshals, In darkness hath set. 

Hearts shall throb, eyes shall glisten, at reading the 
story 

Of the fond self-devotion of fiUr Lavalette. 


FAREWELL TO FRANCE. 

Faxawsu. to the Land, where the gloom of my 
glory [name ; — 

Arose and o’ersbadow’d the earth with her 
She abandons me now, — but the page of her story. 
The brightest or blackest, is fill’d with my fame. 
1 have warr’d with a world which vanquish’d me 
only > [faTr- 

Wben the meteor ufeAliaqoett allurerl me too 
I have coped with the tfceilons which dread me 
thus lonely Sr 

The last single Cwi^ve to millions in war I 

Fsareweil to theeH France— when thy diadem 
crown 'cTne, 

I made thee the bm and the wonder of earth,— 
But thy weaknessAtoreoa 1 should leave, as 1 found 
theeAe 

jDeoey’d la thy^lory, ai^ sank in thy worth. 


Oh ! for the veteran hearts that wei4 wasted 
In strife with the storm, when thhir battles were 

WOHr— 

Then the Eagle, whose gaze in that moment was 
blasted. 

Had still soar’d with eyes fix’d on Victory’s Sun ! 


Farewell to thee. Prance— but when liberty rallies 
Once more in thy regions, remewher me then — 
The Violet grows in the depth of thy valleys, 
Thoug^h wither’d thy tears will unfold it s^ain— 
Yet, yet I may baffle the hosts that surround us. 
And yet may thy heart leap awake to ray voice— 
There are links which must break in the chain 
that has bound us, [choice ! 

Then turn thee and call on the chief of Uiy 


ADIEU TO MALTA. 


Adibit the joys of La Valette ; 

Adieu sirocco, sun, and sweat;.. 

Adieu thou palace, rarely enHrd ; 

Adieu ye n)ansion8, where I’ve ventured ; 
Adieu ye cursed streets of stairs — 

How surely he who mounts them swears ; 
Adieu ye merchants often failing ; 

Adieu thou mob for ever railing ; 

Adieu ye packets without letters ; 

Adieu ye fools, who ape your belters; 

Adieu thou dainnedst ouarantine. 

That gave me fever and the spleen ; 

Adieu that stage which makes us yawn. Sirs ; 
Adieu His Excellency's dancers; 

Adieu to Peter, whom no fault’s in. 

Hut could not leach a Colonel waltzing; 
Adieu ye females, fraught with graces; 

Adieu red coats, and r^der faces ; 

Adieu the supercilious air. 

Of all that strut en mililaire ; 

I go— but God knows where or why— 

'fo smoky towns ami cloudy sky ; 

To things, the honest truth to say. 

As bad, but in a different way 
Farewell to these, butnt't adieu 
'friumphant sons of trriest blue, 

■WTrile eilher Adriatic sKore, 

And fallm rhlef., and ileits no more, 

And nighiiy smile., ind dinners, 
Proclaim you war and women’s winners. 

Pardon my muse, who apt to prate is, 

And take my rhyme becauM* ’tis gratis : 

And now I’ve got to Mrs. Fraser, 

Perhaps you think I mean to praise her; 

And were I vain enough to think 
My praise ws8,worth this drop of ink, 

A line or two were no hard matter. 

As here, indeed, 1 need not flatter; 

Hut she must be content to shine 
In lietter praises than in mine : 

With lively air and open heart. 

And fashion’s ease without its art. 

Her hours can gaily glide along. 

Nor ask the ala of idle song. 


And now. Oh, Malta I since thou’st got us. 
Thou little ndlitary hot-house ! 

I’ll not offend with words uncivil. 

And wish thee ludely at the devil — 

But only stare from out my casement. 

And ask — for what is such a place meant ; 
Then, in ray solitary nook, 

Return to scribbling, or a book : 

Or take my physic, while I’m able. 

Two spoonfuls, hour!; *■“ ‘ 

Prefer nw nightcap ti 

Andbleiiimyt^ ~ ' 


ribbling, or a book : 
physic, while I’m able, ^ 
tit, hourly by this label ; I 
ightcap to my beaver, M 
y stats, I’ve got a fever. /' 


. THE CURSE OF wJTeRVA. 

lSrx)w sinks now lovely ev^is race be run 
Along Morea's hills the setting sun ; 

Not, at In northern climes, otracurely bright, 

But one unclouded blaze of living 
O’er the hush’d deep tlie yellow beam be thTowa» 
Gilds the green wave that trembles as itflows ; 
On old sEgea’s rock and Hydra’s isle, 

The God ufgladneu sheds his parting smile. 



sntoirfs 


4 » 


Long bad I iWDSed atid maaaurod emy trace 
in\« wreck of recorded of her race. 

When lo I a glanl|Mrm before me atrode. 

And Pallas hail’d me in her own abode. 

Yes— ’twas Minerra’g self— but ah ! how changed 
Hince o’er the Dardan fields in arms she ranged ! 
Not such as erst by Iver divine command. 

Her form appear’d from Phidias' plastic hand, 
Gone were the terrors of her awful brow. 


Her idle ffigis bore >.o Gorgon now j 
Her helm was deep indented, and her lance 
Seem’d weak and shaftless e’en to mortal glance : 
The olive-branch, which still she deign'd to clasp. 
Shrunk from her hand and wither’d in her grasp. 
And ah ! though still the brightest of the sky. 
Celestial tears bedew’d her large blue eye ; 

Round her rent casque her owlet circlra low. 

And mourn’d his mistress with a shriek of wo. 


“Mortal!” (’twas thus she spoke) “that blush 
ofsitaine 

proclaims thee Briton — once a noble nam&— 

First of the mighty, foremost of the free. 

Now honour’d less by all, but least by me ; 

Chief of thy foes shall Pallas still be found : 

Seek’st thou the cause ? oh, Mortal ! hwk around. 
Jjo ! here, m spite of war and wasting fire, 

I saw successive tyrannies expire ; 

•Scaped from the ravage of the Turk and Goth, 
Thy Country sends a sillier worse than both. 
Survey this vacant violated fane. 

Recount the relics torn that yet remain ; — 

These Cecrous placed— this Pericles adorn'd— 

That Hadrian rear'd wlien drooping Science 
mourn’d ; 

What more I owe Jet gratitude attest. 

Know, Alarlc and • s * * • ^id the rest.— 

That all may Icam from whence the plunderer 
came, 

Th’ insulted wl\ll sustains his hated name.* 

For • • • • *'8 fame thus mratefVil Pallas pleads ; 
Below, his name; above, behold his deeds. 

Be ever hail’d with equal honour here. 

The Gothic monan^h, and the British * • * 

Arms gave the first his rlgM, the last had none. 

But basely stole what less Batbarians won : 

So, when the lion quits the fell repast. 

Next prowls the wolf, the filthy Jackal last t 
Flesh, limbs, and blood, the former make their 
own, 

The last base brute securely gnaws the bone. 

Yet still the (iods arejust, and crimes are cross’d: 
8ee here, what • * • • • won, and what he lost. 
Another name with his pollutes my shrine ; 
Behold, where Plan's beams disdain to shine : 
Some retribution still might Pallas claim. 

When Venus half-aveng^ Minerva’s 8hame.”f 

She ceased awhile, and thus I dared reply. 

To MHithe the vengeance kindling in her eye 
paughler of .love ! in Britain’s injured name, 

A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim. 

Frown not on England — England owns him not 
Athena ? no, the plunderer was a Scot.:) i towers 
Ask'ht thou the difference From fair Phyle’s 
Survey Bmotia Caledonia's powers — 


• It is related by a late oriental traveller that 
when the wholesale spoliater visited Athens, he 
caused his own name, with that of his wife, to be 
inscribed oh a pillar of one of the principal temples, 
this inscription was executed in a very conspicu- 
ous manner, and deeply engraved in the marble, at 
very considerable elevation. Notwithstanding which 
precautions: some person (doubtless inspired by the 
patron-goddei « has been at the pains to get himself 
raised up toil ^ requisite height, and has oltlterat- 
, «d the name u the laird, but left that of the lady 
' .ntouched. Tl(\ traveller in question accompaiuea 
sfoty by a rVSark that It must have cost some 
?Hahour ana oantK.-\nco to get at Uie place, and 
- <K)uld only have bee eff ected by much zeal and 
. {determination. 

t The Portrait of Sir Wm. D’Avenant iUus- 
ij^trates this line. % 

) .The plaster wall on the west side of the Tern* 
mle of Miner va-PoIieD bears the follpwing imorip- 
Ition, cut In ve^eep characters 
u. “ OLkt nonJhcerufU Ooti 

Ht^ffteerunl Scoff." 

(UobhtoOM’i I'raveU in Greece, See. p. 345.) 




And well 1 know within that murky land 


Itch her reckoning children far and w\o(§ : 

I east, seme west, some— every where but 
north. 


And thus accursed be the day and year 
She sent a Piet to play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some native worth. 

And dull Bceotia gave a Pindar birth. 

Ho may her few, the letter'd and the brave. 

Bound to no clime, and victors o’er the grave. 
Shake off the moesv slime of such a land. 

And shine like children of a happier strand. 

“ Mortal 1” (the blue-eyed maid resumed oaoe 
more) 

“ Bear back my mandate to thy native shore : 
Though fallen, alas I this vengeance yet is mine, 

To turn ray counsels for from lands like thine. 
Hear, then, in silence, Pallas' stem behest. 

Hear and believe, for time will tell the rest : 

First on the head of him who did the deed 
My curse shall light, on him and all his seed ; 
Without one spark of intellectual fire, 

Be all his sons as senseless as their sire : 

If one with wit the parent-breed disgrace. 

Believe him bastard of a better race ; 

Still with his hireling Artists let him prat^ 

And folly’s praise repay for wisdom’s hate.* 

Long of their patron’s gusfo let them tell. 

Whose noblest native gtMfo— is to sell : 

To sell, and make (may shame record the day) 

The State receiver of his pilfer’d prey ! 


• 


And last T all, amidst the gaping crew. 
Some calm spectator, as he takeThis view) 


tulrc. — (Boileau, La Aoch^ucaou, &o.) 

f “ Nor will this conduct [the sacriltMous plun- 
der of ancient edifices] appear wonderful in oepi, 
either by birth, or by habits and grovelling passions, 
barbarians, (i. e. Goths) when in our own timee, 
and almost before our own eyes, persons of rank 
and education have not hesitated to disfigure the 
most ancient and the most venerable monuments 
of Grecian architecture ; to tear the works of Phi 
dias and Praxiteles from their original position, and 
demolish fabrics, which time, war, and barbarism, 
had respected during twenty centuries. The 
French, whose rapad^ the voice of Europe has so 
loudly and so Justly cehsured, did not incur the 
guilt of dismantling ancient edifices ; they spared 
the walls, and contented themselves with statues 
and paintings, and even these they have collected 
and anang^ in balls and galleries for the inspec- 
tion of travellers, of all nations; while, if report 
does not deceive us, our plunderers have ran- 
sacked the temple of Gre^ to sell their booty 
to Uie highest bidder, or, at »tt, to piece the walU 
of some obscure old mansion with fragments of 
Parian marble, and of attic sculpture." 

Classical 'four through luly, p. 158.) • » • • 

“ But, alas ! all the monuments of Roman magni- 
ficence, all the remains of Grecian taste, so dear to 
the artist, the historian, the antiquary; all de- 
pend on the will of an arbitrary sovereign, and 
that will is influenced too often by interest or 
vanity, by a nephew, or a sycophant. Is anew 
palace to be erected (at Rome.) for an Jpstart 

wish to adorn 
with antiques ? 
[8 nrast be dit- 
ll^mxiteles be 
That a decre- 
duUesofhis 
itiontof 


family ? the Coliseum is 
materials Loes a foreign' ' 
the bleak walls of a norther, 
the temples of Theseus or 
mantled, and the works of Phldis| 
tom from the shattered firiezeJ 
pid uncle, wrapped up in the tell 
age and station, should listen to 


» and staUon, should listen to tm soj^ffons of 
i interested nephew, is natoreftand that an 
oriental despot should nndetvalc^kffie master- 

K ' >3 of Grecian art, is to be expecM, though in 
cases the coosequenoes of such Weakness are 



BmOXr’B VOBIIKB. 


Jn tnent adminttioii, mix’d with grielV 
Adiaim dm jriander, but ubhon th« thief. 
LoftllMdin Itw^ joeme pardon’d in the dttit, 
lief hale pume hie ucrilegioua luat : 

ZS:* ** with die fbol who fired th’ foheeUni dome, 
SihiBAi^MBeence follow for beyond the tomb. , 
|b«RIwUis and *•>••• e’er thali shine 
la many a branding page and burning line. 

Alike condemn’d for aye to stand accursed, i 

Paiehanoe the second viler than the first : 

8p let him stand, tbrough ages yet tmbom, 

VWd statue on the pedestal of scorn { 

to be lamented ; but that the minister of a 

® Mtiqn, fomed for its knowledge of the language, 
«el:lts venecadon Hat the monuments of ancient 
Or aili , should have been the promptr nd the In* 
meat of theee destruetlons is alm<fe uorcdible. 
hcapaoityJsa crime against all agea and all 
: it drarlvea the past of iue trophies 
aaOTdie dde-deeds of their fome ; 
foe strongest inducements to exer. 
lest exhibidoos that onriulity can 
— i the ftiture, of the maMiuppieoeaof 
lod^ of Imitation. To guard against the 
' ilbc wlab.ef every 



of such depredadona is 


I of ganitts, the duty of every man ha pawar. 
,dteoomiDantoterest of every civUlxod> Aon." 
d. jp. 5i^.) Thi, attenipt ;«* trans* 

tiSe tsim^e of Vaata from Italy |n England 
^^kperiu^ia, w honovr to the late Lam Br&tol’s 
panMUftnuormhismiig^ l but it cannot ba 
wnsnii^if asan, iadttpttan of either taste .ox 
lid^neat.- (IbS pTdlS) 


LINES ... ^ 

AAfreswd bff Lord Byron to Mdl^HobhtmH oa“‘ 
tUctumfor Wttimintter. “ 


" Morsjanua vltm." 


Wovho you get to the house thro* the true gata?^ 
Much quicker that even Whig Charley wcn> 

Let Parliament send you to Newgate — 

And Newgate will vend you to~.Parliamenu 

ENIGMA. 

*Twas whisper’d in heaven, •twas mutter’d in hcl' 
And echo caught folhtly the sound os it fell, 

On the confines of earth ’twas permitted to rest, ' 
And the depths of the ocean its presence confess’d. 
"1 will be found In the sphere when ’tis riven 
asunder: [dCTj 

Be seen in the lightning, and heard in the umr 
’Twas allotted to man wlth^is earliest breath, 
Attends at his birth, and awaits lum in death ; 

It preddes o’er his himplneM, hoBir and health, 
Is the prop of hia house, and the end of hi« 
wealth ; 

Without it the soldier, the seaman may roam. 

But wo to the wretch that expels it ft mi home. 

In the 'whispers of conscience iu voice •vill be found, 
Ngreven in the whirlwind of passion b* drown’d : 
not soften the heart, and the Jgh deaf to tits 
ear, 

*3Nrill make it acutely and instantly hear. 

In shade let it rest, like a delicate ilower. 

Oh ! breathe on It softly, it dies in an hour. 


END OP VOLUME SECOND. 
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